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the Apostolic See which alone has power and 
authority to pronounce as to whom rightly be- 
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Facsimile, reproduced with the Holy Father’s consent, of the 


letter by which Cardinal Pacelli blessed the first edition of 
“UN APPEL A L?’AMOUR” 


Letter from the Cardinal Protector 
H-E. CARDINAL E. PACELLI 
(Now H.H. Pope Pius XII happily reigning) 


April 1938. 


Very REVEREND MOTHER, 

I have no doubt whatever that the publication 
of these pages, filled as they are with the great 
love which His grace inspired in His very humble 
servant Maria Josefa Menéndez will be agreeable to 
His Sacred Heart. 

May they efficaciously contribute to develop in 
many souls a confidence ever more complete and 
loving in the infinite mercy of this Divine Heart 
towards poor sinners such as we all are. 

These ate the good wishes which, with my 
blessing, I send you and all the Society of the 
Sacred Heart. 

E. Carp. PAcELti. 
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FOREWORD 


Tuis new edition of a translation of Un Appel a L’ Amour, is an 
amplification of the smaller book of the same name which was 
published in 1938. 

On 13th November, shortly before her death, Our Blessed Lord 
had said to Sister Josefa: “My words will be light and life for an 
incalculable number of souls, and I will grant them special graces 
of conversion and illumination.’ These words have been verified, 
for as soon as the first small volume appeared it was eagerly 
seized upon, was reprinted several times, while letters from all 
parts of the world gave testimony to the profound impression 
created and to the signal graces that followed on the delivery of 
the Message. 

Within a few months the book had been translated from the 
original Spanish into French, then into Portuguese, Italian, 
English, Chinese, and Hungarian—thus fulfilling Our Lord’s 
wish that His call to the way of love should be heard as widely as 
possible. 

The Message, providentially timed to appear before the general 
conflagration of nations in the World War of 1939-1945, did not 
suffer any interruption by it. In spite of many difficulties, it passed 
from hand to hand and continued to be widely read. At the same 
time, pressing requests for a more detailed biography which 
would make the bearer of Our Lord’s communications better 
known, wete continually being received and have resulted in the 
present publication. 

The Message of Our Blessed Lord, framed as it were, in the 
life history of Sister Josefa Menéndez, consists mainly in excerpts 
from her notes. These notes, written under obedience, and care- 
fully preserved, are connected by a running commentary, the 
testimony of those who day by day assisted at the unfolding of a 
life which so amazingly carried out the designs of the Heart of 

esus. 
4 In 1926, after careful examination of the writings of Sister 
Josefa, a Consultor of the Sacred Congregation of Rites concluded 
his report with these words: “I pray God that these things may 
become known for the glory of God, and to strengthen the faith 
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of diffident and timid souls, and also that the holy religious of 
the Sacred Heart who wrote them may be glorified.” (From the 
Italian.) 

Without any intention of pronouncing judgment before Holy 
Church, to whom we submit unconditionally, we think that 
readers of these pages will be glad to find words of commenda- 
tion from no less a personage than the Holy Father himself, who 
as Cardinal Pacelli, and Protector of the Society of the Sacred 
Heart at the time, gave his blessing to the first edition which 
appeared in 1938. A facsimile of his letter is reproduced, with his 
express consent, at the beginning of this volume. 


INTRODUCTION 


ON z9th December 1923, Sister Josefa Menéndez, when thirty- 
three years old, died a holy death at the Convent of Les Feuillants, 
Poitiers. She lived as a sister in the Society of the Sacred Heart 
only four years, and in so hidden a way that the world ought 
never to have heard of her, and even in her own community she 
should soon have been forgotten. 

Yet, only twenty years after her death, she is known all over 
the world. In America, Africa, Asia, and Oceania people are 
ptaying to her and are listening attentively to the Message which 
the Heart of Jesus has given her for men. 

In 1938 the substance of the Message, under the title of Un 
Appel 4 Amour, was published in Toulouse by the Apostleship 
of Prayer. Cardinal Pacelli, now gloriously reigning as Pope Pius 
XI, wrote a foreword of recommendation in the form of a letter. 
Five years later a complete biography was asked for with insis- 
tence, since readers were anxious for all the details of a life so rich 
yet so hidden and in which the very poverty of the human back- 
ground threw into relief the splendour of Christ’s divine action. 

This second and complete edition is the answer to that demand. 
It is drawn from Sister Josefa’s notes, written day by day, under 
obedience, its accuracy confirmed by the very exact reminiscences 
of the witnesses of her life, namely the Superior and Mother 
Assistant of the Convent of ‘‘Les Feuillants”, Poitiers, and her 
director, Father Boyer, O.P. 

The reader will feel a certain curiosity in opening these pages, 
but their contents will fill him with wonder and admiration, and he 
will finish the book determined to lead a better life and to love a 
God who has manifested so intense a love for His creatures. 

For every page tells of the wonderful providence of God’s love 
for man. Holy Scripture represents Him in the psalms as following 
the sons of men with ever-watchful care, attentive to their every 
action and answering their least efforts to pray. Turning with love 
towards His rebel sons, from the beginning He lets His voice be 
heard through marvels and through His prophets, until the day 
when He Himself, taking flesh in the womb of the Virgin, tells 
men in human language of the love that fills His Heart. 
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xvi INTRODUCTION 


Jesus, the Word Incarnate, has transmitted in all its complete- 
ness the Message He Himself received from the Father: “Ovnia 
quaecumque andivi a Patre Meo, nota feci vobis” (John xv, 15). There 
is nothing to add to Our Lord’s words, and at the death of St. 
John, the last Apostle, the divine revelation was closed and sealed. 
Later ages could do no more than draw out its meaning. But 
its riches are unfathomable, and most men are too inattentive 
and superficial to sound the depths of the Gospel teaching; con- 
sequently, just as under the O/d Law Prophets were sent by God 
to revive the faith and hope of His people, so in the New Dispensa- 
tion Christ has from time to time given certain chosen souls the 
mission of interpreting His authentic words, and of revealing 
their depths and hidden meaning. 

Long ago, on Easter morning, He charged Saint Mary Mag- 
dalen with announcing His glorious Resurrection to the Apostles. 
In succeeding ages likewise poor and humble women have been 
chosen out to transmit His most important desires to mankind. 

To recall only the chief instances: Through Saint Juliana of 
Montcornillon He revived devotion to the Blessed Sacrament, and 
obtained the institution of the Feast of Corpus Christi; through 
Saint Margaret Mary a new stimulus was given to devotion to 
the Sacred Heart; through Saint Thérése of the Child Jesus He 
told a world which seemed to have forgotten it the merit and 
value of spiritual Childhood, and now, He has given a Message to 
Josefa Menéndez. 

The three above mentioned have been canonized by the 
Church, and so have received, as it were, an official recognition 
of their mission. Sister Josefa has not had this honour bestowed 
on her, but while she is not yet called their Sister in glory, she is 
indeed their Sister in grace, and God has been pleased to seal her 
testimony. He who treats His creatures with such reverence, 
“Cum magna reverentia disponis nos’ (Sap. xii, 18), owed it to Him- 
self to impress a stamp marking His messenger clearly as the 
bearer of His words. 

“His ways are not our ways, nor His thoughts our thoughts,” 
and that there may be no doubt that the communications come 
from Him and no other, He chooses weak instruments, humanly 
speaking unfitted for the task in view; so His strength shines 
forth in their infirmity. 

He did not choose the learned and the great in the world’s eyes 
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to found His Church, Saint Paul expressly tells us, otherwise the 
tapid spread of Christianity could have been attributed to their 
talents and prestige . . . but He chose the poor and the ignorant, 
and of these He made vessels of election. 

And that the greatness of their mission might not dazzle them 
and lead to vainglory, He again and again reminded them of their 
nothingness, their innate misery and their weakness. His gifts are 
only secure when bestowed on the truly humble of heart. His 
Providence has always worked in this way. His glory is manifest 
in man’s nothingness. “Tf I had been able to find a creature more 
miserable than you” He said to Saint Margaret Mary, “I should 
have chosen her. . . .” 

And Sister Josefa repeatedly heard the same declaration: “If I 
could have found a more wretched creature, I should have chosen 
her for my special love, and through her revealed the longings 
of My Heart. But I have not found one, and so I have chosen 
you”’ (7th June 1923). 

Soon after we hear Him say: “I have selected you as one utterly 
useless and destitute, that none may attribute to any but Myself, 
what I say, ask and do” (12th June 1923). 

As fat as appearances went, nothing signalized Josefa as in any 
way fitted for so high a mission. If we remember her repeated 
delays in entering religion, we might be justified in doubting the 
constancy of her will; then, too, her humble rank in the com- 
munity, her status as a mere novice, her great love of retirement, 
and the very real obstacle of her ignorance of the language of the 
country, all these hindrances combined would at first sight 
appear insurmountable.! In reality they were tokens of God’s 
choice. Though but a lowly little novice, so tender-hearted as to 
be frequently on the point of yielding to her sensitiveness, she 
would show later an unconquerable strength of will. In the blind- 
ing light of divine revelations, she only crept deeper into her 
littleness, and the closer God drew to her the more she humbled 
herself. In spite of the evidence of God’s action, she was ever 
fearful of being deceived herself and of deceiving her Superiors. 
As a matter of fact, they had rarely met with a more obedient and 
docile subject, or one more deferential, more eager to submit to 


1 If one had looked for a chosen soul among the novices of that time (they wete 
for the most part Polish), Josefa’s appearance, which had nothing of the mystic 
about it, would not have led one to suspect God’s choice of her. 
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control, more ready to sacrifice herself. In her devotions, as in 
everything else, there was no exaggeration; she was perfectly 
straightforward and simple. She was mentally healthy and had a 
well-developed sense of order and proportion. The supernatural, 
whose weight was often crushing, never disturbed her interior 
poise, though this equilibrium was kept only at the cost of almost 
superhuman endurance. All this was in reality the best guarantee 
to Superiors that her communications were divine in origin. 

To Sister Josefa Our Lord said: ““You yourself shall be My 
sign.” 

“Though at first suspicious and reserved in their judgments, 
both her Director and her Superiors were forced by the evidence 
of her life to believe that her mission was divine. 


JOSEFA’S MISSION 


Only very gradually did Our Lord unfold it to her; several 
times He had told her that He meant to make use of her to “carry 
out His plans” (9th February 1921) for the saving of many souls 
that had cost Him so dear (15th October 1920). On the night of 
24th February 1921 He gave her a yet more explicit call during 
her Holy Hour. “The world does not know the mercy of My 
Heart,”’ He said to her. “I intend to enlighten them through 
you. . . . I want you to be the apostle of My love and mercy. 
I will teach you what that means; forget yourself.’ And in answer 
to the fears she expressed: ““Love and fear nothing. I want what 
you do not want, but I can do what you cannot.” “It is not for 
you to choose, you have only to resign yourself into My Hands.” 

A few months later, on Monday, 11th June 1921, a few days 
after the Feast of the Sacred Heart, when she had received many 
graces, He said: “Remember My words and believe them. My 
Heart has but one desire, which is to enclose you in It, to possess 
you in My love, then to make of your frailty and littleness a 
channel to convey mercy to many souls who will be saved by 
your means. Later on, I will reveal to you the burning secrets of 
My Heart and many souls will profit by them. I want you to write 
down and keep all T tell you. It will be read when you are in 
Heaven. Do not think that I make use of you because of your 
merits, but I want souls to realize how My Power makes use of 
poor and miserable instruments.” And as Josefa asked if she was 


INTRODUCTION xix 


to tell Reverend Mother even that, He answered: “Write itt 
will be read after your death.” 

So by degrees Our Lord unfolded His plan: Josefa was chosen 
by Him, not only to be a victim for souls, especially for conse- 
crated ones, but that through her Christ’s Message of love and 
metcy might reach the world. A twofold mission—Victim and 
Messenger—and between the two missions there is a close 
connexion. If Victim then Messenger, and because Messenger, 
necessarily Victim. 


JOSEFA AS VICTIM 


To be a victim necessarily implies immolation, and as a rule 
atonement for another. Although strictly speaking one can offer 
oneself as a victim to give God joy and glory by voluntary 
sacrifice, yet for the most part God leads souls by that path only 
when He intends them to act as mediators: they have to suffer 
and expiate for those for whom their immolation will be profitable, 
either by drawing down graces of forgiveness on them, or by 
acting as a cloak to cover their sins in the face of divine justice. 
It stands to reason that no one will on his own initiative take such 
a role on himself. Divine consent is required before a soul dares 
to intervene between God and His creature. There would be no 
value in such an offering if God refused to hear the prayer. 

Already in the Old Testament victims of a certain sort only 
could be offered to God. To be acceptible they must have special, 
clearly defined qualities: they were to be spotless, without 
blemish, males of one year, and above all the offering had to be 
made by a priest according to a prescribed rite which was to be 
adhered to rigorously, and which symbolized not only the dis- 
positions of the officiating priest, but also those of the donor of 
the victim. 

In the New Testament a new sacrifice takes the place of the 
old; Jesus Christ is the sole Mediator, sole Priest, sole Victim, and 
His sacrifice is no longer symbolic, but real and infinite. 

If, then, Jesus Christ wishes to associate other victims with 
Himself, they must be closely united to Him, and share His 
feelings, in order to enter fully into His sacrifice; hence they can 
only be human beings, endowed with intelligence and will. 

He Himself chooses these persons, and because they are free 
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He asks them for their voluntary co-operation. Those who accept 
put themselves at His mercy, and He then makes use of them as 
by sovereign right. 

Assimilated and transformed into Christ, the victim-soul 
expresses the sentiments of Christ Jesus to God the Father; and to 
Christ Himself her attitude is one of humiliation, penance, and 
expiation, sentiments which ought to animate the souls she 
represents. 

And because of this identification with Christ, the victim-soul 
shares in His dolorous Passion and undergoes, to a greater or 
lesser degree, and in various but generally superhuman ways, the 
torments and agonies that were His. 

When the suffering is borne for.one specially chosen sinner the 
victim endures the just retribution due to this sinner for his 
crimes. Every kind of trial is endured, be it illness, or even perse- 
cution by the spirits of darkness of which the victim becomes the 
sport. 

With Sister Josefa this was the case to an extraordinary degree. 
Victim at the express desire of her Lord, not only was her whole 
being immolated, but the manner of the immolation itself varied 
according to the particular attributes of God to which she had 
sacrificed herself. 

Saint Thérése of the Child Jesus offered herself as a victim of 
merciful love; Marie des Vallées, as a victim of God’s Justice; 
Saint Margaret Mary, of both Justice and Mercy, and so it was 
with Sister Josefa. Christ told her His wishes in even more 
explicit terms than He had used with Saint Margaret Mary. 

“I have chosen you to bea victim of My Heart” (19th December 
1920). “You are the victim of My love” (2nd October 1920 and 
23rd November 1920). “You are the victim of My love and mercy”’ 
(goth June 1921). “‘I want you to be the victim of divine justice 
and the comfort of My Heart” (9th November 1920). 

For all these reasons Josefa must suffer. “You suffer in your 
soul and body, because you are the victim of My Soul and Body. 
How could you not suffer in your heart, since I have chosen you 
as the victim of My Heart?” (19th December 1920). 

As victim of the Heart of Jesus she suffered in order to console 
the Heart that has been so wounded by the ingratitude of men. As 
victim of love and mercy she suffered that the merciful love of 
Jesus might overwhelm with graces the sinner He so loved. As 
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victim of the divine justice she carried the intolerable burden of 
the divine reproaches, and expiated for guilty souls, who would 
owe their salvation to her. Her mission exacted perpetual im- 
molatien on her part, and Our Lord did not hide it from her. 
“Love, suffer, and obey,” He said to her, “so that I may realize 
My plans in you” (9th January 1921). 

On 12th June 1923 He corroborated the whole of this plan as 
it affected her. “As for you, you will live in the most complete 
and profound obscurity, and as you are My chosen victim, you 
will suffer, and overwhelmed by suffering you will die. Seek 
neither rest nor alleviation; you will find none, for such is My 
will. But My love will sustain you, and never shall I fail you.” 

But before making her endure such piercing and keen agony, 
He had asked and obtained her consent; for though He is 
Sovereign Lord and Master, He nevertheless respects the liberty 
of the creature. 

“Are you willing? . . .” He said to Josefa, and as she shrank 
at the prospect before her, He left her. She was heartbroken at 
His departure, but Our Lady came, and suggested to her child: 
“Do not forget that your love is free.’’ Several times Josefa tried 
to escape from the path before her, then Jesus left her, and it was 
only after she had called Him again and again that He came back 
to receive from her a willing offering of that which He had 
suggested only as a possibility. Usually she accepted most 
generously.+ 

“T offered myself to serve Him in any way He might choose.” 
God knew Himself free to act in any way He chose, and He said 
once again: “I am your God, you belong to Me; of your own free 
will, you have handed yourself over. From now on you cannot 
tefuse Me anything” (23rd July 1922). “If you do not deliver 
yourself up to My will, what can I do?” (21st April 1922). 

She surrendered; like her Master she would be a willing victim: 
“Oblatus est quia Ipse voluit.”” Like Him, too, she would be a 


1 Nothing was imposed on her by God; He did not force His reluctant creatute, 
but with divinely consummate skill He pursued His purpose of obtaining her 
consent. At each recoil of Josefa’s feats, Our Lord left her without reproach; but 
His departure so disturbed Josefa that she made a more than ever generous accept- 
ance. Also, Jesus did not tell her straight away that he wanted her to be His Messenger 
to the world: the shock would have been too great; but He simply appealed to her 
generosity: “Are you willing to suffer? And are you willing to be a victime”’ If a 
victim, then it was a question of suffering, not of coming prominently before the 
world, and Josefa accepted. 
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pute victim. For how can one expiate another’s sins, when one 
has to expiate one’s own? From her birth God had enveloped het 
in purity, for there cannot be found in her life any fault to which 
she voluntarily consented. Her greatest infidelities, as she herself 
owned, were a certain reluctance to respond to the call of grace and 
indecision in the face of a disconcerting mission; nothing there- 
fore that was a stain on her heart and soul. Jealously Our Lord 
guarded her: “I want you to forget yourself so entirely and to be 
so completely given up to My Will that I will not tolerate the 
slightest imperfection in you without warning you of it” (21st 
February 1921). 

Many times when He wanted her to re-state that she was His 
victim He opened the question by conferring on her a grace of 
still greater purification. “I want you to suffer for Me, Josefa, but 
I will begin by letting the arrow of love which is to purify your 
soul fall on you, for as My victim, you must be all-pure” (17th 
June 1923). 

In her pure conscience on which suffering was about to descend 
there was found no taint of sin, and consequently there was no 
work of expiation to be done, and that was why the fruits of 
salvation could be transferred to other souls. Her sufferings bore 
a twofold character, as is indeed the case with all true victims. 
As a victim chosen by Christ Himself to continue and complete 
His redemptive work, she must be very closely united with Christ 
the Redeemer, and share His Passion by enduring the self-same 
sufferings as His own; as an expiatory victim tor the sins of others, 
her pains would be proportionate to the sins of the offender for 
whom she was atoning. 


(a) Participation in the Sufferings of Christ 

The Passion of Christ being our sole salvation, if we ate to be 
purified and saved, we must of necessity come into contact with 
the Blood shed by the Lamb. The great cry of the dying Christ is 
a pressing invitation to the whole human race to hasten to the 
Saviour’s fountains from which all graces flow. 

This contact with Christ’s Blood is immediately secured by 
souls that answer His appeal. Others, and alas! they are many, 
voluntarily keep aloof. It is these that Christ will seek to reach 
through other souls whom He makes use of as channels of His 
mercies. They are the most fruitful of all the branches of the 
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mystic vine. Loaded with the sap flowing from Christ Himself, 
and completely one with Him, by their solidarity with the sinner 
they stand liable for his sins; so being one with him and one 
with Christ, in them and by them, grace is communicated. They 
ate victim-souls. 

How intimate must be their identification with the Crucified 
if they are to carry out their part of the contract fully! Full union 
with Him is implied, whilst He on His part imprints on their 
souls, hearts, and bodies the living image of His sorrowful 
Passion. 

All His sufferings are renewed in them: they will be contra- 
dicted, persecuted, humbled, scourged, and crucified; and what 
man fails to inflict, that God Himself will supply by mysterious 
pains, agonies, stigmata, which will make of them living crucifixes. 

How great must be the power of mediation of such souls! How 
efficacious their intercession, when they implore divine mercy, 
pardon and salvation for their brethren; when in them and through 
them, the Precious Blood of Christ, infinitely more powerful 
than that of Abel, cries to the Father! 

There is this, however, to notice with regard to some saints, 
notably Saint Francis of Assisi, that the Passion, as it were, abides 
in them, God’s ultimate plan apparently being to shape them into 
finished copies of the Crucified. It is God’s response to their 
adoring love of His Passion, and He makes them share both 
physically and morally in the torments of His Beloved Son. 

There is a further purpose with regard to expiatory victims: He 
seems to dispossess them in favour of other souls, for the Passion 
of Christ, after marking them with its sign, passes through them, 
in order to bring about in the sinner for whom they suffer the 
graces of the sacrifice of Calvary. 

They are thus co-redeemers in the full sense of the word; love 
for their neighbour urges them on, their mission is different from 
that of others. For whereas God is pleased to allow those other 
souls of whom we spoke to remain in contemplation of Him, 
giving glory to His infinite perfections by their love, it is other- 
wise with victim-souls: when they contemplate Him, He unveils 
the immensity of His love for souls and the grief with which the 
loss of sinners fills Him. The sight of this breaks their hearts, 
and their longing to console Christ is not satisfied with mere 
words of love; it stirs up their zeal. At whatever price, they will 
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win souls to Him, and He kindles this zeal still more. It is the love 
of the Sacred Heart Itself, communicated to them, with which 
they love sinners; love which gives them a superhuman endurance 
well described by Josefa’s own words: 


“For the last two or three weeks, I have felt an immense desire 
for suffering. There was a time when the thought of it frightened 
me. When Jesus told me that He had chosen me as His victim my 
whole being trembled; but it is different now. There are days 
when I endure such agony that if He did not uphold me, I should 
die, for no part of me is free from pain! . . . In spite of this, my 
soul longs to bear more grievous afflictions for Him, though not 
without repugnance in the lower part of my consciousness. 
When these pains attack me I shake with fear and instinctively 
draw back, but there is granted to my will a strength that accepts, 
that desires and wants to suffer yet more, so that if the choice 
between continued pain and heaven were offered me, I should 
infinitely prefer to remain in the throes of pain, if by so doing I 
might console His Heart, though God knows how I long to be 
for ever with Him. I know that this change has been wrought in 
me by Jesus” (30th June 1921). 


She was right indeed; the change had come not from herself, 
but from Jesus, or rather may we not say that it was His strength, 
His feelings, His desires and sufferings that He had passed on to 
her?! “As you are ready to suffer, let us suffer together” (19th 
December 1920), and He gave her His Cross: “‘Jesus came with 
His Cross, which He placed on my shoulders” (18th July 1920). 
“I come to bring you My Cross, thus unburdening Myself on 
you” (26th July 1921). “I want you to be My Cyrenean; you will 
help Me to bear My Cross” (23rd February 1922). “Let My Cross 
be your Cross” (30th March 1923). 

Innumerable are the times He placed it on her willing shoulders 
for hours on end, even for whole days and nights. He entrusted 
her with His Crown of Thorns, which He left in her keeping for 
long periods, so that like Him she knew not where to rest her 
aching head. “I will leave you My Crown . . . do not complain 
of the pain . . . for by it you share in My pain” (26th November 
1920). “My Crown . . . with it I will Myself encircle your head” 


1 “My Heart finds rest in communicating its feelings. I come to rest in your heart 
when a soul grieves Me, and it is My longing to do it good that passes into you and 
becomes yours”’ (23rd October 1922). 
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(17th June 1923). He made her feel the pain of His pierced Side. 
Our Lady said to her: “This pain is a spark from the Heart of My 
Son; when it is at its worst, know that it is a sign that some soul 
is wounding Him deeply” (zoth June 1921). 

He wished her to feel the pain of the nails in both hands and 
feet: “I am about to give you a new sign of My love. To-day you 
will share with Me the pain of the nails” (16th March 1923). 

She suffered a veritable crucifixion on Good Friday, 30th 
March 1923: “Place your hands under My Hands, and your feet 
beneath Mine, so as to be closely united to My anguish. I want 
your limbs to suffer with Mine.” 

Again He associated her intimately with the agony of His Heart 
and Soul: “Every Friday, and especially on the First Friday of the 
month, I will cause you to shate in the bitterness of My Heart’s 
agony, and you will experience the torments of My Passion in a 
very particular manner” (4th February 1921). 

On the 1st March 1922, He appeared to her, His Face all blood- 
stained. “Draw near,” He said, “come and rest in My Heart; and 
take part in Its grievous pain.” 

“He then drew me close to His Heart, and my soul was filled with 
such anguish and bitterness of sorrow that I cannot describe it.” 

Like Him, she suffered for others: “I want your whole being to 
suffer, that you may gain souls” (21st December 1920). “There is 
a soul that is grievously wounding Me . . . be not afraid if you 
feel yourself totally abandoned, for I shall make you share the 
anguish of My Heart” (13th September 1921). “Keep My Cross, 
until that soul recognizes the truth” (24th March 1923). “Take 
My Cross, My Nails and Crown. I go in search of souls” (17th 
June 1923). 

These few examples will suffice; they abound throughout the 
book. As an atoning victim, Josefa shared in all the torments of 
Jesus, and her whole person, so to speak, was saturated with 
unutterable anguish. United with Jesus on the Cross, she was 
tortured by His sufferings, consumed by His desires; His burning 
thirst for the salvation of souls urged her to attempt every kind 
of reparation and expiation within her power. 


(b) Diabolical Persecutions 


And God allowed trials of every kind to rain down upon her. 
If illness was not one of them (yet who knows, for she never 
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complained), nor persecution from men (for unlike a Margaret 
Mary, both her religious and family life appear to have been 
exempt from these), yet on the other hand, more than many 
another, she was given over to the fury of Satan. And this is not 
surprising. 

There are few saints in whose lives his rage is not apparent. 
Christ in the glory of Heaven is beyond the reach of Satan, who 
as His personal enemy spares no pains to thwart the spread of 
God’s kingdom on earth. The more he knows a soul to be 
beloved of Christ, the fiercer are his attacks; this, no doubt, in the 
hope of increasing the number of his unfortunate dupes, but above 
all, in the perverse hope of snatching from Christ the souls He 
loves and for whom He has paid so high a price in the shedding 
of His Precious Blood. Satan,’ therefore, chooses saints and 
consecrated souls whom he longs to besmirch, seduce, and dis- 
honour, and flings himself on them. Above all, he abhors victim- 
souls, so Josefa was particularly hateful to him. 

She had joyfully made the sacrifice of the three things she held 
dearest in the world: her mother, her sister, and her country; 
she had offered herself for the salvation of sinners, and was, in the 
event, to snatch a great number from hell-fire. Satan therefore 
made wanton sport of her. He is permitted by God to have a 
greater power over victim-souls. Surely this follows from their 
vocation,! for as they take on themselves the sins of others, they 
also assume the consequences which they know will follow. 
When a man consents to sin, whether he is conscious of it or not, 
he gives the devil great power over him, the power of seduction 
and possession. This is not very noticeable, as a rule, for the evil 
one excels in dissimulation and avoids disturbing those he 
believes he has in his net. He strengthens what is evil in his prey, 
multiplies occasions of sin and benumbs the soul, till it sinks into 
a state of torpor which is absolutely fatal. 

When, however, the devil is met by the resolute resistance of 
the victim-soul who has taken the place of the sinner, unable to 
make her sin he takes fearful vengeance, using the very powers he 
has gained over the evildoer in order to torment his substitute. 

And this is permitted by God to manifest to all the reality of 


* See especially the diabolical persecutions endured by Saint Margaret of Cortona 
Saint Veronica Giuliani, the Curé d’Ars, and Sister Marie de Jésus-Crucifié, whose 
life has been written by V. R. F. Buzy, Superior General of the Fathers of Bétharram 
and many others. j 
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both the devil and hell which so many try to forget and to bury 
in silence and oblivion. 

The devil is a reality, and in his dealings with God’s saints he 
shows himself in the undisguised perversity of his vicious and 
corrupt nature. What must his cruelty be to those souls that are 
damned and are his for ever, if he is so pitiless with those over 
whom, after all, he has but limited sway? Who would dare 
affirm that such a lesson is without its use, especially in our days? 

God also confounds the pride of the spirit of darkness, who in 
spite of all his power and rage makes no headway, but meets with 
constant defeat, which greatly enhances God’s glory. 

So it was with Sister Josefa. 

The devil tried by every possible means to delude and beguile 
her, disguising himself as an “angel of light”, even going so far 
as to assume the very features of Jesus Christ Himself. Most often 
however, he tried to turn her from her chosen path by inflicting 
on her grievous bodily harm. 

When Satan, in all his strength, and a frail human being meet 
in mortal combat, God interposes His power in the conflict and 
invests the soul with superhuman endurance. He bestows on it 
unconquerable energy and makes it overcome all temptations 
and every suffering. The devil’s power broke on the frailty of 
Josefa’s resistance, who (though “nothing and misery”, as Our 
Lord called her) with divine help triumphed over the “strong man 
armed”. But God alone knew what it cost her. 

Even as a postulant, showers of blows, administered by an 
invisible fist, fell upon her day and night, especially when she 
was in prayer and reiterating her determination always to be faith- 
ful. At other times she was violently snatched away from the 
chapel, or prevented from entering it. Again and again the devil 
appeared to her in the guise of a terrifying dog, snake, or worse 
still, in human form. 

Soon the forcible abductions became more frequent, in spite of 
the supervision exercised by Superiors. Under their very eyes she 
suddenly disappeared, and after long search would be found 
thrown into some loft, or beneath heavy furniture, or in some 
unfrequented spot. In their presence she was burnt, and without 
seeing the devil, they saw her clothes consumed and on her body 
unmistakable traces of fire, which caused wounds that took long 
to heal. The evil one suggested despairing thoughts, blasphemies, 
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and odious temptations that continued for days and nights, 
during which God hid Himself, and Josefa, bewildered, felt as if 
abandoned and at the mercy of the most ignoble and infamous of 
tormentotrs. 

Lastly, there occured a phenomenon! very rare in the lives of 
the Saints: God permitted the devil to take her down to hell. There 
she spent long hours, sometimes a whole night, in unspeakable 
agony. Though she was dragged down into the bottomless pit 
more than a hundred times, each sojourn seemed to her to be the 
first, and appeared to last countless ages. She endured all the 
tortures of hell, with the one exception of hatred of God. Not the 
least of these torments was to hear the sterile confessions of the 
damned, their cries of hatred, of pain and of despair. 

Nevertheless, when at long last she came back to life, shattered 
and spent, her body agonized with pain, she looked on no 
suffering, however severe, as too much to bear, if by it she could 
save a soul from that dreaded abode of torment. As gradually she 
began to breathe more freely, her heart bounded with joy at the 
thought that still she could love her Lord. 

It was this great love that sustained her, but at times the trial 
weighed heavily on her. Like Jesus in the Garden of Olives, she 
spent long hours in anguish and dejection. She realized the vast 
number of the lost, and was often perplexed as to the use of her 
descents into hell and all the tortures that she had endured. But 
quickly she regained her hold on herself, and her amazing 
courage did not falter. Then, too, Our Lady helped her: “While 
you suffer, the devil has less power over that soul’’ (22nd July 
1921). “You suffer to relieve Him; is this not enough to give you 
courage?” (rath July 1921). 

Then Our Lord showed her the treasures of reparation and 
expiation she had gained by her repeated ordeals (6th October 
1922 and 5th November 1922), and allowed her to witness in hell 
the devil’s burst; of fury, when there escaped him souls of whom 
he thought he had a firm hold, but for whom she was offering 
expiation. The thought that she could console and rest Our Lord 
and gain souls for Him kept up her heroic spirit and excited her zeal. 


1 A number of both men and women saints have had visions of hell; few have 
actually gone down into its depths, and fewer still have done so frequently, as did 
Sister Josefa in order to atone for sinners. Saint Veronica Giuliani, born 1660 and 
died 1727, thus a contemporary of Saint Margaret Mary, seems, like Sister Josefa 
to have been a victim of expiation, and had this same experience. : 
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Although she instinctively shrank from contact with the devil, 
for his power and vindictiveness were well known to her by 
personal experience, yet never did she allow this fear to make her 
neglect_a duty. At one time he carried her off almost daily as she 
went to her employment; she knew this would happen and the 
thought of it made her tremble with apprehension, but undaunted 
she went forward, and on the morrow was still as determined as 
ever that she would not yield to terror. 

In all her heroic fidelity, perhaps the most admirable feature 
was her conviction that, owing to her fear and occasional 
tepugnances, she was (and this she sincerely believed) ungrateful 
and unfaithful, and had done absolutely nothing for God. 

After nights of unspeakable torment, crushed, yet ever gallant, 
she rose at the hour of Rule and resumed her ordinary labours, 
asking no exceptions from common life. She burnt, indeed, with 
the very fire of the Heart of Jesus, for after all the agonies of hell 
and her share in Christ’s sufferings, she was neither discouraged 
nor cast down, but her readiness to suffer only increased. 

Like Saint Margaret Mary, she offered herself in sacrifice for 
religious souls, for priests, for sinners of every description. 
Docile and abandoned to the divine Will, she asked but one thing, 
to be able to console Him. She was ready to suffer a thousand 
martyrdoms to help those who for the most part were utterly 
unknown to her, but whom she loved in and through Him. 

As we pointed out in the beginning, she had to be a victim in 
order that the Message might be delivered and be listened to by 
mankind for whom she endured so much. 

She who knew the Heart of Jesus and His love for souls, was 
better qualified than any other to transmit this Message to the 
world. 


THE MESSAGE 


It is one of love and mercy. Nowhere is it fully stated, but it is 
found in fragmentary form all through the book. Its chief points 
were often reiterated, and with little verbal change. 

Here is a short summary of them: 

(2) In the first place, the Sacred Heart and the overwhelming 
charity of Jesus Christ for mankind are brought out in a striking 
way. It might almost be called a new revelation of the Sacred 

Cc 
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Heart, confirming and in certain matters completing and 
perfecting that previously given to Saint Margaret Mary. 

Mote than two centuries and a half have elapsed since 1675, and 
new currents of devotion have arisen in the Church. At present, 
the mystical Christ is passionately (and very rightly) cherished by 
those souls who in their inmost being are conscious of Its reality 
and Its implications. 

The devotion to the Sacred Heart would appear to have grown 
less, if anything, and to be less well understood;! to some the 
devotion appeats a mutilation of the worship of the whole 
Christ, or perhaps feminine with too much sentiment or even 
sentimentality in it. 

Our Lord reacts strongly against this false impression. He 
reaffirms that there is no mistake, that it is indeed His Heart of 
flesh, pierced by the lance that He offers mankind; His Heart so 
full of love and so little loved in return, and of which the gaping 
Wound cries out how immense is His tender affection for men. 

Like all true love, His is consumed in desire for a return in 
kind, all the more, that only so can man attain happiness here 
below, and everlasting beatitude hereafter. Let those who reject 
His love realize the horror of hell to which they will be condemn- 
ing themselves. . . . This was the appeal that, through Josefa, 
Jesus Christ sent out to the whole world. 

(6) That men may be attracted (and herein lie the novelty and 
force of the Message) . . . the Sacred Heart manifests through 
her His infinite mercy. He loves them every one, just as they are, 
even the most despicable, even the greatest sinners, one can almost 
say, especially the most miserable and sinful. He does not ask for 
their good qualities or virtues, but only for their wretchedness 
and sins. Far from being an obstacle, their very faults are thus an 
encouragement to draw near Him. 

Such is the gift God asks of His beloved sinners, on the one 


‘In his recent encyclical on the Mystical Body of Christ (June 1943) Pope Pius XII 
tells us that devotion to the Sacred Heart has prepated souls to understand the 
doctrine of the Mystical Christ. The idea of reparation for others which Our Lord 
made an essential element in devotion to the Sacred Heart, implies the solidarity of 
all Christians—one with another—in the unity of the Mystical Body. But devotion 
to the Mystical Christ, the “whole” Christ, with its horizons attractive through 
their very vastness, inclines the superficially minded to find too limited a devotion, 
centred in the Heart of Christ. This mistake is due to a lack of understanding that 
devotion to the Sacred Heart is directed to Christ loving, wounded with love, and 
that by it all the members of the Mystical Body are united in this love with Him and 
with each other. 
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condition of a true repentance, and a readiness to turn away from 
their evil ways out of love for Him. 

His Heart is there waiting for His erring sons with all the im- 
patience of true love. He assures them beforehand of a free 
pardon. “It is not sin that most grievously wounds My Heart,” 
He said, “but what rends and lacerates It is that after sin men do 
not take refuge in It once more” (29th August 1922). 

What He wants and ardently desires is their trust in His 
infinite goodness and mercy. 

(c) To consecrated and therefore specially loved souls, Jesus offers a 
share of His redemptive life. He would like them to act as inter- 
mediaries for the saving of souls, and that is why He asks of all 
the spirit of sacrifice in love. As a tule, no great sufferings are to be 
borne, but He inculcates the importance of ordinary actions howevet 
insignificant, if done in union with Him, in a spirit of sacrifice 
and love (30th November 1922 and znd December, 1922). He 
lays stress on the value of the tiniest offerings, which not only 
can lead them far on in sanctity, but will effect the salvation of 
many souls (zoth October 1922). On the other hand, He reminds 
them of the danger of slackening in their efforts in little ways, which 
as a sloping gradient may lead to greater infidelity and finally 
expose them to hell-fire, where their sufferings will greatly exceed 
those of less-favoured souls (3rd August 1921; 12th December 
1922; 14th, 15th, zoth, 24th March 1923; 4th September 1922). 

Let consecrated souls therefore re-animate their trust in the 
Heart of Jesus. “I easily condone their weakness; what I want 
them to know is that if after their faults and falls they humbly 
cast themselves into My Heart, I love them always, and pardon 
them all.’”’ He adds: “Do you not know that the more wretched a 
soul is, the more I love her?” “The fact that I have chosen a soul 
does not mean that her faults and miseries are wiped out. But if 
in all humility that soul acknowledges her failings and atones by 
little acts of generosity and love, above all, if she trusts Me, if she 
throws herself into My Heart, she gives Me more glory and does 
more good to souls than if she had not fallen. What does her 
wretchedness matter to Me, if she gives Me the love that I want?” 
(zoth October 1922). 

So what the Heart of Jesus demands of His own is humility, 
trust, and love. 

(d) Finally, He repeatedly offers to all the thought of His Passion, 
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for it is the sign of His immense love for mankind and the sole 
hope of salvation. 

His sad and suffering Heart is again and again presented to us; 
He exhorts and entreats us in virtue of His immeasurable pains to 
return to Him. How great must have been the love that could bear 
such agony for us, and at the same time how terrible is the mis- 
fortune of those who through their own fault let such a Redemp- 
tion pass them by! Man has put his sin between himself and God, 
a chasm impossible to bridge—yet our Jesus comes with His 
suffering Passion, and oversteps our sinfulness, even veils our 
ctimes with His Blood. The road to salvation is once more opened, 
but it must and can only be through the Passion. This is the only 
way to establish contact with God again. The choice lies between 
the Passion and Hell! . 

So the work of consecrated souls is to enter into the Passion of 
Christ and, by personal sacrifices, to pass on its fruits to other 
souls for whom they pray and immolate themselves. 


THE OPPORTUNENESS OF THE MESSAGE 


How striking is its actuality to-day! 

Everywhere sin is increasing to anappalling degree. The pride 
of man leads him to discard his God and attempt to make a para- 
dise of earth. He has so far succeeded only in making it a vestibule 
of hell, where impiety, immorality, and the worst passions have 
free scope; wars rage that are more terrible than any yet heard of, 
the majority of mankind suffers poverty and slavery, and all 
without the comfort which faith alone can impart. 

The Heart of God inclines in pity towards His forlorn children, 
and He points out to them the way of happiness, peace, and 
salvation. 

This Message is not only transmitted by Josefa, but reproduced 
in her life through Christ’s operations in her soul, for facts ate 
more calculated to move than are mere words. 

If anyone wants to realize the love of the Heart of Jesus for 
souls, let him read the pages in which Josefa notes down how she 
listens to the Heart-beats of her Master. “Every heart-beat is an 
appeal to a soul,” He told her (25th September 1920). 

Surely we cannot doubt the reality of His love, when the flames 
issuing from His Heart are seen to kindle Josefa’s with a love so 
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valiant and intrepid that she braves the sufferings of hell-fire to 
save the souls He loves. Nor can we doubt the immensity of His 
love, when for the same purpose she accepts unutterable tortures, 
and she who knew tells us that her love, “her poor love”, is as 
nothing-beside that of her Master, just as the torments she under- 
goes are but a shadow of those of the Passion (28th October 
1920; 26th December 1920; 3rd—4th August 1921; 29th July 1921; 
3rd, 12th, 25th September 1922). “Help Me,” He would say, “help 
-possible-for-us-to-doubt-the-goodiess of His lovel (z5th-August 
1920; 26th December-1920;-3rd=4th August-1921;-29th July-r923; 
3td, 12th, 25th September 1922). “Help Me,” He would-say,“‘thelp 
Me to make My love for men known, for I come to tell them that 
in vain will they seek happiness apart from Me, for they will not 
find it. Suffer, Josefa, and love, for we two must win these souls” 
(13th June 1923). 

’ We get an inkling of the intense love of the Sacred Heart from 
that of Josefa for these same souls; it was so real and true that it 
could have been inspired only by Him. 

Infinite Mercy, too, is manifested by Josefa’s life. “I will love 
you,” He told her on 8th June 1923, Feast of the Sacred Heart, 
“and by the love I have for you souls will realize how much I love 
them.” “Since I forgive you so often, they will recognize My 
mercy.” He even said to her one day: “I love souls even to folly”’ 
(27th September 1922). 

Such a statement surprises us, yet in Scripture do we not read 
(and Scripture is infallible): “Can a woman forget her infant, so as 
not to have pity on the son of her womb? and if she should forget, 
yet will not I. Behold, I have graven thee in my hands” (Isa. 
xlix, 15, 16). “He will put away our iniquities and he will cast 
all our sins into the bottom of the sea” (Mich. vii, 19). “Thou 
hast delivered my soul that it should not perish, thou hast cast 
all my sins behind thy back” (Isa. xxxviii, 17). “He loved me and 
delivered himself for me” (Gal. ii, 20). 

We may well call these statements divine folly! 

As to the reality of hell, again we see the Message lived by 
Josefa. The sufferings of the Passion which continue uninter- 
ruptedly in her, all the demoniacal persecutions and descents into 
hell have only one end: to snatch souls from petdition and bring 
them back to salvation from which they have strayed. We see 
here exemplified the dogma of the Redemption and of the 
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Communion of Saints. How, then, would it be possible to deny 
on the one hand the existence of the devil, of hell and of purgatory, 
and on the other the adequate power of Redemption which suffer- 
ing has when borne for others? These great supernatural realities 
we read in the moving pages in which Josefa has them graven in 
her very flesh and soul. 

The Message itself cannot be called a new revelation, but it 
unveils in a most striking manner what faith has already taught 
us. Our Lord Himself told this to Josefa: “I repeat to you again 
that what I have said is not new, but souls need a new impetus 
to make them advance, just as a flame needs fuel, if it is not to 
burn itself out.” 

How great is the force of the appeal which the humble little 
Sister transmits to us from her Lord! 


THE AUTHENTICITY OF THE MESSAGE 


We have been enabled to realize how the Message consists not 
only in the words entrusted to Josefa, but in her whole life. By 
her very existence, this soul, so beloved of Jesus, speaks to all 
who will listen, and her life stands as evidence of the divine action 
upon her. 

She alone heard the words of Our Lord, and so is the sole 
witness; but her life testifies to the truth of the Message, and, 
moreover, she was closely followed up by qualified observers, 
who testify to the undeniable virtue of the obscure little messenger 
of infinite love, and to the reality of her supernatural states, of 
which tangible proofs were not wanting. All who had to do with 
her attested her very real virtue; not that she shone in a striking 
manner, for she was ever mote imitable than admirable, but all 
felt the unconscious influence she exercised around her. No self- 
seeking, but rather™ self-denial in everything, unquestioning 
obedience, gentleness, and patience: all the result of true humility. 

“You are the echo of My Voice,” said Our Lord to her (10th 
December 1922), and, in fact, everything in her was an echo of the 
divine. Her unaffected virtue led one to a conviction that God was 
acting on this soul, and this by itself could have provided clear 
evidence that her supernatural communications came from God. 
Nevertheless, Superiors and her Director remained for a certain 
length of time deliberately hesitant and uncertain, and they 
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deserve our thanks for their reserve and wary misgivings, which 
insisted on proofs. 

With her innate candour and honesty, she could never have 
practised wilful deception. Perhaps one is justified in asking 
whether she was led astray by her heart or imagination—a not 
infrequent trait in persons of sincere holiness. But (and this is a 
good sign) Josefa lived in perpetual fear that such might be the 
case, and was quite prepared, had Superiors deemed her to be in 
illusion, to consider all that had taken place as delusion. Such 
action was characteristic of her. 

When she went to Rome to carry a message from Our Lord 
about the Society of the Sacred Heart to the Mother General, 
she was suddenly seized with a blinding fear (at the devil’s 
instigation) that all was a dream and that she had no message 
from heaven to deliver. Without hesitation or reflection on the 
harm it might do her cause in the eyes of her Superiors, she con- 
fessed her anguish of mind, and the certitude she now felt that 
all was a chimera of her imagination, and she humbly begged 
that no credence should be given to anything she might say. 
That she should have had this anxious concern at such a moment 
is another proof of the truth of her mission. 

She could not have acted so had she not been profoundly 
humble and self-forgetful; her writings bear the same impress of 
sincerity. 

It was by the express command of Our Lord and of Our Lady 
that she kept her Superiors informed of all that passed: “You 
must write,” said Our Blessed Lord to her. This, no doubt, was 
meant to secure that none of His Words should be lost (6th 
August 1922), but also His divine purpose may have been that all 
Josefa’s actions should be controlled and witnessed from start to 
finish. In all she wrote there never occurs a useless word, nor 
anything false or equivocal; nothing that could be regarded as 
self-praise or that betrays a shadow of vanity. All is true, reason- 
able, moving, and holy. 

The same control was exercised over her supernatural states. 
When she was carried off into hell, or when she returned to 
consciousness after an ecstasy, her Superiors were present; they 
watched with solicitous and maternal eyes her gradual return to 
life’s interests, noting carefully words that escaped her in those 
impressive moments. 
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When she had communications with souls in purgatory who 
came to ask her prayers, the name, exact date, and place of their 
death, if given, were always found on investigation to be correct. 

No possible doubt exists concerning the forcible abductions of 
Josefa by the devil; they took place under the very eyes of her 
Superiors, who were powerless to prevent them. Likewise the 
effects of fire which burned her were seen on her garments and 
flesh; fragments of scorched linen are still preserved. 

The most convincing feature of these diabolic visitations 
(visions of Satan, descents into hell), which to most people would 
have been terrifying, was that they seemed neither to have 
troubled her imagination, nor to have disturbed the calm equili- 
brium of her eminently sane temperament. So also the divinely 
supernatural, with those simple and homely proofs of affection 
she received from Our Lord and His Mother,! must surely have 
moved her feelings to an extraordinary degree, yet they left her 
peaceful, silent, and apparently without even the natural desire 
to talk over her wonderful experience with anyone. The Mothers 
noticed how very discreet she was, never speaking of the favours 
she received, except to the two witnesses already mentioned. 
Finally, all the sufferings (nights spent in hell, or in bearing the 
Cross, or in wearing the Crown of Thorns) which might have 
made her beg for relief, only gave her a greater desire to suffer 
for love of Our Lord and of souls. 

So her writings and hér life confirm each other as evidence that 
all that took place in her was divine in origin. Even the most 
extraordinary happenings have an aim and significance. There are 
no useless details, no record of revelations that do not bring out 
in clearer light and force some dogmatic truth, giving us deeper 
insight into the Heart of Our Lord, His love, the value of souls, 
the happiness of heaven, the irreparable loss of the damned. 

Everything in Josefa’s life is grace-giving and profoundly 
moving. The writings of this unassuming Sister, regarded as 
ignorant in the world’s eyes, will, no doubt, be scrutinized and 
pondered over by theologians and masters of the spiritual life, 
and as in the case of Saint Thérése of the Child of Jesus, numerous 
books will be written to develop the profound doctrine contained 
in these writings, and to make known the mysteries of love. But 


? Delightful apparitions of the Holy Child at Christmas . . . of Our Lady, “‘in 
all her beauty and so motherly”’, as Josefa always describes het. 
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better still, the mere reading will bring numberless graces and lead 
many to conversion and holiness. The world may be astonished 
at the great things that come from a life so simple; but it is pre- 
cisely in her nothingness that the overwhelming proof of toe 
authenticity of her Message lies. 

In very truth it was countersigned by a Hand that was nothing 
less than divine. 

Digitus Dei est hic 


(Signed) H. Monier Vinard S.J. 
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CHAPTER I 


7, LHE "HEAVENLY CHOICE 


A Soul’s Awakening 
1899 — 1907 


“I want you to be all Mine” 
(Our Lord to Josefa, 17th Match 1901) 


SPAIN gave Our Lord the soul He was to consecrate to His Love, 
though it was in France that He revealed Himself to her. 

Josefa Menéndex, a native of Madrid, was born on the 4th of 
February 1890, and was baptized in the church of San Lorenzo on 
the 9th of the same month, being given the names of Josefa 
Maria. 

Her father, Leonardo Menéndez, also a native of the same 
capital, had had a sad youth, for his father died when he was very 
young, and his mother marrying again, the unwanted boy was 
sent to school. When only seventeen years of age he lost the 
mother, whom he dearly loved, and to drown this sorrow and his 
loneliness, he enlisted in the army. His superior officer was not 
long in appreciating his marked artistic talents, and he was 
appointed decorator of the Artillery Museum, where he did so 
well that ever after he was in constant demand whenever military 
decorations had to be designed, either in the local cathedral of 
St. Isidore or at the Royal Palace. 

In 1888 he married Lucia del Moral, a devout and conscientious 
girl who made him an excellent wife and devoted herself to the 
upbringing of their little family of four girls and two boys, though 
both the latter died as infants, leaving as the eldest of the family 
Josefa, who took her responsibilities very seriously. 

The father, being energetic and intelligent, was able to provide 
them with a comfortable home, and the atmosphere of Josefa’s 
childhood was joyous and carefree, and her childish piety 
developed early. She was only five when she was confirmed and 
the Holy Spirit took possession of a singularly docile and inno- 
cent mind which later on was to be so choice an instrument in 


God’s Hands. 
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The little girl’s confessor, R. F. Rubio, was a great enthusiast 
for devotion to the Sacred Heart, and he later entered the Society 
of Jesus. He cultivated her aptitude for prayer, for he was struck 
by the spirituality of his little penitent. He remained her confessor 
until her entrance into our Society. At seven she made her first 
confession; in later years she used ingenuously to recall the date, 
a First Friday in October 1897, exclaiming regretfully: “If only I 
could now feel such contrition for my sins as I had on that day.” 

Father Rubio gave her spiritual training suited to her age; he 
taught her how to meditate and use ejaculatory prayer, and 
Josefa gradually acquired the habit of constant awareness of the 
divine Presence. When she was able to read, she delighted in E/ 
Cuarto de Hora de Santa Teresa, a simple little meditation book 
‘which her confessor gave her, and she learned how, after reading 
a passage slowly, to reflect on it and end with a resolution. She 
was extraordinarily faithful to the habits thus early acquired. 

“T delighted in my little book” she said later, “especially when 
it spoke to me of the Child Jesus or of the Passion. I found plenty 
to say to Our Lord and already I planned to devote my life to 
Him who possessed all my love.” 

Josefa was by nature both serious and vivacious. She freely 
asserted her authority over her three little sisters, and often the 
harassed mother would proudly trust her eldest to replace her. 
She was no less her father’s pet; he dubbed her his “‘little empress” 
and could refuse her nothing . . . a fact well known and ex- 
ploited by the younger ones, who always had recourse to her 
intercession when some favour was hoped for. Every Sunday the 
whole family went to High Mass, and the father never failed to 
give each child a few coppers, to teach them generosity in alms- 
giving; they were known and loved by all the poor of the neigh- 
bourhood. If the weather was fine, the Sunday afternoons were 
spent in country walks; if cloudy and wet, they all stayed at home, 
and father and children enjoyed themselves together till it was 
time to say the rosary in common. 

Leonardo taught his eldest little daughter himself, and so 
elated was he with her progress that he fondly hoped to have her 
trained for the teaching profession. This, however, was not to 
be, as we shall see; Our Lord had His own and very special 
designs for her future. 

When she was eleven years old the all-important preparation 
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for First Communion began. The very idea of it was an enthralling 
delight to the thoughtful and spiritual-minded child, who began 
to attend the instructions given at the Reparatrice Convent. The 
great day was preceded by a short retreat, and we still possess the 
“notes” of what she afterwards called the first appeal made to 
her by the Lover of her soul. 


“In my first meditation I reflected on the words ‘Jesus wants 
to give Himself to me, that I may be wholly His’. What joy! I 
thought, He is the one object of my desires. Yet how is it to be 
done? I consulted one of the nuns, and she explained to me that 
I must be very, very good, and that thus I should always belong 
entirely to Our Lord. 

“The subject of meditation on the second day was ‘Jesus, 
Spouse of Virgins, takes delight in the pure and innocent’. This 
was a great light to me, the solution of yesterday’s puzzle; of 
coutse I must become His little Spouse, then indeed I should 
belong entirely to Him, just as Mummy belonged to Daddy. So 
there and then I promised Our Lord ever to remain a virgin (I did 
not understand what it meant) that I might always be entirely 
His. All day long I renewed this promise, and in the evening 
during Benediction I made a consecration of myself to the Child 
Jesus, asking with great fervour that I might be wholly and en- 
tirely His. That I was soon to receive Him in my heart by Holy 
Communion filled me with a strange joy, and while I was silently 
revelling in the happy thought, I heard a voice, that I can never 
forget, saying to me: ‘Yes, little one, I want you to be all Mine.’ 
What happened then it is impossible for me to put into words, but 
when I left the chapel my mind was quite made up: I would be 
very, very good. 

“Of vocation I had never heard, and I thought nuns were 
unearthly beings quite apart, but from that time onward something 
seemed to set me, too, apart, and this feeling remained. It was 
only long afterwards that I knew it had been a vocation to 
religious life. 

“On the third day of the retreat I renewed my resolution, and 
on St. Joseph’s day, the happy day of my First Communion, I 
made this offering, and it came from my very inmost being: 


‘On this day, 19th March 1901, before all heaven and earth, 
taking as my witness my heavenly Mother Mary, and St. Joseph, 
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my advocate and Father, I promise Jesus that I will ever safe- 
guard in me the precious virtue of virginity, my only desire being 
to please Him, and my only fear that of offending Him by sin. 
Show me, O my God, how to belong wholly to Thee in the most 
perfect manner possible, that I may ever love Thee more and more 
and never displease Thee in anything. This is the desire of my 
heart, on this my First Communion day. Holy Mary, I beg you 
on this the Feast of your Holy Spouse, St. Joseph, to obtain my 
petition. 
“ “Your loving Child, 
**“JosEFA MENENDEZ.’ 


“I duly wrote and signed it, and at every subsequent com- 
munion I renewed this offering. When afterwards I told Father 
Rubio what I had done he explained to me that little girls should 
not make promises beyond that of being very good, and he wanted 
me to tear up the paper. I could not, and I continued to repeat: 
‘Lord, I am Thine for ever.’ ”’ 


This witness of her first oblation was kept by Josefa till her 
dying day, and the little faded paper, covered with her large 
childish script, still bears witness to her faithful love. 

This first meeting with her Eucharistic Lord initiated Josefa 
into the divine intimacy which was afterwards to become so 
powerful and so free. Holy Communion was her greatest 
happiness and all noticed how solid virtue began to develop in 
her. 

“After Josefa’s First Communion,” wrote her sister, “‘one may 
say that she ceased to be a child. I don’t remember seeing her take 
any patt in the amusements she prepared for us with so much 
zest. Her charity was very great, too, outside the home. If a child 
she knew fell ill, she never failed to visit her. Her piety and spirit 
of sacrifice, the result of the good example given us by our 
parents, joined to her natural qualities, made her the soul of the 
little family. ‘Pepa’ as we called her, was a sort of second mother 
to us, and we never hesitated to confide to her our hopes, our 
troubles and our childish fears. One day when I was quite small, 
I was sent to buy something. I did so, but forgot to pay. Great 
was my apprehension when I became aware of my omission. I 
dared neither go back, nor bring the money home. I wrapped it 
in paper and left it beside a doorway in the street. Then I ran to 
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Pepa and told her in secret what had happened. Very sweetly 
she comforted me, kissed me, soothed me, and herself went and 
paid for me. We always ran to her in our troubles, for she managed 
to arrange things so that we were not scolded. 

“Tharrks to her influence over our parents, Josefa obtained for 
this same little sister the grace to make her First Communion 
two years before the time that was then usual. 

“Thus Pepa’s childhood passed in great simplicity, as was 
customary in Christian families of our station in life, but already 
what our eldest sister was to become was foreshadowed.” 

At about this time her parents apprenticed her to a school of 
Arts and Crafts (Fomente del Arte),1 where her intelligence and 
teadiness in learning soon attracted attention. Her clever fingers 
turned out marvels of needlecraft, and she was very successful, 
secuting the diplomas year after year. 

When she was thirteen Josefa returned home, for the time had 
come to see to the education of her little sisters, but an accident 
had occurred at that time to their father, which determined their 
admission into the Free School of the Sacred Heart.? 

It was the year that Catholic Spain was to choose Our Lady 
under the title of the Immaculate Conception as Patron of her 
Infantry Regiments. An open-air Mass was to be celebrated on that 
occasion in the Park of the Royal Palace. Leonardo, watched by 
the young King Alphonsus XIII, was working at the decoration 
of the altar. Suddenly he dropped a tool which might have 
wounded the Prince in its fall, and the abrupt movement he made 
to avoid this caused him to lose his balance. He fell from the 
scaffolding and broke his arm. The King, touched by this act 
which had preserved him, wished to take charge of the education 
of the children. He offered to place them with the “Dames 
Anglaises”, which was a Royal Institution. But though Leonardo 
was deeply touched, he would not part with his family and pte- 
ferred to send them as day-scholars to the Sacred Heart Free 
School, which was not far from his home. The two little girls 
were delighted, whilst Josefa was to benefit by the familiar 
intimacy with the Blessed Sacrament accorded by the Leganitos 
Chapel. The Blessed Sacrament henceforth became a daily 


1 Institute for the development of the arts. ’ ; 

2 The Boarding School and Free School of the Sacré Coeur were both situated in 
the street called Leganitos. It was destroyed by the Reds during the civil war of 
1936. 
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attraction, Our Lord already directing this simple child so dear to 
His Heart to the Tabernacle where He for ever dwells. 

Family life continued happy and peaceful. The “little empress” 
kept her place as the most devoted of daughters and the best of 
sisters. Everything in the family was simple and joyous, but faith 
above all reigned supreme. 

The great treat of those days was a visit to the Carmel of 
Loeches, where the children had an aunt. They were received like 
little princesses and had the run of the Chaplain’s quarters, where 
they discovered a copy of the Carmelite Rule, which they eagerly 
read. On their return home the great game was to play at being 
Carmelites. Office was chanted, penances performed, in all of 
which Josefa was the leading spirit, but it was for her a good deal 
more than a mere game. 

Her parents were proud of her eee for dressmaking and 
held to her completing her training in a millinery establishment. 
The conversation of the workgirls was not always edifying, but 
in her daily Communion Josefa drew strength to retain her purity 
of heart; she wrote in her reminiscences of that time: 


“T went through many perils, but God always protected me 
amid the dangers of evil talk, so common in our workroom. 
{t often made my tears flow to hear things that troubled me, but 
I never doubted that God meant me to be His own, and this was 
my comfort and my strength. Nothing and nobody could have 
altered my resolve or made me doubt its truth.” 

“On Sunday,” her sister tells us, “‘she often went to a Patron- 
age, of which the president was the daughter of the owner of our 
house. This lady was wholly given to good works and very 
charitable. On Sunday, therefore, we spent the afternoon in use- 
ful and merry surroundings, and many children found there a 
shelter which preserved them from sin. Josefa was the life of the 
little party, and brought all her self-forgetfulness and intelligence 
into play, and our benefactress, who appreciated her virtue, used 
to assign her those parts in our little plays that no one else og 
and these she acted with ready grace and simplicity. 

She often accompanied the Senora X in the visits she paid to 
the poor. Pepa saw how she not only distributed alms, but was 
glad to render the most humble services to her clients. This 
greatly attracted her own generous nature. One day Maria 
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secretly confided to Josefa that she had discovered a poor leprous 
old woman and that she was trying to find among her friends one 
who would join her in seeing that the poor patient wanted for 
nothing and was loved. Her name was Trinidad and she suffered 
very nmuch. Her left side was paralysed and her face and hands 
tavaged by the disease; she lived alone and was able to do nothing 
for herself. Pepa was delighted at this appeal to her generosity, 
and it was its hidden heroism that she most appreciated. For many 
weeks she went to feed Trinidad. Once she took her sister with her, 
thinking she could count on her discretion, but . . . 


“The impression made on me by the poor leper was such that 
on my return home it was noticed, and I was questioned. I had to 
tell. Our mother forbade Pepa ever to go back to the poor 
invalid; a prohibition which cost her very much.” 


So her time passed between family life, her work, and the 
exercise of charity. But Divine Love’s austere law was soon to be 
fulfilled in the sufferings which would try and strengthen her 
young soul. 


“Never doubt the love of My Heart,” the divine Friend was 
to say to her later. ““What matter if the wind of adversity blow, I 
have planted the root of your littleness in the soil of My Heart.” 


Waiting 
1907 — 1920 


“Let yourself be led blindfold, for I am your father, and my eyes are 
open to lead and guide you.” 
(Our Lord to Josefa, 18th September 1923) 


SUFFERING so characteristic of the whole of Josefa’s life now first 
made its appearance in the home where hitherto it had been 
unknown. It was accepted peacefully as the friends of God are 
wont to accept it. Josefa learned to suffer as she had learned to 
love, and her heart opened wide to sorrow and sacrifice. It was 
going to do its work in making her will more flexible, teaching 
her to overcome her nature, while contact with the cross 
strengthened her love, maturing it without destroying its 
intensity. 
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In 1907 death came to the happy little home. Carmen, one of the 
little sisters, was carried off by sudden illness, and the children’s 
grandmother followed soon after. The loss of Carmencita was 
like a death knell to her parents. They fought against it, but it was 
more than they could bear. Both father and mother were laid low, 
the one by typhoid fever, the other by congestion of the lungs. 
Josefa’s true worth was at once revealed; she gave up her work 
and divided her attention between the two invalids, the care of 
her sisters, and the manifold home duties that pressed on her 
young shoulders. Medical advice was costly, and soon ran away 
with all their savings. Poverty was now added to sickness, yet 
not for a moment did Josefa’s courage flinch, and for a period of 
wellnigh seven weeks she bore unaided the full responsibility 
of anxiety and privation. 


“We three children all slept together on a mattress on the 
floor,” she said. “Our kind doctor wanted father and mother to 
be taken to hospital, but I did not consent, for I was certain 
Providence would not forsake us, and it came to our help through 
the nuns of the Sacred Heart. Oh! I shall never forget how good 
they were to us.” 


A novena to Saint Madeleine Sophie was begun, and in the 
course of it the mother, whose life was now despaired of, called 
the family to her bedside. “Do not cry any more,” she said. 
“Mother Barat has just been here to visit me. She told me that I 
am not going to die, because you still need me.” 


“We never heard the particulars,” Josefa said afterwards, “but 
the next day she was out of danger, and father got well too, but 
his strength was gone and he never was able to work again.” 

The nuns of the Sacred Heart watched discreetly over this 
interesting family. Josefa had no sewing-machine, and her slender 
resources did not allow her to purchase one. The Superior sent 
for her and asked her to buy her one, and to use it for a time to 
try it, and gave her an order for literally thousands of scapulars 
of the Sacred Heart for the soldiers of Melilla. When Josefa 
wanted to return the machine to Leganitos the Reverend Mother 
refused, saying that the making of the scapulars had more than 
paid for it; Pepa was profoundly touched by this kindness; she 
felt that such generosity was drawn from the Sacred Heart, and 
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she henceforth became so attached to the Society that her one 
desire was to enter there. 

Work came to her from various quarters. She already had a 
teputation for clever dressmaking, and before long had more 
orders than she was able to attend to, which spelled for her days 
of uninterrupted labour prolonged far into the night, but her 
energy and self-denial were equal to the occasion. She organised 
a workroom and there trained a number of young girls. She rose 
at six in the morning, and after hearing Mass at the Sacred Heart, 
returned to her labours till midday. After the meal, which was 
always followed by a visit to the Blessed Sacrament, the appren- 
tices returned, and all the afternoon was spent in work. They 
were a happy little band, for Josefa’s good temper made all go 
smoothly, and her girls appreciated her thoughtful kindness, 
always alive to what could give them pleasure. But she was 
conscious of her responsibilities, and with gentle firmness insisted 
on good work and order. Every evening the rosary was said in 
common, and Josefa’s devotion added many other prayers. On 
Saturday the two sisters went to confession, and Father Rubio 
followed up Josefa with paternal interest. 

“On Sundays,” this sister tells us, “‘the whole family rose early, 
in order to assist at several masses. In the afternoon Pepa and I 
went to see the nuns of the Sacred Heart at all three houses in 
Madrid, and in the evening the whole family assisted at Bene- 
diction at Leganitos.” 

When they were obliged to go out the two sisters accompanied 
each other; they exchanged thoughts, told each other of their 
fervent aspirations, and both spoke of vocation, a thing not 
possible at home, as their mother’s tears flowed freely whenever 
they alluded to the subject, so they resolved not to sadden her by 
speaking of it in her presence. 

“One day,” wrote Mercedes, “Josefa told me she wanted to be 
a nun, but far from Spain, so that her sacrifice might be complete. 
As I did not agree with her in this, she answered me that nothing 
was too good to give God.” 

In spite of her thoughtful character,'she was always gay, and 
whilst this disposition of hers sweetened all contact with her, her 
efficiency and self-denial were equal to every occasion. Little by 
little comfort once more returned to the home-circle, but it was 
of short duration, and in the beginning of 1910 their father was 
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carried off by a heart attack. During his last illness his wife nevet 
left him day or night, and spared nothing to give him relief. One 
day when she had gone out to procure a medicament for him, she 
saw a statue of the Sacred Heart in a shop window among a 
quantity of antiques. She was much moved and would have 
liked to buy it, thinking what pleasure it would give them all at 
home, and of the love with which they would pray around it. 
She went in and timidly asked the price, but alas, it far exceeded 
the small contents of her purse, for she had only enough to pay 
for the medicine her husband required. She thanked, left the shop, 
and had already gone some way along the road, when she heard 
herself called back. “Pay what you can, and take the statue,” 
said the man. Touched and delighted, Lucia gave the money she 
had with her, carried off her treasure, and returning to Leonardo— 
“Instead of the medicine,” she said, “I have brought you the 
Sacred Heart.” The sick man was pleased beyond measure, for 
his faith was very great. The statue was placed at the foot of his 
bed, and he never tired of looking at it. He died, with eyes fixed on 
it, on the 7th of April 1910, leaving it to his family as a pledge of 
assured protection. Father Rubio, who had assisted him in his 
last moments, now constituted himself the friend and adviser of 
the sotrowing household, while Josefa became the sole support 
of her mother, and her earnings alone kept the wolf from the 
door. Her soul lived ever on her one love, and her offering was 
daily repeated and remained the strength and horizon of her life 
in the difficult days that followed. Before her father’s death she 
had already made known her secret aspirations and begged leave to 
enter the Society of the Sacred Heart. For the first time in his life 
he was angry with Pepa. She dried her tears, but kept her 
treasured vocation unchanged in her heart. 

Later on, a Carmelite Father offered to obtain her admission 
into his Order. That was not her vocation, and she gratefully 
refused, but took occasion to tell her mother once more where 
God called her. She met with no other opposition than tearful 
appeals not to abandon her, and for the second time she deferred 
her entrance. Great, however, was her grief when her younger 
sister obtained their mother’s leave and left for the Noviceship 
at Chamartin (Madrid). Josefa who had trained her with a view 
to passing on to her the support of the family was deeply disil- 
lusioned. Her faith in God was her only support, and her mature 
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virtue once more helped her to forget herself. Her sister wrote 
on this subject: 

“We were inseparable till the day of my entrance into the 
Noviceship. My departure gave her keen sorrow, but in my 
youthful thoughtlessness and desire to consecrate my life to 
Jesus Christ, I hardly realized it. It was only later that I became 
aware of the sacrifice I had imposed on my beloved sister; then 
the thought that God had so arranged it alone consoled me.” 

Josefa continued her devoted life of hard work and made light 
of her fatigue; she turned her hopes towards the youngest of her 
sisters, but she, too, in time, was to have a vocation, and three 
years after Josefa’s death entered the Carmelite Convent at 
Loeches, where she took the name of Madeleine Sophie of the 
Sacred Heart. She was later sent to Portugal, where the Order 
was to be restored at Coimbra. 

God who was leading Josefa by hidden though sure ways, was 
more than once to allow her to take the wrong path, thereby 
teaching her the science of abandonment and the perfection of 
sacrifice. 

Father Rubio, who had followed her up for the last twelve 
years, did not abandon her, and in February 1912, when she was 
twenty-two, he thought the moment opportune. The Order of 
Marie Réparatrice seemed to him one that would suit Josefa; he 
knew the nuns intimately, and began to direct her vocation 
towards them. Though her attraction lay in a different direction, 
Josefa stifled her feelings and asked to be admitted at the Ré- 
paratrice Convent. Here she was happy; she appreciated the spirit, 
and generously embraced her new religious life. The thought of 
making reparation for the sins of men through the Heart of Mary 
appealed to her, and no sort of temptation or trouble came to 
mar the happy months that followed. Gradually, however, and 
almost in spite of herself, there stole over her soul’s consciousness 
the reawakening of another love—that of the Sacred Heart—her 
first attraction, and every time she heard the convent bells ringing 
(for they were close to her convent) the inward struggle was 
renewed. Our Lady herself intervened and showed her that she 
had not found her true home. 

Josefa had charge of a large room which contained a big statue 
of the Blessed Virgin, under the title of Our Lady of Sorrows; in 
accotdance with Spanish custom, it was adorned with rich 
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vesture, and in her hand Our Lady held a crown of real thorns. 
Josefa was surprised one day to see the crown lit up by a shaft of 
light coming from she knew not where. She did not venture to 
speak of the marvel, but as the light continued for three or four 
days, she resolved to investigate its origin. She found that it 
proceeded from one of the thorns, and at the same time she heard 
a penettating voice saying: “Take this thorn, my child; Jesus wili 
give you others as time goes on.” Josefa detached the thorn as she 
was bid, and the response she gave to her Mother’s gift was a 
fresh offering of herself which was before long to receive its 
seal in suffering. 

Her six months’ postulantship was over and the day of her 
clothing fixed, when her mother,.who had missed her sorely, 
came and claimed her again. Father Rubio seconded the mother’s — 
request, and so it came about that Josefa’s return home was 
decided, and she left the Novitiate with the feelings we can 
imagine. She took with her the thorn, whose light, like that in her 
own heart, was quenched. Its reality, however, had sunk deeply 
into her inmost being, and this reality was suffering. 

Courageously she faced the upward path to God, and resumed 
the old tasks. This time she was employed very largely by the 
nuns of the Sacred Heart in making the children’s uniforms. 
Simple, modest, and conscientious in her work, her life was 
illumined by her constant prayer. She went every fortnight to see 
her sister, now a novice at Chamartin, and they talked together 
of what filled her soul. She loved to talk of the life of a sister in 
the Society of the Sacred Heart, which she felt fulfilled every 
aspiration she had. 

The nun who was over her in the school linen-room was struck 
by her devotedness, her love of duty, and the sweetness of dis- 
position that made light of every difficulty and never caused the 
smallest embarrassment to others. Her tact, her dexterity and 
judgment, her silent activity all greatly impressed her; she was 
always on the watch to render service and every spare minute was 
spent before the Blessed Sacrament. “I feel thoroughly in my 
element when I am here,” she used to say in speaking of 
Chamartin. 

Very different was the story when she was obliged to work for 
clients outside. Her delicate conscience was many a time outraged 
by the absence of modesty in dress of those she worked for, and 
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who as Catholics should have known better; it was then more than 
at any other time that she felt her “banishment” from Convent 
walls, and she would exclaim: “Since childhood my one prayer 
has been that ‘I might dwell in the House of the Lord’, and the 
mote Isee of life outside, the greater is my longing to die, if this 
wish of my heart cannot be granted.” 

She lived on her burning hopes, and her daily Communion was 
fuel to the fire. This was the source of her serenity and of her 
coutage; to others the secret of her cross and of her thorn was 
never told. 

She had few friends, but her example and her counsels had made 
her the centre of a group of working girls on whom her influence 
was remarkable. She would head a pilgrimage to Avila or to the 
Cerre de los Angeles,! where the memorial to the Sacred Heart 
had been erected in accomplishment of the national vow, and on 
these and other rare outings her bright cheerfulness and fervour 
made a deep impression on them. 

The months dragged on, and all the time Josefa was watching 
her opportunity. In 1917 she thought the moment had come, and 
when she begged her admission at Chamartin she was kindly 
received and her mother’s consent obtained. Her departure was 
fixed for the 24th of September, Feast of Our Lady of Mercy. 
Alas, when the long-desired day dawned her mother’s tears 
shook her resolution, and again prevailed . . . tender-hearted 
Josefa yielded at the sight of her distress; her place in the Novice- 
ship remained empty, and she was left to weep over the frailty 
that had prevented her from keeping her tryst. But He who 
““works in obscurity, and who nevertheless is light” pursued His 
purpose and in His own good time brought her out of darkness 
into light. 

The French houses of the Sacred Heart which had been sup- 
pressed by iniquitous laws were just at this time taking on a new 
lease of life, and many were reopening after the expulsions that 
had marked the beginning of the century. The old monastery 
of Les Feuillants at Poitiers had been preserved for the Society, and 
here a Noviceship for sisters was opened, in the house that had 
been the first General Noviceship of the Society and was still 
redolent with memories of Saint Madeleine Sophie. It was here 


1 This is a hill situated in the geographical centre of Spain, and on it the National 
Monument of Consecration to the Sacred Heart of Jesus was erected. 
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that God called Josefa, and He Himself guided her through the 
final storms of her vocation. 

In 1919 she was already twenty-nine years of age and she felt 
that she had forfeited her chance of success by her former act. 
What was she to do? An interior voice urged her to try and try 
again, but an irrevocable denial met her advances; Superiors 
mistrusted her long and repeated hesitations. 

“On the 16th of September, I felt my courage at an end, and 
kneeling before my crucifix, I begged Our Lord either to take 
me out of this life or to admit me into the Society of His Sacred 
Heart, for I could bear no more. Then it seemed to me that He 
showed me His Sacred Hands and Feet and said to me ‘Kiss these 
Wounds. Can you indeed bear no more for Me? Have I not chosen 
you for My Sacred Heart?’ I am unable to put into words what 
then took place in me. I promised—oh, I promised Him to live 
henceforth only for Him and to suffer . . . and begged Him to 
pity my weakness and wavering.” 

Two months passed in fervent supplications, till there dawned 
a memorable day for Josefa; it was the 19th of November. 

“That day in my Communion I implored Our Lord by His 
Wounds and Precious Blood to open to me the doors of the Sacred 
Heart, which I knew I had closed by my own act.” 

That morning Josefa went as usual to fetch work at the convent 
at Chamartin; on her arrival she was told that the Superior 
wished to see her: a letter had just arrived from Les Feuillants 
(Poitiers) asking for one or two good vocations to begin the 
ptojected Noviceship. Did they know of any, and could they send 
anyone? The Superior asked Josefa if she felt equal to entering in 
a French house of the Society. This time there was no hesitation; 
at once she wrote to offer herself, and kneeling before the Blessed 
Sacrament, she begged that grace and strength might be given 
her to triumph over her weakness. This prayer was answered, 
and she was able to say afterwards: “I felt endued with a power 
I had never before experienced.” 

' Het broken-hearted mother this time offered no opposition, 
and in order to avoid painful scenes, Josefa left home without 
saying good-bye and carrying nothing with her. The Mothers at 
Chamartin gave her her fare and provided her with all she needed. 
She reached San Sebastian, the first stage of her journey, and there 
found a warm welcome in the Sacred Heart. 
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“Jesus took me,” she said, “I still do not know how, but I 
arrived at San Sebastian without money or strength—with nothing 
but love, I think . . . but I was at the end of my pilgrimage... 
I, the same as ever, so weak, but He sustained me.”’ 

The nuns at San Sebastian who had received her with so much 
affection prolonged her stay there for a whole month. Full of 
gratitude, she devoted herself to helping in the household. All 
noted how silently and deftly she worked, always in deep recol- 
lection. However, sad letters from her mother and sister and the 
realization of the difficulty the French language was going to be 
to her caused her some misgivings, still she kept her will firmly 
fixed on her goal, and when asked how she would manage in a 
country whose tongue she did not know, “God is leading me,” 
she answered simply, and on 4th February she left for Poitiers. 

It was a final departure, for she never saw Spain again. But what 
of that? Was she not obeying the call of One whose sovereign 
love can never ask too much? 


CHAPTER II 


‘LES FEUILLANTS 
THE OLD MONASTERY OF THE SACRED HEART 
AT POITIERS 


In the Open Heart of Jesus 
4th February—16th July 1920 


“For all you give Me I give you My Heart” 
(Our Lord to Josefa, 15th July 1920) 


Tue old-world town of Poitiers is perched above the valley of the 
Clain, and from the top of its highest hill the ancient monastery 
of Les Feuillants dominates the surrounding country. There two 
centuries earlier, a colony of Cistercians had settled; it was a 
place of prayer and labour, and though the French Revolution 
left the hallowed spot desolate it was destined to live again, when 
the storm had passed and faith had revived, for the monastic 
buildings were peopled once more at the coming of Saint Made- 
leine Sophie and her newly founded Order. Here the Saint 
opened the first Noviceship of the Society of the Sacred Heart, 
here she made long sojourns, and here, too, many graces were 
conferred on her. Ever since, the house, the cloisters, and the 
garden have been regarded by the nuns of the Sacred Heart as a 
sort of reliquary and memorial of their holy Foundress. 

To this remote and solitary house of prayer Josefa was guided 
by God, that He might there cultivate her soul and train and 
associate her with His divine Heart in the work of Redemption. 

None who saw Josefa. on her arrival at Poitiers could have 
suspected how great a work was beginning, for from the first days 
of her postulantship she passed unnoticed, and during the four 
yeats of her short religious life remained ever the same simple, 
silent, laborious, and unassuming religious. There was nothing 
particularly attractive in her exterior; she was usually serious and 
seemed at times to be suffering, but a bright, intelligent smile 
lighted up her face when she was addressed, especially if a service 
were asked of her. Her large dark eyes alone expressed and at 
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times betrayed her inmost feelings; they were limpid eyes, gentle 
and ardent, and bespoke her interior recollection. 

Her gifts, if hidden, were very real ones: she was swift and 
capable, active and adaptable to all sorts of conditions; she 
possessed rare good sense and excellent judgment. These gave 
her character an earnest and balanced foundation on which grace 
could build at will. Her heart was both tender and generous; her 
past sufferings had given her breadth of understanding and the 
kindliness which self-forgetfulness alone engenders. She brought 
to her religious formation a maturity which was the fruit of sacti- 
fice and a supernatural understanding of the value of a religious 
vocation, together with a highly developed interior spirit and an 
immense love of God. 

These gifts were hidden from herself as they were from those 
around her, and from the day of her arrival till her death she went 
her way utterly unknown, in the complete effacement of a very 
faithful and obscure life. 

Thete were few novices at Poitiers; Josefa remained first 
postulant and eldest novice among the members, who came like 
herself from various houses of the Society. 

‘The humble hiddenness of the life filled her with enthusiasm; 
it was modelled on that of Nazareth, and she found in it the ful- 
filment of her most sanguine expectations. It was in effect just 
what Saint Madeleine Sophie had defined as her ideal—a great 
deal of strenuous labour offered for the souls of children, ac- 
companied by the vivifying charity and prayerful atmosphere 
that result from close union with the Heart of Jesus. Josefa 
threw herself with her whole soul and heart into the current of 
life as she found it. 

Events were few, and there is little to record of the months of 
her postulantship and noviceship, and the short eighteen months 
of religious life that followed after her vows till her death. None 
of the things that made up her daily life are of any value in the 
eyes of the world, yet are not the first years of the life of the Man- 
God all summed up in one short sentence: “He was subject to 
them’? And so it was with Josefa; the less a Sister is spoken of, 
the more unnoticed, the truer she is to type. None of those who 
lived with her knew anything of her mysterious intercourse with 
the Sacred Heart of Our Lord, and when after her death they were 
asked to recount all they could recall about her, how little they 


20 THE WAY OF DIVINE LOVE 


wete able to say! She had passed unnoticed and hidden, simply 
and faithfully doing her duty—that was all. 

In this way Our Lord veiled from all the special graces which 
He now began to give her; day by day His designs of love were 
imprinted on the warp and woof of a career so hidden from 
human eyes that no exterior sign revealed the secret of which God 
Himself was the guardian. 

Certainly it is one of the marvels of this narrative that the ex- 
terior and visible was such a contrast to the inner and invisible life 
she led. Josefa always followed common life and seemed in no 
way different from her sisters, yet she bore on her soul the weight 
of the most extraordinary and momentous graces of divine 
ptedilection which at one moment delivered her over to the onsets 
of excruciating physical pain, and again held her captive under the 
Hand of God; there was a twofold current of love between Him 
and her: Love Divine, which like the eagle precipitates itself upon 
its prey, and whose velocity none can stay, and a love fragile 
yet ardent—that of Josefa—whose constant endeavour was to 
hold herself ever ready to accept all the urgent requirements of 
God’s plan. 

These pages are an attempt to narrate something of the mystery 
of her life. While we unhesitatingly submit to the judgment of the 
Holy See, sole judge in these matters, it would seem that the 
silence and shade under which that life was to unfold itself bore 
the stamp of the Holy Spirit, and we are therefore less afraid of 
temerity in discerning His Hand in the heavenly prudence which 
surpassed all human feasibility and succeeded in keeping undis- 
covered, except from her Superiors alone, the course of Josefa’s 
uncharted ways—for the big household of Les Feuillants remained 
totally ignorant of the mysterious marvels that were being 
enacted within its walls, and that to the very end of Josefa’s life. 

Another sign of Ged’s action, and by no means the least, was 
the jealous care with which Our Lord kept his instrument lowly 
in her own eyes, as in those of everybody else. “It is not fot what 
you are that I have chosen you, but for what you are not. So I 
have found room for My power and My love.” He reiterated this 
to her again and again. 

It was fundamentally necessary that the Lord of all Wisdom 
should begin by sinking deep in her consciousness this capacity 
for humility in which the predilections of His Heart could, so to 
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to speak, engulf themselves. Josefa, whose frail skiff had reached 
the port of the religious life she so coveted, was soon to be tossed 
by storms and high winds more perilous than any that had hither- 
to rocked her little craft. “A fortnight of delicious peace,” she 
noted, “followed on my entrance into the Postulantship.” 

She soon made acquaintance with the Mothers and Sisters, the 
house and the garden. Memory still recalls the arrival of the little 
Spaniard with her big black eyes, who did not know how to 
express her joy and her gratitude for being there. Simple and good- 
natured, she soon became quite at home in her new surroundings. 
The Mother Assistant and several Sisters who had spent long years 
in Spain and had become familiar with the language were able to 
gteet her in her own Castilian tongue. A few days rest, and the 
new recruit was sent to help the Sister in the kitchen. Josefa was 
unaccustomed to that particular kind of work, but she put her 
whole heart into it and her face beamed with pleasure, showing 
how little it mattered to her what form the work took, if she was 
thereby able to prove her love for Him who possessed her whole 
heart. Nothing, it seemed could cast a shadow over such happi- 
ness, but the evil one, who had a presentiment of her future 
worth, was close by, ready to suggest subtle temptations. God was 
going to allow him to come on the scene, and Josefa sank into the 
darkest night of trial. 


“Soon,” she wrote, “I began to waver at the thought of my 
mother and sister . . . of my home, and of the language that I 
did not understand. The temptation was so strong in the first 
months that I felt I could not possibly withstand it. Above all, 
the sad thought of the pain I was inflicting on my sister seemed 
intolerable. However, I made up my mind to leave them all to 
the Heart of Our Lord, to place them in His care, and every time 
the remembrance of these much-loved ones returned I did as I 
was advised and made an act of love and confidence. 

“One evening in the beginning of April the temptation to leave 
was stronger than usual. All day long I had been repeating: ‘My 
God I love Thee’, for above all I wanted to be faithful to Him. 
When I went to bed I put my crucifix under my pillow as I always 
did. I woke towards midnight, and kissing it, I said with all my 
heart: ‘My God from to-day on I will love Thee more than ever.’ 
At the same instant I was seized by an invisible force, and a 
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shower of blows, as if from a fist, fell on me; they were so violent 
that I feared I should die. This torture continued all night, all 
through meditation and Mass. I was so terrified that I never left 
hold of my crucifix. I felt exhausted and dared not move. At the 
moment of the elevation of the Sacred Host I saw a sort of flash 
pass by me, there was a rapid current of wind, and suddenly all 
was quiet again, but the pain of the blows lasted several days.” 


This was but the prelude to a lifelong fight Josefa was to endure 
with the powers of darkness, but it never affected her work nor 
her fidelity to the Rule. Her confidence and obedience to her 
Mistress of Novices grew,! and she went to her in all her troubles, 
there to get the peace and strength she needed to go on suffering. 


“On Thursday, 7th of May,” she wrote, “being absolutely 
exhausted by my struggles, I begged to be allowed to go, but the 
Mother Assistant showed me the note I had written with my own 
hand, asking that for the love of God, in the name of the Blessed 
Virgin, of my Father Saint Joseph, and of our Holy Mother 
Foundress, even if I asked a thousand times to be sent away, that 
I should be reminded a thousand times that in moments when the 
light shone I was convinced that God wanted me here. 

“From that hour I had not a day of peace, and God only knows 
what I endured . . .” 


Five weeks of struggle went by; they were exceptionally hard 
to bear, and Josefa continued to repeat the words obedience had 
put into her mouth: “Yes, dear Lord, I will stay here; I love Thee, 
and 1 will obey. I can see no light, but in spite of this, I will be 
faithful to Thee.” One evening in May the diabolical assaults 
became more tangible: 


“T was in the chapel for my adoration,”’ she wrote later, ““when 
I was suddenly surrounded with what seemed to be a crowd of 
spirits, I saw horrible faces, heard sharp yells, and there rained on 
me a shower of furious blows. I could not call for help; I was so 
overcome that I had to sit down, and pray I could not, so I just 
looked at the Tabernacle. Suddenly I was roughly seized by the 
atm, as if someone wanted to force me to leave the chapel. The 
power that held me was irresistible, and not knowing what to do 


*In the Society of the Sacred Heart it is the Mother Assistant who is specially 
charged with the Sisters and the direction of their Noviciate. 


LES FEUILLANTS 23 


ot where to go, for I was afraid of meeting someone, I went up 
to our Blessed Mothet’s cell. 

“When the Mother Assistant found me and asked me what I 
was doing there, I was unable to answer her. Interiorly I said to 
myself: “Even if they kill me, I will go and tell her everything’— 
but I was once mote sutrounded by that awful crowd whose 
screams terrified me. When I reached her door in a flash they all 
disappeared, and I found such peace that I should have liked to 
stay there for ever. . . 

“The same thing has often happened since. As soon as I have 
determined to speak, everything stops as I reach the Mother 
Assistant’s door. I have noticed, too, the rage of the devil when she 
makes a little cross on my forehead; he seems to stamp his foot in 
fury, and at other times, if she forgets it, I hear hideous guffaws.” 


It was after such trials that Josefa’s postulantship ended. On the 
16th of July she was to take the habit, but so many unexpected 
sufferings and the thought of future trials left her undecided and 
hesitant; at one time she made up her mind to embrace God’s 
Will at whatever cost, at another she felt paralysed and could not 
accept what must be bought at such a high price. “It was thus,” 
she wrote, “till the day when Jesus made His divine Presence 
clearly known to me, and since then He has given me so much 
light and consolation.” 

On Saturday, the 5th of June 1920, after a formidable attack of 
the devil, Josefa decided to go; she went into the chapel with her 
sisters for the evening adoration; there, Jesus was waiting for her. 
Under the influence of the arch-fiend who dominated her: “‘No,” 
she said, “I will not take the habit, Iam going home.” “T said it 
five times, but could not go on,”’ she wrote later. “My Jesus how 
good Thou art to me.” 

All of a sudden she was, as she naively expressed it, wrapped in 
a sweet slumber, from which she awoke in the Wound of the 
Sacred Heart. 

“T cannot explain what happened . . . Jesus . . . I want nothing 
more than to love Thee and to be faithful to my vocation.” 

In the radiance now illuminating her, she saw all the sins of the 
world, and offered her life to comfort the wounded Heart of Our 
Lord. She was seized with a vehement desire of uniting herself 
to Him, and no sacrifice appeared too great that she might be 
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faithful to her vocation. In the effulgence of the Godhead the 
night had faded away and desolation had given place to unfathom- 
able bliss. 


“Tt was God who did it,” she continued in the notes she wrote 
under obedience. “I am abashed at so much goodness; I want to 
love Him to folly. . . . I have but two requests: love and grati- 
tude to His Sacred Heart... . More than ever I recognize 
my weakness, but also I shall now find strength and courage in 
Him. . . . Never before have I rested in that Divine Wound... 
but now I know where to go in moments of tribulation: It is a 
place of sweetest repose and much love. 

“I feel keenly that I have been resisting grace and have been 
unfaithful, but this has become a further motive of confidence 
and hope that Our Lord will never fail me, even when I seem to 
be all alone. That was what made me so afraid before: to be alone, 
and unfaithful. But now I see that, even though I did not know it, 
He was helping me. Well, I simply cannot express how much I 
want to love Him.” 


When Josefa came out of the chapel, still strongly under the 
influence of the divine contact, she was a totally changed person. 


“And then, I don’t know what it is,”’ she added two days later, 
“but I believe He wants to tell me another secret, because during 
my prayer yesterday, Monday, 7th June, He made me re-enter 
that Divine Wound: O my Jesus, how great is Thy love for me... 
I shall never be able to respond to so much goodness. It seemed to 
me that I saw in that Divine Wound a tiny opening, and I wanted 
to know how to get in . . . but He made me understand that it 
will not be till later.” 


“Twelve days have passed,”’ she wrote on the 17th of June, 
“since the signal grace Jesus granted me. I have had immense 
consolation during that time, but especially I have been able to 
study all that this Sacred Heart was teaching me. He showed me 
clearly, that what pleases Him most is to do little acts out of 
obedience. I understood that I must direct all my energies to this, 
for that is how I shall learn to deny myself in everything, and 
however small the act is, it will still be pleasing to His Sacred 
Heart. . . . Oh, I want to be burnt up by love. Oh, what a Heart 
is that of my Jesus!” 
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Crushed by the weight of so much grace and such amazing 


happenings, Josefa continued to jot down on paper the overflow 
of her heart. 


“To-day, Wednesday 23rd of June, I was meditating on the 
kindness of the Heart of Jesus and this thought came to me: that 
this Heart so full of love for souls and for me, that this same 
Heart is to become my Bridegroom, if I am faithful. I did not 
know what to say, and how to thank. ‘O my God, I can only pay 
Thee back with Thyself, for 1am Thine and Thou art mine. . . . 
I give myself up to Thee, my life must be solely in God . . . and 
for God. . . .’ I must so abandon self that everything in me may 
be consumed and obliterated and that all I do and am, may be 
solely of Him. 

“After I had received Him in Holy Communion, I told Him, as 
I always do, how much I love Him, and want to love Him. Then 
He made me re-enter my place of refuge; it is the third time I have 
rested in that Divine Heart. . . . I am not able to explain what 
happens . . . except to say that I am too little for so many 
graces. . . . My God, Thy Heart fills with love those who seek 
and love It. 

“During the heavenly moments that I spent in that Wound, 
Jesus gave me to understand that He is rewarding me for the 
very little I have done to prove my fidelity. I will never again 
seek my own interests, but only the glory of His Heart. I will try 
to be very obedient and very generous in the smallest details, for 
I believe perfection consists in this, and that it is the one way 
straight to Him.” 


“To-day, 24th of June, I saw in a way impossible to explain 
what the Heart of Jesus is. . . . I asked Him to make me thirst 
for Him. I cannot set down in writing what I saw . . . but it 
was Himself, heaven on earth. . . . O my God, it is too much, I 
cannot bear such happiness . . . would that I had something 
I could offer Him . . . give to Him, who gives me so much, 
but Iam so little. . . . I again promised to be faithful and above 
all to let myself be guided in everything so as to go more surely to 
His Divine Heart.” 


Here Josefa stopped, for she does not allow her feclings to run 
away with her. She tried to penetrate to the very depths of the 
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Heart of Jesus to discover what He expected of her, and to realize 
the immensity of His loving-kindness. 


““As each moment goes by, I notice two things: first, a greater 
understanding of the divine goodness, for if I certainly have 
always known that God loves mankind to folly, now I know that 
it is His Sacred Heart that does so. . . . His greatest sorrow is 
not to find a return of love, and if a soul is wholly abandoned to 
Him, she can be sure that He will fill her with graces, will make of 
~ her His heaven, and take up His abode in her. I promise in a very 
special way fidelity, obedience, confidence, and abandonment. 
The second thing I have noticed is the clearer view I have gained 
of myself. I see myself as I am (though I am not sure that I do 
fully): cold, distracted, immortified, and ungenerous. . . . O my 
God, why dost Thou love me so? Thou knowest whatI am . . 
but I will not lose confidence, Lord . . . what I cannot do my- 
self, that Thou wilt do, and with Thy love and Thy grace I will 
go forward.” 


Jesus, too, was about to take her deeper into His Heart; the 
graces with which He had overwhelmed her in this month of 
June were but a prelude. Josefa wrote on the evening of the 
29th of June: 


“Meditation to-day was on the three denials of Saint Peter, and 
comparing my weakness to his, I resolved to weep for my falls, 
and to learn to love as he did. How often I, too, have promised 
fidelity . . . but I did so to-day with more force and decision. 
Yes, Lord, I will be faithful. I promise not only to refuse Thee 
nothing, but to go forward to do what I know will please Thee. 

“I was thus in converse with my God, when again He made me 
enter the Wound of His Side. The little passage by which I was 
unable to enter the other day opened, and He gave me to under- 
stand the happiness that is to be mine if I am faithful to all the 
graces He has prepared for me. 

“I cannot very well describe what I saw; my heart was being 
consumed in a great flame. I could not see the bottom of this 
abyss, for it is an immense space and full of light. I was so taken 
up with what I saw that I was not able to speak or ask any- 
thing. . . . Ispent meditation and part of Mass in this way .. . 
till, a little before the Elevation, my eyes, even my poor eyes . . . 
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saw my Beloved Jesus, my heart’s desire, my Lord and my God. 
He held me against His Heart in the midst of a great flame and He 
smiled a little. I did not know what to do... . He Himself 
drew me close to His Wound. I cannot say what passed; it is not 
possible: . . . Would that the whole world knew the secret of 
happiness. There is but one thing to do: love and abandon one- 
self. Jesus Himself will take charge of all the rest. . . . 

“I was annihilated in the presence of so much beauty and so 
brilliant a light, when He said to me in a voice so sweet and grave: 

“« «Just as I sacrificed Myself as a victim of love, so I want you 
to be a victim: love never refuses anything.’ 

“So this heavenly moment passed, for I can give it no other 
name. I could only say: ‘My God, what wouldst Thou have me 
do? . . . Take and dispose of me, for I no longer belong to 
myself, but Iam Thine.’ Then He vanished.” 


When recording this experience Josefa was unable to contain 
herself. Already her love had become a consuming zeal, for in 
drawing her near His Heart, Our Lord allowed the thirst that 
devours His own to overflow onto hers. 


>> 


“Jesus,” she wrote, “I have but one desire—that the whole 
world may know Thee, but especially the souls of religious whom 
Thou hast chosen for Thy adorable Heart. If they know Thee, 
they will love Thee, for Thou art the one and only Good. Inflame 
me with Thy Love and that is enough tor me. . . . Inflame all 
hearts and this, too, will suffice, for where there is love, we run 
to Thee by the shortest way. As for myself, I ask only to love 
Thee daily more and more, only Thee! Everything else will be 
but a path to lead me to Thee. Would that I could bring the whole 
world to the divine furnace of Thy Heart, even if it cost me my 
life. 

“Jesus has given me such a thirst to make all men love Him 
that I am ready to offer all, to undertake all that costs me most, to 
please Him and obtain that others may know and love Him. 

“T promised Him to do nothing except what Holy Obedience 
ptescribes, and I understand that it will please Him very much if 
1am simple and very open with Superiors, so as to allow myself to 
be guided as a little child.” 


A few days after “this great and heavenly moment”, Our Lord 
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showed Josefa the cost of this thirst for souls that He was begin- 
ning to communicate to her. She wrote on Saturday, 3rd of July: 


“I was working in the Noviceship to-day and thinking of the 
happiness it was to be living under the same roof with Him and to 
have Him as the Companion of all my labours. I don’t remember 
exactly what I was saying to Him, but suddenly He showed me 
His Heart all surrounded with flames and wreathed with a crown 
of thorns. . . . O my God, what thorns! . . . they were very 
sharp and penetrated very deeply, and from each there flowed a 
great deal of blood. . . . I should have liked to take them from 
Him. Then my heart was as it were torn with sharpest anguish, 
and He placed it next His Own under the thorns. My heart was 
so small that only six of them pierced it. Then there was silence. . .. 
I could not utter a word. He knew that I longed for my heart to 
be bigger that so I might have freed His from more of the thorns. 

**Then in a voice so gentle and yet so full of pain, He said: “My 
Heart has suffered all this and infinitely more. But some souls 
unite themselves to Me and comfort Me, and so make up for those 
who go away from Me.’ 

**Oh, how He has suffered. . . . I understand that some thorns 
wound Him more cruelly than others. I should have liked to 
know what to do to console Him, for what I can offer Him is very 
little, and when compared with His torments, very little indeed— 
but He did not tell me.” 


On Sunday, 4th of July, Josefa was at Holy Mass as usual, 
associating herself with the Divine Mysteries: 


“To tell the truth,” she wrote soon after, “not knowing what 
to say or do, if not to humble myself, for every day I get a clearer 
insight into my misery and littleness, I was trying to do this, when 
I saw before me the Adorable Heart. It was pierced through with 
a large thorn, which caused much blood to flow. O my Jesus! 
who is wounding Thee so? . . . Isit IP . . . What sorrow to see 
Thy Sacred Blood flow; it pains me more than I can say. My Lord 
and my God, take me and do with me what Thou wilt, but do 
not let that thorn transpierce Thy Heart. . . . Then I saw what 
looked like a very large nail drawn out, leaving so gaping a wound 
that I could see deep into that burning brazier, and Jesus replied: 
“That large nail is the coldness of My Religious, I want you to 


LES FEUILLANTS 29 


understand it that you may be all on fire with love and may 
console Me.’ 

“On Tuesday 6th of July, while I was at prayer, He again 
showed me His Heart; It was transpierced by six thorns. My 
gtief was very great, because of His sufferings, and of the impossi- 
bility I was in to give Him consolation or to assuage His pain. 
He made me understand that those six thorns are six souls that 
are offending Him in a particular way. He said: ‘These are the 
thorns I ask you to draw out by your love and desires.’ 

“Then He allowed a few drops of His Blood to fall on my 
heart . . . O my God, my heart is too small for so much love, 
but such as it is, it belongs entirely to Thee.” 


The next day, once more Jesus made her enter His wounded 
Heart, and left her this watchword: ““Love Me in your littleness; 
this will console Me.” 


“Of all the graces that I receive,” she concluded at this time, 
“two things remain deeply engraven on my heart: first, a very 
great desire to love and to suffer in order to correspond to His 
love, and this I shall find in fidelity to my vocation; second, an 
ardent thirst that many souls may know and love Him, especially 
those He has chosen and consecrated to Himself. This, I think, is to 
be my path in life: to spare myself in nothing, and offer many little 
acts to Jesus whom I love to folly, or at any rate desire so to love.” 


Such were the dispositions in which she waited for the day of her 
clothing. The retreat which was to bring her through many a strug- 
gle to this much-longed-for day began on Wednesday, 7th of July. 


“Ardent desire to surrender wholly, leaving nothing out and 
refusing nothing of whatever I know to be God’s Will. Be very 
attentive to the voice of God, so that this retreat may be the 
foundation of my Noviceship. I will ask especially for a great love 
of my vocation which is for me the means of union and conformity 
with the Heart of Jesus.” 


Such are the opening words Josefa wrote in her retreat note- 
book. She noted faithfully day by day the result of her efforts, and 
one becomes conscious as one reads these very simple jottings 
destined for no eye but her own, how great was the storm and 
commotion of temptation that had arisen within her. 
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“I was in great consolation,” she wrote, “until the third day of 
my retreat. But in the meditation on the Judgment, when I 
suddenly found myself alone before God, as my Judge, my soul 
was filled with fear, and I lost the peace which had not left me 
since the sth of June. I saw before me all the graces that will one 
day accuse me, and the sight plunged me into such desolation 
and solitude that it seemed to me far preferable not to receive 
them, rather than to have to give an account of them. . . . 

“Several days went by and I decided to go home. My God! 
What darkness and what anguish. . . . My mother and sister 
were expected, and this increased the temptation, as it revived 
my affection for them and for my home. 

“From the very first I had told the Mother Assistant everything, 
and I constantly repeated the offering she had taught me and which 
had helped me so much before; I wanted to stay and be faithful, 
and there were moments when I saw that the whole thing was a 
temptation. But nothing availed and the day before my clothing, 
July 15th, the struggle was so great, that I could think of nothing 
to offer God but the temptation itself: O my God, I love my 
liberty, my family and my home—in a word all that makes up this 
temptation—I offer it all to Thee, for what else do I want but to 
be faithful and die. . . . 

“Then it was that Jesus deigned to console me as I shall relate.” 


But before telling of these graces, Josefa held to stating 
explicitly her reply of love: 


“Practical result of the first three weeks! of this retreat: 

“T saw that God is calling me to great perfection and it consists 
in complete conformity to His Heart. 

“The means: my vocation and holy Rule. 

“God is calling me to a life of intimate union with Himself; He 
wishes me to live in a state of sacrifice, as a victim. . . . He will 
choose my cross. It is not for me to ask or select; He will give 
what He pleases. He wants my life to be spent in His Heart, and I 
know that the cross and thorns are part of it. Such is my life; it 
must be so, and only so shall I be doing God’s Will. 

“I do not feel that I can very well explain what took place 
during the contemplation ad Amorem: I had so ardent a desire to 


‘In the Exercises of Saint Ignatius four periods are named “weeks”. 
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give Him all He asks for, that I said with my whole heart: “Take, 
O Lord, and receive all my will; I give Thee all I care for most in 
the world . . . if there is anything else that Thou requirest of 
me, I give it with joy—take my miseries and consume them, take 
my heart and my soul, take me, Lord.” 


The response was immediate: 


“He drew me into His Heart, and a stream of the Precious 
Blood escaping from it submerged mine. ‘For all that you give 
Me,’ He said, ‘I give you My Heart.’ 

“T thought myself no longer on this earth—He was clothed in 
white, and this made His Sacred Heart stand out in an ineffable 
manner. . . . His Face was like the sun. . . . O my God, what 
beauty. . . . How entrancing to those who know Thee.” 


Naively Josefa explains in the lines that follow how she required 
no book in order to meditate on heaven: ‘For the teal heaven is 
in my heart. Love is all I want . . . love, love.” 

Once mote before the great day He wished to show her 
whither He was leading her, and Josefa, who had leave to make 
a Holy Hour, began it with an act of profoundest humility. 


“T adored the Divine Majesty,” she wrote, “and then I thought 
of the graces I had received from God, and of my desire to console 
Him which was growing ever stronger. 

“Suddenly I saw Him standing before me in His gleaming 
white raiment, and His Heart seemed about to escape from His 
breast. As I was alone in the tribune, I fell on my face, humbling 
myself all I could, but unable to speak. 

“After a moment of silence, He drew me to His Heart, and 
showing me the six thorns, He said in a voice that is so piercing- 
sweet: ‘Daughter, take them out . . . yes, take out these thorns.’ 

“On Friday the 16th of July, the day of my clothing, as I 
received the white veil and all through Mass, Jesus was present 
to me, and made me enter the Wound in His Heart. All I was able 
to say was . . . My God, I am Thine for evermore . . . and I 
went so far as to babble nonsense in my love .. . then He 
answered: ‘I, too, Josefa, love you to folly.’ 

“Tt is quite impossible to say all He did for me that day. My 
soul brimmed over with peace, and was filled with joy.” 
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Vocation of Reparation 
17th July-zsth August, 1920 


“Tf you love Me, Josefa, remove this thorn” 
(Our Lord to Josefa, 17th August 1920.) 


Tue Wounded Heart of Jesus was very soon to make a further 
appeal to Josefa, as to one chosen for a special share in His 
redemptive work for souls. He reminded her of her vocation as 
Victim, and two days after her clothing, on Sunday, 18th of 
July, He again showed her His Heart transpierced by the six 
thorns, and repeated the same words: “Josefa, remove these 
thorns from My Heart.” 


“The following day,”’ she wrote, “I had leave to make the Way 
of the Cross, and I prayed in reparation for the sins of mankind, 
and especially for the coldness of chosen souls. Jesus came, He 
carried His Cross on His shoulder; He placed it on mine and left 
it to me till I had finished the Stations.” 


This gift of the Cross was to be renewed the three following 
days. When on Thursday, 22nd July, Josefa was making a Holy 
Hour with the other novices, she offered herself to Our Lord as 
was her wont. 


be) 


“He was there,” she said, ““His Heart bleeding from the six 
thorns. He drew them out and pierced my heart with them. I 
then saw in His Heart the burning fire which consumed It. I tried 
to console and love Him for those who do not love Him. At the 
end of the Holy Hour, when we were about to go away, He said: 
‘This Heart .. . I want you to rest in It as a child, to love It as a 
spouse, and to console It as a victim.’ 

“Then He took back the six thorns and made me understand 
that He had been comforted for that short space of time. 

“The next morning He repeated what He had said to me on the 
day of my clothing: ‘I also love you to folly.’ 

“Then He disappeared, leaving me alone, as if He had never 
given me any consolation at all.” 


Henceforward Josefa was to know the vicissitudes by which 
Our Lord intended to forge her soul: a path of faith and of love, 
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of humiliating experiences of her weakness and of trustful 
returns to His untiringly forgiving Heart. A few days after she 
wrote quite simply: 


“T fett as if it would be impossible to let my mother and my 
sister go, so strongly did the temptation return. I spoke about it 
at once in order to get help, for what could I do alone? . . . I 
said good-bye to them and they never suspected what a trial 
it was to me, but it is not yet over .. . Iam so poor and 
weak.” 


She then explained how the graces she had received were a 
perpetual torment to her. The thought of the corresponding 
return she would have to make for such signal favours, and the 
account she would have to give of them filled her with appre- 
hension. A voice seemed to pursue her all day, telling her she was 
making straight for perdition. This temptation never left her for 
a whole month. However, Our Lord did not abandon her to 
herself completely. 

On Thursday, 5th August, He made her share once more the 
pain of the six thorns that were wounding Him, and comforted 
her with the words: “If you are faithful, you shall know the riches 
of My Heart. You will carry My Cross indeed, but as on a well- 
loved Bride shall My benefits be heaped upon you.” 


“This time,’’ said Josefa, “I saw Him surrounded with such 
splendour that it was not possible to gaze fixedly on that dazzling 
light. His Heart was all aflame and seemed to be escaping from 
His breast. 

“When I asked Him not to allow me to be tempted against my 
vocation, He wrapped me in His mantle and I was enveloped in 
peace!” 


A few days later, Jesus, Saviour of mankind, made her feel for 
the first time how great was His joy when souls come back to 
Him. On Tuesday, roth August, she wrote: 


“At meditation I had a great desire to comfort Him. I offered 
Him all the actions of my day, and begged Him to tell me if there 
was anything else I could do. I promised not to let Him out of my 
thoughts for a single instant, and I never stopped telling Him of 
my love. That evening before going to adoration, | went into the 
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otatory of Mazer! to ask our Blessed Lady to help me to console 
her Son; when I reached the chapel I suddenly found myself in 
the presence of Jesus. . . . He drew me to His Heart and let me 
hear harmonies such as I had never heard here below. . . . My 
God... this is Heaven... not earth... . He then said: 
‘What else do I want but love? Look at My Heart, Josefa. It alone 
can make you happy. Rest in It.’ 

“Then He went on to say: ‘I had six thorns. You have taken out 
five; only one remains and that is the one that wounds Me most. 
Spare no pains to remove it.’ 

‘Lord,’ I answered, ‘what shall I dor’ F 

‘I want you to love Me and to be faithful to Me. Remember, 
no one else can make you happy. I will lay open to you the riches 
of My Heart. Love Me without measure.’ 

“And again I was left alone.” 


The feast of the Assumption came round. Josefa, who loved 
Our Lady so dearly, spent the day in union with her, and as the 
remembrance of the thorn deeply embedded in the Sacred Heart 
haunted her: 


“T begged her,” she wrote, “to take charge of that soul and to 
draw out the thorn that Jesus had asked me to remove from His 
Heart. 

“The next day, towards three in the afternoon, while I was at 
my sewing, I was telling Our Lord that I wanted every stitch to 
be an act of love so as to comfort Him; hardly had I finished the 
words than I saw Him standing there. He took my heart and drew 
it close to His own.” 


Josefa tells of happening like these in the most matter-of-fact 
way, as if they were quite natural. By faith she had risen to the 
level of the graces she was receiving, though they seem to be of 
an exceptional order. 


““T have not come to comfort you, Josefa,’ He said, ‘but to let 
you share My suffering. Can you not see how that thorn pierces 
My Heart? Draw it out; that soul is almost forcing My justice to 
act 293 

1 Oratory near the door of the chapel at Les Feuillants, dedicated to Our Lady 
under the title of Mater Admirabilis. In Convents of the Sacred Heart copies of the 


mitaculous fresco painted on the wall of the cloister in the Trinita-dei-Monti at 
Rome ate specially honoured. 
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The salvation of that soul was to cost Josefa a great deal of 
suffering. Gradually Our Lord was initiating her into His 
redemptive work, which later was to occupy so gteat a patt of 
her life. He continued: 


““The sins of mankind wound Me deeply, but not neatly so 
much as those of My religious. Of the five thorns you have 
removed, two were religious whom I had overwhelmed with 
favours, but they had turned to creatures, and were forgetting 
Me; I summoned them back to a life of love, but they turned a 
deaf ear, and I was about to abandon them to their own devices. 
. . . . Now they are in My Heart once more. 

““*The other three were chosen souls, but cold . . . so cold, 
that My justice was about to overtake them. That is why I seek 
for love . . . love from souls I have redeemed with My Blood, 
but above all I want that of My religious.’ 

“Then He asked me again: ‘Do you love Me?’ 

“This pierced me like an arrow, for He seemed to be begging 
love of me. 

“Yesterday, Tuesday, 17th August, it was the first thing He 
asked me at my prayer: ‘Do you love Me? . . . If so, Josefa, 
take out that thorn.’ 

“T answered: ‘Lord, Thou knowest very well that I love Thee, 
but poor as Iam I can only offer Thee Thy own love and that of 
my Mother the Blessed Virgin.’ 

“He repeated these words ‘Do you love Me?’ at least thirty times 
that day, in a piercing tone of pain that stabs my heart. During 
Mass He said to me: ‘That thorn is a religious on whom I have 
bestowed many talents. She appropriates them . . . her pride will 
be her ruin.’ 

“That evening I saw His Heart all on fire, the Wound gaping 
wide, and still that thorn was there. ‘I have two measures for every 
soul,’ He said, ‘one is of mercy, and already it has overflowed . . . 
the other is of justice, and it is very nearly full. Nothing grieves 
Me more than the obstinacy and resistance of this soul... . I 
will make a last appeal to her heart; if she still resists, I will leave 
her to her own devices.’ 

“Here I do not know what He made me understand . . . but 
I would give my life to save that soul. 

“As I had permission to make a Holy Hour that evening, I 
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offered myself in union with His Passion. “Do not look at the 
sins of that soul, but rather at the Blood that Thou hast shed 
for it... and which can cleanse all the sins of the whole 
world.’ 

“Then I said the litanies of Our Lady and repeated many times, 
‘Refuge of sinners, pray for us.” When I got to the words “Lamb 
of God who takest away the sins of the world . . .’ my soul was 
filled with anguish. Jesus was silent; He did not seem to be 
listening; He seemed deaf. 

“At the end of the Holy Hour He came, His Heart still pierced 
by that thorn. I begged Him to give it to me so as to rest Him a 
little. He did so. I implored Him to have mercy on that soul, and 
as He did not answer, I said: ‘But Lord, wilt Thou not forgive 
her? . . .” ‘I will touch her heart once again, and if she responds 
she will be the beloved of My Heart. If she still holds out, My 


justice must act.’ ”’ 


Many days went by, Josefa’s offerings were more and more 
costly, but as she said, her soul was plunged in unspeakable 
sadness. 


“T think that never before have I understood as I do now what 
is meant by resistance to grace. I seem to endure something of the 
grief of the Heart of Jesus when a soul turns away from Him. 

“If you are ready to suffer,” said Our Lord to her onWednesday, 
18th of August, “I will wait for that soul, but unless she herself 
wills to be forgiven, I cannot pardon her. She was created with- 
out her co-operation, but she is free to save or lose her soul.” 


“A few days later He added: ‘When I find a soul that is loving 
and wants to comfort Me, I am ready to grant whatever she asks, 
so I will wait, and knock again at the door of her heart; if she is 
willing, My Heart is ready to forgive.’ 

“There were tears in His voice, and His words left me in agony. 
He has taught me to repeat often: My God, I will suffer for love 
of Thee, and to comfort Thy Sacred Heart.” 


Josefa was oppressed by the suffering she was undergoing, she 
felt as if the divine anger had fallen on her. 


“At the same time,” she wrote, “I feel in my heart what His 
must suffer, if a consecrated soul is damned.” 
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Once, when in still greater distress, she met Our Lord weary 
and coveted with sweat. It was Friday, 20th of August, and in her 
notes we read: 


“My God, who has put Thee in this state? 

“Tam tired of appealing to that soul, for her heart is insensible 
and full of pride. Acts of humility on your part would be a com- 
' pensation to Me. Ask forgiveness of God My Father, and humble 
yourself; thus you will be a comfort to Me.’ ” 


Our Lord’s calls pursued her and left her no rest either day or 
night. The weight of that soul was heavy on her own. Suffering 
of all kinds increased, till her whole being shared in them, with- 
out, however, lessening her desire for reparation. 

On Wednesday, the 25th of August, after a night of agony and 
supplication, Josefa, ever faithful to her morning’s meditation, 
began it with the other novices. 


“Suddenly,” she wrote, “I saw Him. . . . He, the all-beautiful. 
. . . [cannot attempt to describe Him. He was standing upright, 
vested in white, He held His Heart in His Hands, as in a brazier 
of fire. His whole Person shone with radiant light. His hair was 
like spun gold, His eyes like brilliants, and His countenance .. . 
what canI say . . . I can find no comparison worthy of It... . 
His Heart surmounted by the cross no longer had any thorn in 
It. The wound which was open wide, emitted flames . . . a very 
sun. . . . From the wounds in His hands and feet also came 
bright flames. . . . From time to time He opened and extended 
His arms; all I could say, was, O Jesus! how beautiful Thou art... 
how hearts would be ravished could they behold Thee . . . and 
the thorn? . . . He smiled, and His Heart looked as if about to 
escape His hands, while He answered: “The thorn? . . . It is 
gone, for there is nothing so strong as love, and that I find among 
my religious.’ 

“His Heart was kindling more and more. I thanked Him for 
having drawn me to this Society, and begged Him to have 
compassion on me who am a miserable creature and unworthy 
to be here: O Lord, do not permit me to be the one blot on this 
holy group of consecrated souls. Do not allow the graces I 
receive to be my condemnation, for there is no evil of which Iam 
not capable; I want to be faithful or to die.” 
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It was in this new joy that a few minutes later Josefa assisted 
at Mass, associating herself with the thanksgiving of the Blessed 
Virgin, when Our Lord again manifested Himself to her. 


“He drew me to His Heatt and held me in so close an embrace 
that I could not stir. After a few moments of silence, He said: 
‘Do you see, Josefa, how I hold you so that you can make no 
movement without Me? That is how I wish to hold the souls of 
My teligious.’ 

“Then He went on to say: “That thorn was removed here; that 
soul will be saved by the prayers and sacrifices of My Consecrated 
ones in this the Garden of My delights. . . . Tell your Mother 
this.’ 

“‘After Communion I asked Him to consecrate me His true 
Spouse by fidelity . . . but to leave me in the common way, for 
I should never be able to correspond to His graces. 

“ “Leave yourself in My Hands, Josefa. I will use you as seems 
best to Me. I will take you when I need you, for you are Mine. 
What of your littleness and weakness . . . no matter... All 
I ask of you is to love and console Me. I want you to know how 
dearly My Heart loves you, how great are the riches it contains, 
and you must be like soft wax that I may mould you to My 
liking. 

““*Tell Reverend Mother that it is because of My religious in 
this house that this soul has been saved. She is not from these 
parts, but belongs to your home-country, so I have saved her 
through your sacrifice of your native land. Tell Me, Josefa, do 
you love your homeland?’ 

““ “Yea, Lord, but I love Thee more.’ 

“ “Listen, then. Since you came here I have made use of your 
sufferings to save that soul, and the other five that were far from 
Me. I want you to offer Me all, even the smallest things, so as to 
comfort My Heart’s sufferings, especially those I have to endure 
from consecrated souls in religion. I want you to rest in My Heart 
without any fear. Gaze on it; cannot this flame burn up all your 
imperfections? Leave yourself entirely in My Hands and be busy 
only in pleasing Me.’ 

“I want you to tell Reverend Mother in all simplicity what- 
evet I ask of you, and you must have no personal care as to how 
they use you. Lastly, I repeat: be like soft wax, to which I can 
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give any shape I please. . . . Remember that I am your Father, 
your Spouse, your God.’ 

“A little before the end of Mass, He again said to me: ‘Do you 
love Mer’ 

“Then He vanished. Never had I seen Him so beautiful! 

“All this time I was able to talk to Him and listen to Him 
because I had leave. But from to-day onward I have been ordered 
to make no more account of these things, and not to answer 


anything.” 


Josefa under Trial 
26th August-8th October 1920 


“I will give a sign in_you’ 
(Our Lord to Josefa, 2zoth September 1920.) 


Towarps the end of August 1920, in order to try the spirit that 
actuated Josefa, she was forbidden to have any communication 
with the apparition that had so often filled her heart with such 
joy. She was told to turn away, and to attach no importance to 
anything she might see or hear. 

Was doubt beginning to creep in? Her soul was thereby pro- 
foundly unsettled, and she asked herself if she had not all along 
been the sport of illusion, as others seemed to think. Moreover, 
the devil had already suggested this to her many times, and she 
had rejected it as a temptation, so as to remain faithful to what she 
deemed God’s Will in her regard. Oh, where was the truth? 

At the same time her mind was tortured by the fear that this 
path which she had neither sought nor wanted might eventually 
become an obstacle to her vocation. Her instinctive horror of all 
that was out of the ordinary, her genuine wish for a life hidden 
and humble, added to her present confusion of mind. 

Already accustomed to the most intimate self-sacrifice and 
matured by her spirit of faith and obedience, she never hesitated 
to do as she was told, without allowing herself either to reason 
or to argue interiorly, and so she entered on the obscure path 
where her love was to suffer so keenly, as her notes indicate: 


“Thursday, 2nd of September, I saw at meditation the same 
Person, so beautiful, with His Heart as before. He asked me twice 
F 
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if I loved Him. I gave no answer, out of obedience, although it 
cost me immensely, for in spite of myself, my whole soul bounded 
forward towards Him.” 


On 5th of September Josefa was in the Noviceship . . . 


“When suddenly,” she said, “I saw a brilliant light, in the midst 
of which was the Person as always with a Heart all on fire. I was 
so frightened that I fled to our Blessed Mothet’s cell. I rubbed 
my eyes and asperged myself all over with Holy Water, but the 
Vision remained. 

“Why are you afraid?’ said a voice. ‘Do you not know that 
this is the abode of your peace?’ A few minutes passed, then the 
voice added: ‘Do not forget that I want you to be a victim of My 
love.’ Then all was quiet again.” 


The trial continued day after day, Josefa resisting and making 
no response, but sometimes she was unable to withdraw from an 
ovetwhelming attraction—it dominated her, filled her with 
happiness and heavenly peace. 


““*Come,’ said the voice, ‘enter in . . . lose yourself in this 
abyss.’ ” 


On Wednesday, 8th September, towards evening, she was 
praying in the cell of Saint Madeleine Sophie, when like a flash 
of lightning the burning Heart of Jesus passed before her and 
she heard: “Which do you prefer, My Will or yours?’ 


“I understood that to be the answer to what I was asking of 
Our Lord with all my heart; to be a good religious, solely occupied 
in loving His Divine Heart, but following common life, for I am 
so afraid all those things will be an obstacle to my vocation.” 


Next day, the 9th, at Mass, she saw Him whom for so long she 
had never doubted. In one hand He held His Heart, and with the 
other He offered her a chalice: 

“T have heard your distress,” He said to her. “I know your 
desires, but I cannot grant them. My love needs to rest in you. 
Take this Blood which has flowed from My Heart. It is the source 
of love. Do not fear, and do not abandon Me. I delight in living 
in you, for so many turn away from Me.” 
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Josefa remained silent .. . 


“But,” she wrote, “I could not help thinking: My God, if I 
had known, I should never have come here! The idea tormented 
me, for I thought that if I had stayed in the world, nothing of all 
this would have happened, and every day my anxiety increased. 
I will surely go backward, unless God keeps me faithful to Him. 
But I feel myself bound in a way I cannot understand and the love 
of my vocation grows and grows. That is what makes me 
constantly beg the Heart of Jesus to leave me to common life, I 
mean, with none of these extraordinary happenings, even if it 
be with no consolation whatever, if that were His Will, provided 
I can remain faithful in little things and love His Adorable Heart 
above measure.” 


This Heart again showed Itself to her on 16th September. 
She heard: 


“To satisfy a love so great, you must try to find souls for Me. 
You will do so by suffering and by love. You will have to bear 
many humiliations, but do not be afraid, for you are in My 
Heart.’ 


In the face of doubt, she tried to close her eyes, but was unable 
to distract her mind from the urge to love God which daily 
increased in her soul. 


“The only comfort I can get is in incessantly telling Him of my 
love,”’ she wrote; “‘it detaches me from the things of earth. The 
ardent love I used to have for my family and for many others, 
though still there, has changed . . . nothing of it all can fill 
my heart now. When I say even unconsciously: “My God I love 
Thee;’ it satisfies me and helps me to do what otherwise would 
be impossible. 

“Sometimes I am distracted when at work; then suddenly the 
Heart of Jesus passes before me like a flash, and rekindles the 
flame of love in my heart.” 


The crucifying trial increased in severity as time went on, and 
Josefa’s fears grew, but her spirit of obedience kept her faithful, 
and it gradually became evident how Our Lord, by detaching her 
from created things, was attaching her more and mote to 
Himself. 
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On Friday, the 17th of September, He showed Himself to her 
at Mass. His Face was sad, His Hands bound, the crown of thorns 
encircled His Head, and His Heart as always was on fite. He offered 
her a cross which she had not at first noticed. 


“ ‘Behold the Cross that I give you,” He said. ‘Will you refuse 
it?” 

“I was in anguish at not being able to answer,” she wrote, 
“for in spite of myself my heart went out to Him. I burn with 
longing to love Him; but I am not sure that it is really Himself, 
and this fills me with acute distress. What I now ask is that once 
and for all these things should cease.” 
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But He came again: 


“On Sunday, the 19th, during my prayer, I was turning over in 
my mind how to love Him more, for I can think of nothing else. 
Suddenly I saw Him. His Heart was like a great conflagration... 
the Heart that fills me with peace, and makes me able to bear 
anything.” 

“* “If you love me,’ He said, ‘I shall always remain near you. 
If you follow Me closely, I shall grant you victory over the 
foe; I shall manifest Myself to you, and teach you how to 
love.’ ” 


The next day, 2oth, while her mind was still preoccupied with 
the same trouble, she begged Our Lord to give a sign to her 
Superiors, that they might know for certain whether or not these 
things came from Him. 

He appeared suddenly and said to her: “A sign? I will give a 

sign in you. All I ask of you is to surrender yourself entirely to 
Me.”4 

And so it came to pass, for God was imprinting His sign on the 
docile and generous heart of Josefa, whose obedience throughout 
this trial was a proof in itself. In spite of the divine advances, she 
continued to keep silence. But there came a day .. . 


“When,” she wrote on 27th September, “I cannot say what 
happened. I found myself obliged to surrender, and give myself 
up to God’s demands, and I was only able to say: “Yes, Lord, Iam 


'“La sefial, la dare en ti. Lo que quiero es que te abandones a Mi.” 
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Thine; whatever Thou willest, I also will.’ At the same moment 
I saw Jesus in all His beauty, and He said: ‘Have no fear. 
fis]. 


On Friday, z9th, she saw Him once more, when again He asked 
her: “Are you ready to do My Will?” 


“My God,” she wrote, “I deliver myself over into Thy Hands 
to do whatever is Thy Will, if really it is Thyself. All I ask is that 
I should not be in delusion and that nothing should prejudice 
my religious life. 

“Then He answered: “What is there to fear, if you are in My 
hands? Never doubt the goodness of My Heart, nor the love I 
bear you.’ A flame escaped from His Sacred Heart and wrapped 
me round, ‘All I ask of you is that you should always be ready to 
console My Heart, whenever I call on you. The comfort given Me 
by one faithful soul compensates for the coldness and indifference 
of so many others. You will sometimes feel in your heart the 
anguish that is in Mine, and that is how you will allay My sorrow. 
Fear nothing, I am with you.’ ” 


But even so she was not fully reasssured, and when the Presence 
had left her and she was once more alone she was again a prey to 
vety great distress. Tossed between an attraction that was at 
times irresistible and fear of the abnormal, and bound to silence 
by obedience, she implored Our Lord to leave her to the simple 
and common life that her love ambitioned, or to give light to her 
Superiors that would put an end to so many doubts and so much 
suffering. 

She whom no one ever invokes in vain was to come to Josefa’s 
aid. 

In the evening of Sunday, 3rd of October, the Mother Assistant 

. guessed from Josefa’s face of acute agony all that the poor novice 
was going through, and she sent her to bed early. In the lonely 
little dormitory where she could not find relief in sleep she prayed 
to Our Lady. 


“TI recited the litanies of Our Lady,” she wrote, “then with all 
my heart I prayed, telling her with anguish what I had been saying 
for many days past: O Mother, for the love of God, do not let 
me be deluded, and make me know whether it is all true or 
not. 
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“At once I heard a light footstep, as of somebody coming, and 
then I saw, standing by my bedside, a person clothed in white 
and wrapped in a long veil. Her features were very fine, her hands 
crossed; she looked at me very tenderly and said: “My child, you 
ate not mistaken, and Reverend Mother will soon know it, but 
you must first suffer if you are to win souls for My Son.’ 

“She disappeared, leaving me in peace beyond all words.” 


It was the Queen of Heaven, and Josefa never doubted it for a 
minute, but Mary had said “you must suffer’, and Josefa was 
being asked to give her consent freely to an appeal to co-operate 
in redemptive suffering. 

The following day, 4th of October, Our Lord, showing her 
His Wounded Heart, said: ‘Look at the state to which unfaithful 
souls have reduced My Heart. They do not know how much I 
love them, and that is why they forsake Me. Will not you at least 
do My Will?” A flood of apprehension overwhelmed her soul. 


“T did not answer,” she wrote honestly, “‘but everything within 
me said No. He disappeared. I felt I must have displeased Him, 
for He vanished like a flash. 

“Next day, 5th October, while I was saying the litanies of Our 
Lady, she came again, stayed quite a long time and then said to 
me: ‘If you refuse to do my Son’s Will, you will wound His 
Heart. Consent to everything He asks of you, but do not attribute 
anything to yourself. Be very humble, child!’ She looked at me 
with great compassion, then went away.” 


From now on Our Lady, full of tender compassion and strong 
kindness, intervenes in Josefa’s life. Her Son’s part is paramount, 
she helps only when there is question of reassuring Josefa in her 
faltering hesitations, of strengthening her in her fears, or of 
bringing her will into line with God’s. She acts as a warning, 
sometimes as a prop; she initiates her into Our Lord’s plans and 
prepares her for His coming; she teaches her how to guard against 
the snares of the devil and how to repair her failings. She, “as 
an army set in array”, is there to defend her in the perilous 
combats with the evil one. 

This intervention of Our Lady increased in the eyes of 
Superiors the light beginning to dawn around Josefa; her simple 
and courageous obedience, her indifference and abandonment, as 
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well as her humble distrust of herself, her fear of an abnormal 
path, and above all her love of her vocation, which she held in 
higher esteem than anything else in the world—all pointed to a 
heavenly origin in her state; and these signs could not be opposed 
indefinitely. The time seemed to have come to allow full liberty 
to the divine action, whilst still surrounding Josefa with vigilant 
control. She was given permission to “offer herself”, and that in 
spite of her acute repugnance to it. 


“On Friday, 8th of October,” she wrote, “at Meditation, I 
made an act of conformity to the Divine Will. During Mass, a 
little before the Gospel, I saw Our Lady. I begged her inter- 
cession; I told her why I felt such repugnance for those graces, 
but that I had quite made up my mind to accept all to glorify 
the Heart of Jesus, to console Him and to win souls for Him. 
I think she had pity on me, for she said: ‘My child, this is the 
ptayer you must say to Our Lord, and His Heart will not resist: 
“O Father, make me worthy to accomplish Thy Holy Will, for I 
belong to Thee.” ’ 

“Then she added: ‘If you are in the hands of a good Father, 
what more do you want?’ 

“T implored her to receive my offering and to carry it herself 
to Jesus. 

““That same evening when I went to the chapel I found myself 
suddenly in Our Lord’s presence. 

“His Face was so beautiful, His Heart encircled with flames; in 
the midst, in front of the Cross, was an open book. I did not under- 
stand what it signified. . . . I offered myself once more and 
ptomised never to take back my gift. He placed His Hand on my 
head and said: ‘If you do not forsake Me, neither will I desert you. 
Henceforth, Josefa, call me nothing but Father and Spouse. If 
you are faithful, we shall make this pact together: Bride and Bride- 
groom, espoused to one another, you Mine, and I yours. And now 
write what you read in My Heart; it sums up all I want of you.’ 

“Then I read in the book: 

*¢ «T shall be the one love of your heart, the sweet torture of 
your soul, and the welcome martyrdom of your body. 

“You shall be the victim of My Heart through a bitter dislike 
for all that is not Me; victim of My Soul by all the anguish of 
which yours is capable; victim of My Body, by the denial of all 
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that could satisfy yours, and by your hatred of the flesh which is 


both criminal and cursed. 
“When I had read the book, He made me kiss it, and then He 


disappeared.” 


1 These words, which wete not spoken by Our Lord, but shown to Josefa written 
in a book in the midst of the flames of His Heart, are to be found word for word in 
the works of Saint Margaret Mary. They ate at the hour of Sext of the Office for 
Tuesday in the Little Breviary of the Sacred Heart. Through them the Saint marvel- 
lously explains her mission as a victim and it would seem that in reproducing them 
here as His own it was Our Lotd’s intention to associate humble little Sister Josefa 
with the Saint. Needless to say that at that time Josefa had never seen nor read the 
life and writings of Saint Margaret Mary. 


CHAPTER III 


PRUGH I RY THE HEART “OF JESUS 


First Steps 
9th—28th October 1920 


“Your misery attracts Me’’ 
(Our Lord to Josefa, 15th October 1920.) 


Human y speaking, one might expect that so luminously mapped- 
out a path would have offered Josefa neither obstacles nor 
shadows. This would be to forget God’s ways with souls He has 
specially chosen: He draws them, and then hides Himself—He 
attracts, then baffles them—He fills them with gifts and next leaves 
them to their native poverty. He carries them in His arms, and 
then allows them to fall back into nerveless weakness. These are 
the searching alternatives that confirm them in detachment, 
abandonment, and humility, and alone can convince the creature 
of its nothingness, placing the instrument passive and quiescent 
in His Divine Hands. 

Josefa’s notes acquaint us with these vicissitudes, and their 
moving simplicity and candid sincerity make of them a document 
of real importance. 

From the very first she had been put under obedience to write 
down all she saw and heard. To begin with, this was a kind of 
relief to her feelings, but whereas she then threw on paper with 
burning and naive diffuseness the sentiments she felt incapable of 
keeping to herself, later she became aware that these notes which 
she believed to be for herself alone would become a necessary 
means of control in the hands of her guides, and her habitual 
self-diffidence and the reserve that had always surrounded her 
relations with Our Lord reasserted themselves in her writings. 

She sacrificed her repugnance by obeying the injunction, but 
her acceptance was not free from struggle and some wavering, as 
her notes bear witness, even to the end. Her style changes from 
now on, and becomes very sober, facts alone are briefly mentioned. 
We rarely meet with the outpourings of the earlier days, but what 
is very characteristic is that she never fails to recount her own 
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weaknesses and vacillations, nor her occasional resistance in the 
face of some particularly crucifying event. No doubt Our Lord 
meant us to learn from these honest acknowledgments how great 
is His compassion and how untiring His mercy. 

Before recording the contents of Josefa’s note-books it may be 
well to answer the perfectly legitimate question as to how in 
general they were written. ’ 

From the very beginning of her supernatural intercourse 
Josefa had been told to ask permission before entering into 
communication with her celestial visitors, and to give an account 
of what had passed immediately afterwards. She submitted to 
this control, which cost her nature very much. This gave her 
Superiors the possibility of writing down these divine appearances 
at once, noting the place and time of these messages, in the very 
words which she used to repeat, as if still under the ascendency of 
an invisible Presence. 

In this manner Our Lord’s words were accurately recorded— 
words of which He had said that none of them were to be lost.1 

During her days of laborious work which left her little leisure 
Josefa was glad to hand over her papers to the secure keeping of 
her Superiors. When in the evening her labours were at an end, or 
during the freer hours of Sunday, she knew that the transcription 
of her notes was expected of her as part of her obedience. Leaving 
her needle, her sewing-machine or her broom, as the case might 
be, she went to her cell to complete this task, which always cost 
her a great deal. There, oftenest kneeling before a small table, she 
re-copied in her rapid if unskilled writing the notes that had been 
left in the care of her Mothers. The only additions she made were 
of facts which formed the setting to Our Lord’s words, a few 
heartfelt comments and a more detailed avowal of her failings. 

All these precious documents have been religiously preserved. 

The principal facts of Josefa’s life were published in 1938 in 
Un Appel a ? Amour, but the wish to know more than this slight 


1 Let us here note once and for all that Josefa never had to translate into “human” 
language interior visions, words, or motions, for Our Lord always manifested His 
thought and wishes in the direct form of human words which she petceived in a 
sensible way, and which she had only to transcribe in the very same terms. 

It may be added that, fully occupied as her days were by household work, 
obliged to ask leave before each meeting and to give a full account of it immediately 
after, Josefa would never have had time to invent, prepare, or make up her narrative; 
these conditions necessarily excluded any premeditation on her patt and so stamped 
all she recorded with a further mark of veracity. 
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biography revealed was expressed by many. The time seems to 
have come to give Josefa’s writings more fully to a wider public. 
Perhaps this is also the best way of fulfilling the wishes of the 
Divine, Heart. He wants the riches of His love and mercy to be 
known. He wants souls to understand to what an extent He 
condescends to live their ordinary life with them, so as to trans- 
form it into “days of divine life”; He thirsts for a union which 
our frailty need not interrupt, and above all He longs to let souls 
know how certain they are of His forgiveness, for all their 
weakness. But if He seeks their love and trust to this extent, it is 
because He wants to associate them with Himself by total sur- 
render, that they may with Him carry out His work of love and 
redemption. 

All this imprinted itself day by day and hour by hour on the life 
of Sister Josefa. If Our Lord imposed on her the duty of writing 
down in detail all He said to her, certainly it was not for her own 
benefit, since it entailed nothing but sacrifice. It was in order that 
many souls might gather from these pages the lessons and appeals 
of His Heart. 

Since 8th October, the day on which she made her offering, 
Josefa had recovered her peace of soul, together with divine 
light. Her work had in no way been modified throughout this 
difficult period, and when Our Lord wanted her He always found 
her at her duties. 


“To-day, 15th October, while at prayer, I was asking Him for 
a love strong and courageous like that of Saint Teresa; suddenly 
He presented Himself to me with outstretched arms; I was not 
able to resist the attraction of those arms. I asked Him why He 
loved me so . . . and I surrendered myself wholly to Him to do 
ot undo in me just as He pleased... . 

“He said to me: ‘Your misery attracts Me. What would you 
do without Me? Do not forget that the lowlier you become, the 
nearer I shall be to you. Let Me do as I please.’ ” 


That same morning Josefa had renewed her act of total sur- 
render into His Hands by way of preparation for her Communion. 
No sooner had she done so than Jesus appeared and said: “I 
forgive you all; you are the price of My Blood, and I intend to 
use you to save the many. souls that have cost Me so dear; do not 
refuse Me anything. See how much I love you.” 
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“As He said these words He enveloped me in the flame of His 
Heart and gave me great courage, for now I am no longer afraid 
of suffering; my one wish is to do His Will.” 


The Blessed Virgin strengthened her a few moments later: 


“« “My daughter,’ she said, “ ros will never forsake My Son, will 
your’ 

** “NJo, Mother, never.’ 

“ Do not be afraid of suffering, for you will always be given 
sufficient strength to bear it. Think of this: you have only to-day 
in which to suffer and love . . . eternity will be all joy.’ 

“I begged her not to desert me, but to obtain for me from Jesus 
the fidelity I need. Then I asked her forgiveness, and she answered: 

“ “Have no feat, Josefa; leave yourself in the hands of Jesus 
and constantly repeat this prayer: ““O Father, merciful and good, 
look upon Thy child, and make her so entirely Thine own, that 
she may lose herself in Thy Heart. May her one desire, O Father, 
be to accomplish Thy holy Will.” This prayer will please Him, 
for He wants nothing so much as surrender, and thus you will 
comfort His Heart. Do not fear, abandon yourself. I will help 
you.’ 

“It seems to me,’ commented Josefa, “‘that all that made me 
braver, and as I have now given myself over entirely into God’s 
hands, nothing else matters. 

“On the evening of Saturday, 16th of October, I asked Him 
why He gave me so many totally undeserved graces. During my 
adoration I saw Him crowned with thorns and He gave me this 
answer: “Have I asked you to merit the graces I give you? What I 
ask is that you should accept them. I will show you the School in 
which this lesson can be learned. Leave Me free to do as I like in 
you.” 


This School was about to open for Josefa. 


“The very next day, 17th October,” wrote Josefa, “I saw Him 
just as He was yesterday, His Heart all aflame and the Wound 
even wider. I adored Him with deep respect and asked Him to 
kindle a fire of love in my heart. Then He drew my head to His 
Heart, and I could hear its pulsations, and He said: ‘This is the 
School where you will acquire the knowledge of complete 
renunciation, and thus I shall be able to do with you what I will’ ” 
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Josefa made a beginning in this science of all sciences; she had 
yet to learn how to make a complete surrender of herself to her 
Master, which would leave Him free to use her as He wished. 

Two days of great loneliness of soul went by. She asked herself 


whether*she had perhaps displeased Him. . . . She appealed to 
mum: i. He came:.:. . 


“Why do you call me, Josefa?’ 

‘Lord, I cannot live without Thee, and I was afraid I might 
have saddened Thee.’ 

“ “No, Josefa, I love to hear you calling Me; I thirst so for 
love.’ 

““As He said these words, I understood that I had not so much 
as begun to love Him. I asked Him to teach me how to love 
Him. He made me listen to the beating of His Heart; then He said: 
‘If you are resolved to be faithful, I will pour into your heart the 
flood of My mercy and you will know what My love for you is. 
But always remember that if I love you it is because you are little, 
not because you are good.’ ” 


Many a time this lesson of humility would be repeated, and 
while Our Lord enkindled in her heart a most vehement love of 
Himself, He constantly reminded her of her utter insignificance 
on the one hand, and on the other of the souls for whom He 
thirsts. 


“To-day at my prayer,” she wrote, on Thursday 21st of 
October, “I asked Him that souls may love Him and I said: ‘If 
it is love that Thou askest, Lord, attract many souls to this 
Society, for here they will learn to love Thy Heart.’ 

“During my thanksgiving, first I saw His Heart surrounded 
with thorns and with flames, which I take to be love; then I saw 
Him, extending His arms.1 He said: ‘Yes, Josefa, all I ask of souls 
is their love, but they give Me only ingratitude; I should like to 
fill their souls with grace, but they pierce My Heart through and 
through. I call them and they turn away from Me... if you 


1 This divine gesture of outstretched arms has already been noted by Josefa, and 
was to be repeated many times; it would seem to be significant of Our Lord’s appeal 
to the whole world through His Messenger. That is why this attitude of the Mont- 
martre Statue with Heart inflamed and Arms open wide has been selected as the 
most suitable in representing and illustrating the Message of the Heart of Jesus. 
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accept, I will give you charge of souls, and by your sacrifices and 
love, you will win them for Me.’ 

“As He said these words, He again drew me close to His Heart; 
I heard Its mysterious beating; the sound filled me with a kind of 
agony. Then He went on to say: “You know very well that I want 
you to be the victim of My love, but I will never leave you with- 
out help. Surrender yourself entirely to Me.’ ” 


Josefa was often to hear these mysterious heart-beats of her 
Lord: appeals of love which filled her with distress and tenderness. 


“Between one and the next,” she wrote, “‘a moment elapses, 
and my soul is in such anguish that it feels as if torn from my body. 
I feel sharp pain, but at the same time long to suffer more . 
for all I want is to win souls and so bring some relief to His 
Heart.” 


“Don’t forget what you read in My Heart. Think well over it 
and have no fear,’ Our Lord said to her on Saturday, 23rd of 
October. 

That same day, in a way peculiarly His own, He told her that 
her whole life was to be a dwelling in love as in its appropriate 
atmosphere. Josefa was working in the linen-room when sud- 
denly He stood before her. There happened to be a great press of 
work at the moment, and she asked Him to allow her to remain 
at her task, at the same time begging Him to forgive her for the 
liberty she was taking... . 


“For I would not willingly pain Thee, my Jesus’. . . but He 
at once vanished. I was rather sorry for having said that to Him, 
and to comfort Him I kept on telling Him how I loved Him.” 


That evening she was on her way to the third storey to close 
some windows, and as she walked along she constantly murmured 
her love for Him the thought of Whom never left her. “Suddenly 
as I reached the top-storey corridor,” she wrote, “I saw Him 
coming to meet me from the other end.” 

Jesus was surrounded with light so radiant and so lovely that 
it lit up an otherwise dark passage. He walked rapidly, as if eager 
to meet her. 

““ “Where do you come from?’ 

““T have been closing the windows, Lord.’ 
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“ “And where are you going?’ 

“TI am going to finish doing so, my Jesus.’ 

“That is not the way to answer, Josefa.’ 

“I did not understand what He meant, and He continued: ‘I 
come from love and I go to love. Whether you go up or down, you 
are evet in My Heart, for it is an abyss of love. I am with you.’ 

“As He disappeared, He left me in such joy that it is quite 
indescribable.” 


This exquisite little incident is remembered at Poitiers, for the 
dark passage goes by the name of The Corridor of Love. 

But rare were the moments of consolation in Josefa’s history 
at this period; she had to learn by experience what was the true 
significance of self-surrender and the value of souls. 

She thus notes the apparition of Our Lord at the beginning of 
her prayer on Tuesday, the 26th of October: 


“He looked utterly forsaken and suffering. The Crown of 
Thorns encircled His brow, and little streamlets of blood ran 
down His face. His Heart, too, was wounded and torn. He did 
not speak. I offered Him my love and that of all the others to 
comfort Him. I told Him I wished I could wear myself out 
through love of Him, and ended by asking Him to give me the 
fire of His Sacred Heart with which to love Him. Then He said 
to me: ‘Yes, love is all I ask for; contemplate Me . . . and share 
in My sufferings.’ 

“Then He vanished, leaving my soul in a great solitude. 

“*T want you to console My Heart, Josefa,’ He said again to 
her that same evening; ‘I am so lonely.’ 

“ “No, my Jesus,’ she replied, ‘am I not here? Lowly indeed, but 
entirely Thine. Besides, Thou hast many other souls here, only 
too teady to console Thee.’ 

“*Yes, but so many others forsake Me, and so many ate lost 
for ever. Come, draw near My Heart and share Its grief.’ 

“Then I heard the beating of His Heart . . . after a moment 
another beat, and so I counted seven. 

“* “Rach of these beats is for a soul I am calling.’ 

“The next day, Wednesday, 27th October, during my evening 
adoration, He came again and said: ‘I want you to save those 
souls. . . . Look at the fire of My Heart; it is the craving to save 
them that will burn up yours.’ 
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“He made me see in the very depths of His Heart the seven 
souls that He is begging to return to Him. 

“*You will gain them by your offerings. Stay still in My 
Heart and fear nothing.’ ” 


Did Our Lord, Who reads into the depths of hearts, see in 
Josefa’s an ever-present apprehension that something out of the 
otdinary might be noticed by those around her? . . . Next day, 
during her thanksgiving, while she was confiding this worry to 
His compassionate Heart, He came at once as if anxious to reassure 
her: “‘What matter, Josefa? Have I not told you that you will have 
to undergo humiliation?” 

This lesson in humility and abandonment was one Our Lord 
never tired of reiterating to her. It was one which only suffering 
and love was to teach her; but it was the foundation of all He 
meant to build. That evening He again appeared to her in the 
dolorous condition which made her write: 


“Oh, how sorty I felt for Him. . . . He looked at me in such 
a way that I could not complain as I wanted to, for I realized 
that my pain was but a shadow of His. I then saw behind Him an 
interminable file of souls, and looking at me significantly He said: 
‘All these are waiting for you . . . you are free in your choice, 
Josefa, but if you truly love Me, you will not be afraid.’ 

“I again murmured how afraid I was these things might be 
noticed. 

“What matter if they are? If so you can give glory to My 
Heart.’ 

“But I am only a novice, Lord!’ 

““T know that quite well, but only be faithful, and nothing of 
this will harm you. Do not fear.’ 

A a I offered myself to His service, to be used just as He 
wills. ° 

“*Yes, I shall make of you a victim, for you must resemble Me 
if you are to be My Bride, and can you not see what I am like?’ 

“T have not seen Him again since then.” 
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Daily Precepts and Forgiveness 
22nd October-18th December 1920 


“T will seek you in_your nothingness, to unite you to Myself” 
(Our Lord to Josefa, 8th November 1920) 


JosFa’s offering was to carry her still further on the way marked 
out for her by Our Lord. 

Mote than ever she came to know experimentally what courage 
and confidence the Divine Will was to ask of her. 


“T am so tempted, so cold, so unsettled,” she wrote at the end 
of October, “that my vocation seems to have vanished—no faith 
left, all is black, and I so unfeeling. I offer this suffering to 
console His Heart and win Him souls, but this very thought 
continually brings to my mind what a life of infidelity I have led. 
When I see what I myself am, it seems presumption to pray for 
others. How helpless I am!” 


It seemed to be Our Lord’s will to leave her to herself for a 
while; though this abandonment was only apparent and nothing 
abnormal in the spiritual life. Coming as it did after the familiari- 
ties of love she had experienced shortly before, it threw her soul 
into a kind of confused distress to which she was as yet un- 
accustomed. Nevertheless, she reacted bravely and never ceased 
affirming a love which it was her determination to maintain 
faithfully, come what might. 


“O my God,” she wrote, “I want to comfort Thy Heart... 
though I see nothing and feel nothing, yet I believe in Thee and 
I love Thee, and needless to add, I call on Our Blessed Lady all 
the time.” 

A week passed, but the temptation grew as time wenton... 
on Saturday 6th of November, Josefa woke up convinced that 
nothing was of any avail and that her vocation was lost. She tried 
hard to make acts of faith and trust. 


“Tn the midst of this storm,”’ she wrote, “I was able to repeat 
only these words: ‘Jesus, Jesus, forsake me not.’ Awful thoughts 
had taken possession of my mind and I implored Our Lady to stop 
me in time if I were not in a fit state to go to Holy Communion. 


G 
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. . . My time of prayer was spent in this way. Then Mass; I went 
to Holy Communion, but could only call on Jesus to help me, 
and say over and over again: ‘I believe that Thou art in the depths 
of my soul, O my God—indeed I believe it!’ Suddenly I heard 
His answering voice: ‘I am there!’ 

““At once peace returned to my tortured soul, and I saw Him. 
He was wearing His Crown of Thorns, and some little streamlets 
of blood coursed down His face. His Wound was wide open and 
His hands pointed to His Heart. ‘O my Jesus, how lonely Thou 
hast left me . . . and for so long . . . and I was so tempted.’ 
I did not dare go near Him. Then He took my hand in His own, 
and little by little, I know not how, I found myself close to His 
Heart. 

“* ‘When I leave you so cold,’ He said, ‘Iam using your warmth 
to give heat to other souls. When I leave you a prey to anguish, 
your suffering wards off divine justice when it is about to strike 
sinners. When it seems to you as if you did not love Me and yet 
you tell Me unceasingly that you do, then you console My Heart 
most. That is what I want: that you should be ready to comfort 
My Heart every time I need you.’ 

“T told Him that what most troubles me is the fear of having 
offended Him, for He knows well enough that I do not mind pain. 

“Come, Josefa, do not be afraid, for you are never alone. How 
could I forsake you, seeing that I love you to folly? The lowlier 
and the more humble you are, the more you must be kept safe, 
and I am always close to you.” 


In the face of such divine assurances, Josefa could but repeat 
how feeble she knew herself to be, how great was her love, how 
whole-hearted her surrender. . . . 


“T begged Him to give me the virtues I lack, especially humility. 
He interrupted me: ‘I possess humility for your pride.’ 

“*“T am such a coward, so weak when I have to suffer. . . .’ 

“Am I not strength itself?’ 

“Finally, I offered myself, keeping nothing back. 

“ “That is well said, Josefa: nothing for yourself . . . you all 
for Me . . . and I all for you. When I leave you alone and in 
agony, accept My Will, and abandon yourself to Love.’ ” 


The next day, the Master of love further insisted, and repeated 
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whilst showing Himself to her during her prayer (7th November). 
““*Tell me that you love Me; that is what I like best to hear.’ 
“I answered that there was nothing that I wanted more than to 
love Him and that all other things called forth in me but a shadow 
of love.” 
“Yes, keep for Me the heart I have given you and seek for 
nothing but love. That is My wish. My Heart longs to burn and 
consume hearts in the glow of Its fervent love.” 


Jesus made known to her at the same time what were the exigen - 
cies of a love so impassioned as to consume gradually all that was 
still alive and imperfect in her nature. Her smallest faults seemed 
to her to be real infidelities, and in her self-reproach she continu- 
ally implored forgiveness. 


“On Monday, the 8th of November, while I was sweeping the 
stairs, ] was telling Him how sorry I was for a stirring of im- 
patience to which I had yielded in the morning, and which gave 
me great remorse. Near the bottom of the staircase I saw Him 
before me and He seemed to be searching for something. I 
finished the sweeping, then I followed Him to the Noviceship, 
and there He said to me: “You must not grieve overmuch at your 
falls. Why, I could make a saint of you without more ado, but 
what I do ask of you is that you should never hold out against 
My Will. Do what I ask you to do. Let Me act, humble yourself, 
I will seek you out in your nothingness, and unite you to myself.’ ”’ 


Such clear directives throw ample light on the path Our Lord 
had chosen for Josefa. Humility was to make it secure and obedi- 
ence would be her guiding star. 


“ “If T give you these graces, it is because I trust in your fidelity 
and obedience to Myself and to Reverend Mother who represents 
Me. Abandon yourself to My care; I want you to become the 
victim of divine justice and the solace of My Love. I will im- 
molate you, but with arrows of love. I will take you prisoner, but 
with cords of love. Fear nothing. You are deep down in My 
Heart. Abandon yourself to Me and let Me do as I will.’” 


This divine action on her soul was one of trial, and all Josefa 
saw was her own frailty, Ten days of brave struggle followed, in 
which she fought through costly efforts to overcome long, 
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obscure, and difficult temptations from within and without. 
“However,” she commented on Friday, 19th November, “I do 
not think I offended Him, though the temptations were many.” 

Notwithstanding, when Jesus appeared to her during her 
adoration that evening, with His Heart torn and lacerated, she 
exclaimed: 


“‘Q my Jesus, is it I that have thus wounded Thy Heart?’ 

“He did not let me finish: ‘It is not you, Josefa, but the coldness 
of those souls who make no return for My love. If you could but 
understand My sadness that My love meets with no return.’ 

“His Heart then became a living flame. 

“ “See what your loving heart does to Mine, for though you 
feel cold and imagine you no longer love Me, it holds back My 
justice from punishing sinners. One single act of love in the 
loneliness in which I leave you repairs for many of the acts of 
ingratitude of which I am the object. My Heart counts and collects 
these acts of your love as a precious balm.” 


Her anguish was dispelled in the flame that blazed from the 
divine Wound, and even at times invested her. 


“T prayed to Him for all those souls, begging of Him to make 
many of them know the goodness of His Heart and love Him. 

“* “It pleases Me to see you famished for My love and burnt up 
with longing to see Me loved. That by itself is consolation to 
My Heart. Yes, pray for souls, for the seven of which I have given 
you charge. A few more sacrifices, and they will return to Me.’ ” 


On Saturday, zoth of November, He came to her, as a beggar, 
destitute and asking for love. 


“Many little wounds were lacerating His Heart,” she wrote. 

“*Tell Me, would you not attempt the impossible to comfort 
Me, Josefa? . . . Share with Me for a moment the bitterness of 
My Heatt.’ 

“Then helpless distress seemed to overpower my soul. He was 
still there, and gradually His Heart lit up, and all His Wounds 
disappeared. 

“ ‘Listen,’ He said, ‘I want you to give Me souls. Only love 
in all you do is required. Suffer because you love, work because 
you love, and above all abandon yourself to love. When I let you 
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feel anguish of spirit and great loneliness, suffer in love. I want to 
make use of you 4s a tired man uses a stick to lean upon. . . . I 
want to possess you, to envelop you, to consume you entirely, 
but all in great sweetness, so that enduring a martyrdom of love, 
you thirst to suffer more.’ ” 


These visits always brought pain to Josefa, but though they 
at times baffled her, they never tired her generosity. “For the last 
few days,” she wrote, ‘‘my soul is as it were immersed in fear, 
and weighed down by God’s Justice . . . shall I ever emerge 
from this abyss?” 

Our Lord sustained her, nevertheless, and He made Himself 
manifest to her during Mass, on Sunday, the 21st of November. 

“ ‘T come to rest in you, for I am so little loved,’ He said. ‘I am 
in search of love and meet only with thankless neglect. Rare are 
the souls that truly love Me.’ 

“T asked Him if this Noviceship did not comfort Him a little. 
Then to console Him, I offered Him the love of Our Lady, of the 
Saints, of all faithful souls, and even mine. 

“*Yes, Josefa, love Me and never tire of telling Me of your 
love.’ ” 


She obeyed His instructions with all her heart, in spite of the 
dark night of desolation into which it was His Will to plunge her. 


“T tried,” she wrote next day, “to say over and over again “My 
Jesus I love Thee.’ 

“And so do I love you,’ she heard Him answer during her 
prayer. 

“He came with no radiance round Him, looking like a beggar; 
I was silent. But as He continued to gaze sadly at me I ventured 
to speak, and I told Him how much I longed to comfort Him. 

«Yes, do comfort Me, to-day; I will stay beside you all the 
time, so that you may not forget.’ 

“At the end of my prayer, as He did not go away, I said to Him: 
‘Lord, it is time for me to go to my sweeping, but Thou knowest 
that I love Thee, and that all I do is done solely to please 
epee.’ 

“Twice in the course of my work He asked me again whether 
I loved Him. ‘Say it often, to make up for the forgetfulness of so 
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many. 
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That day, Monday, 22nd of November, she spent entirely in 
that divine company. 


“He stayed all the time,” wrote Josefa; “we were not separated 
a single instant. From time to time He stopped me in my work, 
and once while I was sweeping the old cloister of Les Feuillants, 
with its primitive tiled pavement, He asked: ‘Why are you doing 
that?’ 

“He seemed to take delight in the answer He forecast: “Lord, 
I do it because I love Thee. See all the tiles of this corridor—as 
many times I say: I love Thee, Lord.’ ” 


Later on she had to go and fetch some coal from the garden: 


‘<What are you going to do?’ 

“‘T am going to try and prove my love for Thee, by all these 
little things.’ 

“He went on: ‘Many souls think that love consists in saying: 
My God I love Thee. No, love is sweet, and acts because it loves, 
and all that it does is done out of love. I want you to love Me in 
that way, in work, in rest, in prayer and consolation as in distress 
and humiliation, constantly giving Me proofs of your love by 
acts; that is true love. If souls really understood this they would 
advance in perfection rapidly, and how greatly they would 
console My Heart.’ ” 


Consciousness of the divine Presence made Josefa anxious, lest 
the Novices should notice her absorption when she was at work 
with them; it seemed to her impossible to give due attention to 
her work while in the presence of God’s Majesty, which captivated 
and held her. ‘“O my God!” she cried, “‘what will become of me? 
I am afraid of forgetting everything. 


“A little before midday I asked Him if He would go, because 
I had to serve the children in the refectory. 

“But, dear Lord, indeed I shall not forget Thee, while I do it.’ 

“Jesus replied: “Go and ask Mother what you must do. Tell 
her that I am with you; let us go together.’ ” 


Docile as usual, she went in search of the Mother Assistant, and 
explained the case; but it was not possible to free her at that 
moment. She begged her Master’s pardon for the refusal of the 
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request. “It cannot be helped, Josefa, but you have made an act 
of humility and obedience.” 

Life together continued that afternoon. If Our Lord thus made 
Himself visible to Josefa, was it not that later on the faith of many 
souls should be revivified, that they should realize His invisible 
Presence through grace which is so much more certain and 
authentic? 

As for Josefa, the simplicity of her faith never rested on these 
favours; she feared them for herself and thought that those 
around her were bound to take notice of them. “Lord, how will 
all this end?” she said. ““Thou seest how difficult I find it to attend 
to anything but Thy Presence; something will be noticed. . . .” 

“Look, Josefa, if a tiny child finds itself at the foot of a steep 
hill which it has to climb, and its father is at hand, do you think 
it will be allowed to fall?’ 

“These words gave me great confidence, and again I abandoned 
myself into His Hands, that He might do with me whatever. He 
willed.” 


That evening, Our Lord, who had not left her for a single 
moment that day, appeared to her during her adoration in the 
chapel: 

“Tt gave Me great comfort to-day,’ He said, ‘that you never 
left Me, and it was your littleness that pleased Me. I must be 
ptesent to you always, and the more helpless and lowly you find 
yourself, the surer you can be that I am pleased with you.’ 

“Then He put His Hand on my head and added: “Do not forget 
that I shall be the divine torment of your whole being, and that 
you ate the victim of My love; but I support you, and will not 
abandon you, if you are faithful.’ 

“Then He disappeared.” 


However, Our Lord did not allow her to rest in the thought of 
herself. The grace of His habitual Presence had for its evident 
object to make the instrument He was forging adaptable and ready 
to His Hand that He might use her for the salvation of the world. 
She was to be ever more occupied with souls. 


>? 


“The next day, Tuesday 23rd of November,” she wrote, ot 
asked Him to give joy in His service to all the other novices, as 
He gives it to me. 
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“He came at once and said: ‘Are you happy in suffering?” 

“ “Ves, because it is for Thee that I suffer, Lord.’ 

“ Will you carry the burden of other souls?’ 

“ ‘Yes, provided they love Thee, Lord.’ 

“ ‘Well then, you shall suffer because you are the victim of My 
love, but it must be in love and joy and peace in everything and 
always.’ ” 


One day, about that time, Our Lord said to her: “I will join 
the fidelity of many other souls to yours.”’ And for the first time— 
always in view of souls—He let her share with Him the pain of 
the Crown of Thorns. 


“T was in the little chapel of Saint Stanislaus,”—she wrote on 
Friday, the 26th of November. “He was asking me to comfort 
Him and I was thinking what I could do. 

J will leave you My Crown of Thorns for a few minutes, 
Josefa, and you will see what My suffering is.’ 

“At that instant I felt my head encircled with thorns, which 
pierced deep into it. 

“Many times this same pain was renewed. So terrible was it 
that I was about to complain, but He said: ‘Do not complain, 
for nothing will cure you of this pain; it is a share in My 
sufferings.’ ”’ 


From that time on the Crown of Thorns became part of Josefa’s 
life of reparation. Sometimes it signified her union with Our Lord 
crucified; at others the quota of pain apportioned to her love; at 
others again the sign of long-desired forgiveness. There would be 
times when it never left her forehead. But no outward mark of 
these mysterious mystical sufferings was visible. The pallor of 
her face, and the sorrowful expression in her eyes, alone betrayed 
the intensity of her pain. Her bowed head could find no rest either 
day or night. Efforts at relief could do no more than help her bear 
her heavy weight of pain. It was a continuation of her apprentice- 
ship to Christ’s redemptive work for which He had selected her. 
He gradually revealed to her His anxieties about the straying 
sheep of His fold, and His patient longsuffering which no delays 


* The cell where Saint Madeleine Sophie used to gather her first novices in 1806, 
and which had been transformed into a small oratory where the Blessed Sacrament 
was resetved during part of the year. 
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tebut. Towards the end of November He gave into her charge a 
soul about which she wrote: 


“Yesterday He came to the linen-room, where I was working. 
His Heart was wounded and His countenance was like that of the 
Ecce Homo. 

“* “Till that soul comes back to Me,’ He said, ‘I shall come to 
ask you for the love she is refusing Me.’ 

“At about half-past one I followed Him to the dormitory 
where I sleep, and with profound respect, I adored Him. 

“That you may better understand My sorrow, Josefa,’ He 
said, ‘I will make you share it.’ 

“Then my soul became a ptey to sadness. Jesus stood there with 
His wounded Heart and sad countenance. He was silent. I 
comforted Him as best I could . . . when He left: 

““*You have rested Me,’ He said, ‘because you have given Me 
love.’ 


“On Monday, the 29th,” she again wrote, ““He said to me during 
my prayer: ‘I am leaving you My Crown of Thorns and you will 
offer Me the pain of it for that soul. If she delays, we shall unite 
our burning longings for her return. And this will solace My ~ 
Pacatts +” 


But while telling her of His ardent hopes for the return of 
certain souls, Our Lord allowed her personally to experience the 
longanimity of His Heart. She knew her frailty, and how vulner- 
able she was to the slightest suggestions of temptation, whenever 
she was left to her own resources. 


“Words fail me to express my anguish,” she wrote on the 29th 
of November. “My soul seems far, far from Him . . . my body 
exhausted, my courage gone!” 


She asked her Master how He could make any use of her in 
such a state of powerlessness and distress. “What I want,” He 
answered her, “is that you should live so united to My Heart 
that nothing whatever can sepatate you from Me.” 

Again He appealed to her generosity: 


“ T want to rest in you; do not refuse to give Me what belongs 
to Me.’ 
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“And there was I so afraid that I should not have time to do my 
work! 

“And I said to Him: ‘Lord, I shall be late for my employment.’ 

“Do you not know that I am the Master of your heart and of 
your whole being?’”’ 


Did she really know it? She tried to escape from His appeal . . . 
Jesus vanished, leaving her to her regrets. Many a time she would 
fail to take the path He pointed out to her, but these omissions 
wete always followed by fresh forgiveness on His part. It was 
only through many struggles that she learnt the “science of 
abandonment”. ° 

Her love of common life would be to her to the very end a 
cause of repugnance and temptation. Her Master left her this 
battlefield on which to contend, that (so it would seem) He might 
have the joy of expending on her His longsuffering mercy. 


“TI have not seen Him again .. . but I cannot live without 
Him ... and since He left me I have never stopped begging 
Him to forgive me,” she wrote. “Yesterday, 3rd of December, 
after my work, I went to the tribune and knelt before the Blessed 
Sacrament exposed: O my Jesus, I do not deserve to see Thee, 
but show me that Thou hast forgiven me. I stayed quite still. 
Suddenly all the temptations of the last few days vanished, and I 
felt round my head the Crown of Thorns.” 


This was a sign of coming pardon, to be followed by one of 
those scenes of loving-kindness, so revealing of the Heart of God. 


“The next day, Saturday, 4th of December, after my Com- 
munion, He stood before me, as a Father awaiting His child: 
“Come and tell Me all you are afraid of’, and showing me His 
Heart: ‘When you feel unable to bear pain, come here! If you are 
afraid of being humbled, come here! If you are seized with 
apprehension, come closer still!’ 

“I told Him that these graces frighten me, because I do not 
deserve them. ‘I know you do not deserve them, but I only ask 
you to accept them.’ ”’ 


Josefa then laid before Him all her sadness, “for the more I see 
how kind He is the worse I feel about myself. Drawing me gently 
to His Heart, He said: ‘When a tiny child turns its back on his 
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father, do you think he takes offence? . . . come, rest in My 
leaety ss 

Then she reminded Him of the soul He had confided to her 
cate some days ago, and which she could not forget. “Go on 
suffermg for her; she is getting nearer.” 

So much compassionate kindness filled Josefa with amazement 
and desire. She would so like to correspond fully to it, and what 
she calls her ingratitude filled her soul with sorrow. Our Lady 
came to comfort her: 


“She came,” she wrote on Monday, 6th December, ‘“‘while I 
was ptaying for forgiveness and true love. 

“Daughter,” she said, ‘you must not worry like this; you know 
all that Jesus is to you. Suffer in silence, but without this mental 
anguish. Love very much, but without introspection and without 
even knowing whether you love or not. If you fall, do not be 
afflicted above measure. We are both here to raise you up, and I 
will never forsake you.’ 

“T explained to her that my biggest trouble was that I could not 
follow common life in everything, and that I was so afraid of 
drawing attention to myself. 

* TDo not forget, Josefa, that it is for souls. If the devil is so 
desperately determined to make you give it all up, it is because 
he sees in you, as it were, a rivulet which in its course is going to 
catry many souls to Jesus.’ 

“T asked her to bless me and not to leave me all alone, because 
she can see how weak I am. 

** “Yes, I bless and love you.’ ” 


The next day, 7th December, that gracious Mother came 
again: 

“If you want to be a comfort to Jesus, I will tell you what 
gives Him pleasure: you must offer everything you do for souls, 
without any personal interest whatever, and act solely for the 
glory of His Heart.’ ” 


And coming down to particulars, she suggested: 


“ “Till I tell you to stop, say every day nine Aves, with your 
arms in the form of a cross. You must do this, humbling yourself, 
and recognizing your nothingness; at the same time adore the 
Divine Will, and leave your Jesus perfectly free to do exactly 


66 THE WAY OF DIVINE LOVE 


what He pleases with you. Confide in His Heart and in me who 
am your mother.’ ” 


A few minutes later Our Lord Himself once more affirmed the 
rights which His Mother had pointed out, and reminded Josefa 
of His plans for her. 


“During my thanksgiving, He covered me with the flame of 
His Heart and said: ‘I want you to leave Me absolutely free to 
establish a current between your heart and Mine, in such a way 
that you are in Me, without living in any way for yourself.’ 

“He stayed for a few moments in silence, consuming my soul 
in the glow of that flame, then He added: ‘I want you to help Me 
by your littleness and helplessness to. snatch souls from the enemy 
who wants to devour them.’ é 

‘About midday, He appeared to me with a radiant countenance: 
‘Come and rest in Me and share My Joy,’ He said, ‘another soul 
has come back to Me.’ ” 


So as she went through a whole series of struggles, obscurities, 
and humble efforts, Our Lord re-animated her courage by showing 
her the fruits of her conflicts, and how Heavailed Himself of them. 

The Feast of the Immaculate Conception was approaching, and 
Our Blessed Lady would not let it pass without lighting it up by 
her loved presence. As soon as it was daylight, as if in haste to 
comfort her, she appeared to Josefa. 


““My child,’ she said, ‘never be afraid of suffering or of 
sactifice; such ate God’s ways. If you want to come out victori- 
ously from the assaults of the devil, pay great attention to two 
things: first, humble yourself, for you are nothing and deserve 
nothing . . . everything comes to you as a grace from God. 
Second, when you feel lonely and given up to temptation, when 
your soul is cold and you have no courage to go on, do not give 
up prayer. Pray humbly and confidently, and go at once to seek 
guidance from her whom God has given you for that purpose. 
Believe me, child, if you do this, you will make no mistakes. 
Let me bless you, for I am your mother.’ ” 


Motherly counsels of this nature were the sure forerunners of 
gteater trials, and already the devil was planning to counter God’s 
designs, but our Blessed Lady came to give her help. 
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On Friday, roth December, she brought her the Crown of 
Thorns after her Communion, as a pledge of Our Lord’s special 
love. 


“See,” she said, “I bring it to you myself, that it may be less 
hard fot you.’ 

“She pressed it right down on my head, and I told her how 
much I dreaded these graces. 

“ “Tf you refuse them, child, you will endanger your salvation. 
You will indeed suffer by accepting them, but you will never be 
left without help. I myself will never abandon you, as I am your 
mother, and both of us will come to yout aid.’ ” 


The very next day, 11th December, Our Lord was to ask a 
fresh proof of her love. During her thanksgiving He spoke these 
words: ““To-day I will imprison you in My Heart.” 

Soon after, when she was sweeping the children’s dormitory, 
He joined her: “When I call you leave everything and come,” 
was all He said. 


“1 followed Him to the Noviceship. 

“ *T shall be your torment, Josefa, and you will be My repose. 
Just as a traveller tramping along from time to time seeks a 
shelter where he may rest, just such a shelter are you to Me.’ ” 


She scarcely dared murmur a few words about her usual fears: 
“But what will happen, Lord, if Thou dost not let me do my 
work?” Jesus answered by the one lesson, that of abandonment: 
“What matter if you are in My Heart?” He saw her soul about to 
waver, for His penetrating glance pierced deep, and He under- 
stood her trouble: ““Remember what I suffered for you in My 
Passion . . . the one important thing is that you should not fail 
Me.” 

He kept her prostrate at His feet, till she acquiesced in His 
Will, then He said: “Get up now and go to your work; I shall 
stay with you. Look at the fire of My Heart . . . but some souls 
are so cold that even that flame fails to warm them.” 


“T asked Him how it was that being in contact with His Heart 
they did not take on Its fire. 


“ Tt is because they do not come close enough,’ He answered. 
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Then solemnly, so that every word was engraved deeply on her 
soul, He said: “Love is not loved: think of that, and you will not 
refuse Me anything I ask of you.” 

These luminous days were quickly merged in deepest night. 
That very evening Josefa felt a fresh wave of repugnance and 
terror rise in her soul for “all those things”. Were they not a 
delusion? This idea took strong hold of her and soon reduced 
her to the deepest distress. 


“From the 11th to the 17th of December I spent thus,” she 
wrote, after describing the dark tunnel through which she had 
passed; that evening I went to the chapel and said to Our Lord 
with my whole soul, ‘Lord, do not allow me to be unfaithful to 
Thee. Thrust me deep down in Thy Heart, that I may die without 
ever having been separated from Thee.’ 

“That same instant Our Lord appeared, His Heart open and 
surrounded with flames: ‘How can I put you deeper in My Heart 
than you are, Josefa? When you think you are far from Me, I am 
just thrusting you down deeper into It, that you may be safe.’ ”” 


And as if this assurance were insufficient, He revealed to her 
on the next day, Saturday, 18th December, what her affliction 
had wrought for souls. He appeared to her after Communion, 
and three souls rested on His Heart: 


“I saw them,” she said, “‘like tiny children, and His right arm 
was embracing them. 

“ “What does suffering matter, if it gives such results?’ He said. 

“I did not quite understand what He meant, and He continued: 

“IT use your helplessness to save souls, Josefa—see, these are 
the price of what you went through.’ And He pointed to the three 
souls that were resting on His Heart. ‘I want you to be the 
victim of this Heart. Do not refuse Me anything; comfort Me 
when I need comfort, and remember that I spared nothing to 
prove My love for you.’ ” 


Nothing was now wanting to Josefa, surely, except maybe 
encouragement from Our Lady, to guide her definitely towards a 


generosity that refuses nothing and does not spare itself in any- 
thing. 


She appeared to her a few moments later: 
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“Child of my heart,’ she said tenderly, ‘I beg of you not to 
refuse My Son anything He asks of you. Not your happiness only, 
but that of many others depends on your generosity. Many souls 
will be the gainers by what you endure, so be faithful and 
abandon yourself wholly. If you but knew the value of a soul! 
You are unworthy of so many graces, as I have already said, but 
if God wishes to use yout littleness, have you any right to hesitate?’ 

“T asked her to bless me; she put her hand on my forehead, and 
left me.” 


Invitation to Souls 
t9th December 1920-26th January 1921 


“It is My Will to use your suffering for the salvation of many souls? 
(Our Lord to Josefa, 25th January 1921) 


“ALREADY five months had passed since Josefa had been clothed 
in the habit of religion, and all this time Our Lord’s training had 
aimed at making her adaptable and supple in His Hand. He had 
shown her the redemptive result of her struggles and suffering, 
as well as the effects her fidelity had on the salvation of souls. 

She was to go forward, henceforth, strengthened by this two- 
fold light and to understand more deeply the interests of the Heart 
of God. 

On Sunday, 19th December, she heard the well-known voice 
calling: “‘Josefa!”’ 

She looked about, but seeing no one, went on with her work; 
however, on reaching the bottom of the stairs near the chapel: 


“T felt drawn somehow, and went up to the Noviceship. He 
was there, and from His Heart there gushed a stream of water. 
‘This is the tide of love, Josefa, for your martyrdom will be one 
of love,’ He said. 


Josefa’s one ambition was to love Him and make Him loved, 
and she cried: “I will never again go back, O my God; I will 
suffer whatever Thou wilt, provided Thou dost never cast me out 
of Thy Heart.” 


“You console Me by saying that,’ He answered with enthusi- 
asm. ‘I want nothing else from you. You may be poor, but Iam 
rich; feeble, but I am strong. But I do ask you never to refuse 
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Me anything. I will defend you, I will raise you up, I will never 
forsake you. Only surrender yourself entirely into My Hands. 
The rest I shall do.’ 

“‘ Then He drew me to His Heart. 

“As you ate prepared to suffer, let us suffer together. Never 
mind your littleness, for I am your support.’ ” 


Then her whole being was suddenly steeped in pain; but 
faithful to His promise, Jesus strengthened and encouraged her 
and reminded her that she was united to His offering. ““You are 
suffering both in your soul and your body,” He said, “because 
you are the victim of My Soul and of My Body; how could you 
not suffer in your heart, since I have chosen you to be the victim 
of My Heart?” 

He then brought before her mind the thought of the souls to 
be saved: “‘Listen to the pulsations of My Heart .. . they are 
for the souls I am calling. . . . I wait and wait in expectation 
of them. If they heed Me not, I will call again . . . I will wait 
for them with you. We shall suffer, but they will come, soon they 
will come.” 

This share in Christ’s offering and hopes went on all day. When 
evening came, Jesus left her His Crown of Thorns, the pledge of 
divine fidelity, which would always sustain her. As He pressed it 
on her brow He said: “When two love one another as Bride and 
Bridegroom, if one suffers, so does the other. But do not forget 
that I am your strength.” 

So union in a common suffering drew them closer together. 
Our Lord constantly reminded her of His hopes and wishes, and 
often He timed His visits in the midst of Josefa’s work. 


“I was in the dormitory, making the children’s beds, and telling 
Him all the while how much I loved Him,” she wrote on Tuesday, 
21st December, “when He came to summon me; His Face was 
streaming with blood. 

“Come, I want you.’ ” 


She went upstairs to the loft where she slept; Jesus was already 
there. As on the preceding day, a stream of water was flowing 
from the Wound in His Heart. He first kept her silently by His 
Side; then drawing her to His Heart, He communicated something 
of His acute pain to her. “I shall go on calling those souls,” He 
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said at last, “and we shall not tire of waiting for them. My Heart 
is so sharply wounded at the loss of souls . . . especially when 
they are among My chosen ones.” 

Josefa prayed and suffered a long time with Him, then these 
grave words fell from His lips, the command of Love Itself. “I 
want you to offer yourself as a victim to-day, and that your whole 
person may agonize for those souls; humble yourself and ask 
pardon. I am with you.” : 


Then, enveloping her with the fire of His Heart, He added: 
“Courage. I can give you no better gift than suffering. It is the 
self-same road that I trod.” 

She now seemed to have fully understood the value of the gift, 
if one may judge from her progress since the day when Our 
Lord first asked her: “Do you love Me?” Now He was able to 
say: “Will you suffer?” The next day, 22nd December, she 
wrote: 


“After Communion, I saw Him; His hands were bound and 
His head was crowned with thorns. Drops of blood oozed from a 
small wound in His Heart, others trickled from His face and 
flames issued from His Heart. 

“* “See the state Iam in, Josefa. Are you willing to suffer?’ 

on 6S, Lord,” 

* °Take My Crown, and if you want to untie My hands, be on 
the look-out to-day for what costs and mortifies you most, and 
make as many acts of love as you can. How different souls would 
be if they knew this secret . . . how dead to self they would 
become and how they would console My Heart.’ 

“That evening He returned,” continued Josefa, “His hands 
wete untied and there was no longer any blood on His Face. He 
drew me close to His Heart and said: ‘All you suffer is nothing, 
if those souls are won to Me.’ ” 


Night and day Josefa offered herself for this intention. “I only 
ask Thee to give me fidelity and courage,” she wrote, “for I have 
_ not the slightest desire to enjoy myself here below.” 

“I too ask you for one thing only: fidelity and abandonment.” 

And then He told her in detail what He required of her. “I want 
you to be like an empty vase, which I Myself will undertake to 
fill. Let your Creator care for His creature. As for love, let it be 
without measure.” 

H 
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That same evening He reminded her why He wanted to be able 
to count on “‘a love without measure”’. 


“I was in the linen-room and I heard His voice: “Josefa! My 
Bride!’ 

“T could not see Him, but I answered: ‘What wilt Thou, Lord?’ 
. . . Some time after, in the chapel during my adoration, He 
called me again: ‘Josefa! My Bride!’ 

“Why do You call me ‘Bride’, Lord? I am only a novice.’ 

“ ‘Have you forgotten the day when I chose you, and you chose 
Me? That day I had compassion on your littleness, and that you 
might not be left alone, we made a pact of mutual alliance for ever. 
That is why you will have no other love than that of My Heart, and 
I will ask of you, and give you, whatever I like. Never resist Me.’”’ 


Christmas night was to see the ratification of the divine choice, 
and Josefa heard for the first time the call that had brought the 
shepherds to the Crib, and like them she contemplated the 
“Great Little One” in His Mother’s arms. 


“During Midnight Mass,” she wrote, “I was already in the 
middle of the chapel on my way up to Communion, when I saw 
Our Lady coming towards me. In her arms she was holding the 
Child Jesus, covered with a white veil which she took off as soon 
as I had communicated. His little garment was white and His 
hands were crossed on His breast. Then I did not see Him any 
more. . . . When I had reached my place in the chapel Our 
Lady came again quite close to me. She lifted the Holy Child 
slightly; He was lying in her arms. Little Jesus stretched out His 
hand and fondled His Mother. Then with His tiny right hand He 
seemed to be asking me for mine, and I gave it to Him. He seized 
hold of my finger and held it tight, and all around both of them 
floated an unknown but delicious aroma. Our Lady was smiling: 
‘My daughter,’ she said to me, ‘kiss the feet of your God, Who 
will be your inseparable Companion if you wish. Have no fear, 
draw near, He is all love.’ 

“T kissed His little feet; He looked at me and then He crossed 
His hands on His breast and Our Lady wrapped Him once more 
in her veil. She looked at me and I asked her to bless me, which 
she did; and then they vanished. 

“This time,” commented Josefa, who had not lost her eye for 
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dress designing, “Our Lady wore a white tunic, a very pale rose 
mantle, and a veil of the same colour, but it was of much finer 
stuff; the Holy Child’s raiment was of a material I had never seen 
before; it was as light as foam... and an aura of radiance 
surrounded His Head, and Our Blessed Lady had the same.” 


The radiant happiness of Christmas extended over the following 
days, and after having associated her with His redemptive sorrows, 
Our Lord made her share in His joys as Saviour. 

The very next morning He appeared in all His beauty, and 
holding close to His Heart two souls to whom He had appealed 
for a long time: “See, My beloved,” He said, “we have saved 
them! Your pains have consoled My Heart.” 

A new experience of the predilections of His Sacred Heart still 
awaited her: on the 27th of December Saint John, the Beloved 
Disciple and sharer of graces like her own, appeared to her. 
During the short span of her religious life he would be several 
times the bearer of messages to her. 

There is little variety in the form of Josefa’s notes on these’ 
stupendous happenings. At that date we read in her papers: 

“T was asking for love . . .” (her usual petition) when after 
Communion Jesus, who always responds to this petition, even 
amid the gloom of faith (a fact she was quite aware of) to-day 
gave her a more tangible proof that He was attentive to her than 
was His wont: 


“Jesus came,” she said simply. “I did not know where to look, 
for I did not dare fix my eyes on His face. He drew me to Himself, 
and I heard His Heart beating. Then I fell into a sweet slumber 
that I am not able to explain. 

“First, I became aware of a very bright light, which, however, 
did not dazzle the sight, and an immensely broad expanse of which 
the entrance was quite small. Here all the senses are entranced 
with delight, while the soul is enwrapped in God. I think it is 
lost in Him, intoxicated with delights. . . . I found myself as 
once before (on the 5th of June) in the Wound of His Heart. . . 
He said nothing, but never before had my soul been so steeped in 
happiness. Then all vanished.” 


With no transition whatever, she adds: “That same evening 
Jesus left me all alone.” 
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It is unnecessary to call the reader’s attention to the method so 
often adopted by Our Lord with His little victim: brusquely He 
detaches her from the delights she has been experiencing, delights 
both supernatural and very pure. They are but a passing flash, 
destined to light up the arduous path by which she is rising 


heavenwards. 


“The next day,” she continued, “my soul was in such a state 
of coldness and aridity that I had to force myself to say even a few 
words to Our Lord. I did my best, and tried to make as many acts 
of love and confidence as possible. Soon I was unable to hold my 
own against the temptations which oppressed me.” 


She noted humbly every detail of these struggles, in the midst 
of which it seemed to her that her courage must suffer shipwreck. 
Though the devil’s assaults varied little as to their object, being 
always directed against her vocation, they were nevertheless so 
acute that she was badly shaken. 


“T was thus tempted from the 27th of December to the 9th of 
January,” she wrote, “suffering more than I can say. That 
morning, on awakening, I thought it impossible to go on with 
the struggle, and the same inexpressible anguish continued during 
my prayer.” 


In spite of her distress, she never failed to seek the encourage- 
ment she needed in obedience, which alone could defend her, and 
with touching fidelity she did her best to follow advice which 
aimed at keeping her safe for God, and relieving her affliction. 


“I promised Our Lord to make as many acts of humility as I 
could, so as to draw down His mercy on me, and during Mass at 
the Consecration, with all the determination I could muster, I 
once more made my offering. Suddenly, even before the elevation 
of the Chalice, I saw Jesus: His Face was so kind, His Heart so 
ardent. I prostrated myself at His Feet to beg His forgiveness and 
to humble myself. 

“Love never tires of forgiving!’ He said. 

“And with gentlest compassion He added: ‘But you have not 
offended Me, Josefa. The blind stumble as you say. . . . Come, 
draw near My Heart and rest awhile. I wish you could realize 
how much you have comforted Me these last days . . . and all 
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the time I held you so close to My Heart that had you fallen it 
could have been only into Its depths.’ 

“T asked Him why He allowed such darkness and temptations.” 

“ “Tt seems to you that you see nothing and that you are about 
to fall into the precipice. But need you see, if you ate guided? . . . 
What you need is to forget self, to abandon your own will and 
offer no resistance to My plans. Thanks to the acts done in the 
midst of your sufferings, several of the souls that you will see 
later have come neater to My Heart.’ ” 


Our Lord was here alluding to the souls He had been calling 
when He made her listen to the pulsations of His Heart on the 
preceding 19th of December. 


“T then explained to Him that when I am thus tempted and 
lonely I look everywhere for Him and cannot find Him. 

“When you cannot find Me, look for Me in your Mother. 
Follow her directions implicitly, for she will guide you to Me. 
I gave her to you for that very purpose; and know, Josefa, that 
if you do what she tells you, you are giving Me as much satis- 
faction as if you were obeying Me personally. Love, suffer, and 
obey. So doing you will enable Me to carry out My plans in you.’ ” 


That very evening, in a charming object-lesson, such as He 
loves to give simple souls, Our Lord renewed recommendations 
which were very dear to His Sacred Heart. 

As she was praying before the Tabernacle, He appeared to her, 
“holding in His Hand”, she wrote, “a little chain of brilliants 
which held three small golden keys, very pretty ones.” 


* Took,’ He said, ‘one . . . two... . three . . . they are of 
gold. Do you know what these keys represent? . . . each of 
them guards a treasure that I want you to secure. 

“<The first is complete surrender of will to all I ask of you, 
directly or indirectly, steadfastly trusting the goodness of My 
Heart that always takes care of you. You will repair in this way 
for the sins of many who doubt My love for them. 

“ “The second is a profound humility which consists in knowing 
that you are nothing, in humbling yourself before all your sisters, 
and when I tell you to do so, asking your Mother to humiliate 
you. Thus you will repair for the pride of many souls. 

“The third is great mortification in your words and actions. 
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I want you to mottify yourself corporally as much as obedience 
allows, and to receive with real joy the sufferings I send you. This 
will repair for the immortification of many, and will console Me 
in some measure for the sins of sensuality and illicit pleasures of 
the world. 

“ ‘Tastly, the little chain on which the three keys are strung is 
an atdent and generous love, which will help you to live 
abandoned, confidingly trustful, humble and mortified.” 


Josefa never forgot the three symbolic keys. Many a time Our 
Lord would give her just such a simple object-lesson. They 
abound in the Gospels, and contain very deep and profound 
teaching. 

But the hours in which Josefa was to find rest became more and 
mote tate. From now on they were seldom granted her, and were 
of short duration. Our Lord kept before her mind the thought of 
the souls He had entrusted to her a month previously: they were 
waiting for her efforts to detach them from self, and to give 
themselves up definitively to Him. ‘This work was of prime 
importance in her life. “Do not tire of suffering,’ He often 
repeated. “If you only knew how greatly it profits souls.” 

Before long He sent her the suffering she most dreaded; she 
had had it before, and it would often be renewed. “I do not ask 
Him to take away my pain,” she wrote, “but only to give me 
strength to bear it.” 

A violent storm of doubt and obsessions clouded her soul. 
Then, as if it gave her some relief, to hide nothing of her weakness 
and failings, her notes became longer and more circumstantial. 
Friday, 21st of January, was one of those terrible days: 


“TI was no longer able to pray . . . and if from time to time a 
cry still burst from me to His Heart, it was to say: “Lord, why 
didst Thou attract me here, if I am not to be faithful?’ 


“When you led me into your cell, next day, Mother,”’ she wrote, 
addressing the Mother Assistant, “you asked me where was my 
love for Him. It seemed to me when you said that that my soul 
was being torn from me, because, even in my worst moments, 
the only thing I am afraid of is not to go on loving Him. . . . 
Then I resolved to obey you at all costs, and though the tempta- 
tion remained strong, yet I had a little more light.” 
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Two days passed in which it was difficult to gauge the great 
moral distress of her soul. Not even those who usually followed 
her up were able to do so, and just as a storm, lashed by a furious 
wind, ravages everything in its passage, then suddenly abates and 
fades away on the horizon as it came, so was it with Josefa; 
temptations raged furiously, then all at once subsided. “Monday, 
24th January,” she wrote. “All day I have been begging Our 
Lady to deliver me . . . and quite suddenly during my adoration 
in the evening, I recovered my peace of soul.” 

This sudden peace in the midst of her militant life, always 
portended the coming of Our Lady. She stood there, smiling 


with motherly tenderness, bearing in her hands the Crown of 
Thorns. 


“ “Here I am, daughter,’ she said. ‘Do not get weary of suffer- 
ing. Take the Crown of Thorns; it is a jewel sent you by your 
heavenly Bridegroom; accept it gladly.’ 

“““Q my Mother! why are these temptations so strong? .. . 
You see how they torture me.’ 

“Tt is right, Josefa, that you should endure them. Jesus 
wills it so. Tell your Mother that one of the souls with which He 
entrusted you has come back completely to Him: your agonies 
won her this grace. Now, suffer for the others, who will cost you 
dear; but love and suffering can obtain anything. . . . Do not 
weary of them . . . it is for souls.’ ” 


Our Lady disappeared, but her coming had been as the dawn 
announcing the luminous advent of Jesus, who Himself brought 
Josefa not His Crown, but the assurance, more precious still, that 
nothing was changed between them. 


“On Tuesday, 25th January, He came at the beginning of Mass. 
I asked Him if I had wounded His Heart. He knows only too well 
that nothing else matters to me... . 


“ No,’ He answered tenderly, ‘but it was as if you had put 
sand in these eyes that are looking at you. I love you with 
predilection and I was not able to see you at My ease . . . but 
you are forgiven.’ 

“Then He added: ‘Ponder this word: “Gold is purified in the 
fire.’ So tribulation purifies and fortifies the soul, and the 
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time of temptation is of great profit both to you and to 
souls.’ ” 


Encouraged by so much compassion, she confided her greatest 
anxiety to Him: the most painful torment of the days of trial she 
had undergone. “The fear,” she said, “that such struggles would 
end by putting my vocation in peril.” 

“Who could doubt of your vocation, Josefa, if you have been 
able to withstand such tribulations? . . . I allow them for two 
ends,” He said, divining the thought that was in her mind. 
“First, to convince you that when alone you are incapable of 
anything, and that the graces I give you spring only from My 
goodness and the great love I bear you; and secondly, because 
I want to use your sufferings for the salvation of many souls. 

“You will suffer to gain souls, because you are the chosen 
victim of My Heart, but you will come to no harm, for I will not 
allow it.” 

To this promise, in which she had perfect faith, she responded 
by a fresh offering of her whole being. The next day, 26th 
January, He again insisted on the necessity of suffering: 


“During adoration He came close to me,” she wrote. ““He said 
nothing, but He made me listen to the beating of His Heart. I 
asked Him to keep me faithful, to teach me to love Him and never 
to allow me to cause any sorrow to His Heart. He seemed to like 
that prayer and said to me: “The soul that loves wants to suffer, 
for suffering increases love. Love and suffering unite a soul 
closely to God and make her one with Him.’ ” 


And when she reminded Him of her frailty: “Have no fear, 
I am strength itself. When the weight of the Cross seems more 
than you can bear, have recourse to My Heart.” 

Then He told her where to look for His Heart: “Do you not 
know where I am to be found, and in complete security? . . . 
Accept the guidance you are given. My eyes ate ever on you, fix 
yours on Me and abandon youtself.”’ 
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Hidden Life in Fervour 
27th January—zist February 1921 


“Tell Me what offerings you can give Me for souls?” 
(Our Lord to Josefa, 20th February 1921) 


Lent and the Quarant’ore were at hand, and everyone at Les 
Feuillants felt them to be an invitation to an increase in love and 
teparation. These latter were becoming more and mote Josefa’s 
habitual aim, for Our Lord unceasingly put before her the fact 
that she was the victim of His Heart; He was now about to give 
her proofs of it. 

The First Friday of February was the anniversary of her arrival 
at Poitiers. From the time of her rising that day she felt great 
moral suffering and sharp physical pain, but though she had 
borne the latter for a considerable time, she had not on that 
account given up her usual housework. “After cleaning the 
kitchen,” she said, “feeling exhausted, I went up to the dormitory. 
I knelt beside my bed and offered myself to Jesus to comfort 
Him.” 

No sooner had she begun her prayer than He appeared to her, 
and showing her His Heart all aglow, He said: ‘Every Friday, 
and especially on the first of the month, I will make you share in 
the bitterness of My Heart, and you shall endure the torments of 
My Passion in a special way.” + 

Josefa remained long annihilated in His Presence, and under the 
sttess of pain that seemed to envelop her whole self. 

** J will begin by making you a victim,’ continued Our Lord, 
‘and later I will make you a saint.’ 

* “Tn these days when hell opens to engulf so many I want you 
to offer yourself as a victim, so as to save the greatest possible 
number of souls.’ 

“He stayed a few minutes more, but in silence, and then 
vanished.” 


The Sunday of the Quarant’ore, 6th February, He renewed the 
same appeal to Josefa. From early morning she had offered herself 


1 “Todos los Viernes y con preferencia, el primero de cada mes te haré participar 
de la amargura de mi Corazén y sentiras de una manera especial los tormentos de mi 
Passién.”” 
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to repair the offences of sinners, and at about three in the after- 
noon, Our Lord appeared to her in the chapel. 


“What compassion I felt for Him,” she wrote. “His face,His 
arms, His breast were covered with dust, and blood flowed from 
His head, but His Heart was shining and beautiful. 

“Tt is the want of love that wounds Me thus,’ He said, ‘and 
the contempt of men who run like madmen to perdition.’ 

“ Why then, Lord, is Thy Heart so lovely and so glowing, in 
spite of the sins of men?’ 

““‘My Heart is never wounded unless it be by My chosen 
souls.’ ”” 


This answer touched Josefa deeply, and unveiled to her the most 
intimate of His sorrows; and often He was to ask her to share it 
and console Him. But to-day she was made responsible to God’s 
Justice for the flighty and guilty world. She spent before the 
Blessed Sacrament which was exposed, every minute of leisure 
left her by her work, and the thought of so many offences against 
the Divine Majesty never left her mind. . . . Jesus, who had 
laid this weight upon her, came, however, to uphold her courage, 
and on the 8th of February, in the chapel at dusk, she saw Him 
as if weighed down by a heavy burden. 

“The sins committed are so many and so grave,” He said, 
“that the wrath of My Father would overflow were it not for the 
reparation and love of My consecrated Brides. . . . How many 
souls are lost!” 

Filled with dismay: “Is the number of sinners, then, so great, 
Lord?” she cried. 

“Yes,” He answered sorrowfully, ‘but one faithful soul can 
repair and obtain mercy for many ungrateful ones.” 

These words brought to Josefa’s mind the expiatory mission 
to which from the first Love had invited her. But little by little 
another plan was to become apparent, first intimated to Josefa on 
Ash Wednesday, which fell on the 9th of February. Suddenly 
He came, and opening His Heart: “Come,” He said, “you are 
exhausted; enter here and rest a while.’’ 

How could words express what this mysterious repose on the 
Heart of God meant to Josefa’s tired soul! “All pain faded away 

. and I was immersed in God.” 
Then, for the first time, Jesus entrusted her with His full plan: 
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“The love I bear for souls, especially for yours, is so great that I 
can no longer contain the flames of burning charity that consume 
Me, and so in spite of your unworthiness and helplessness, I 
mean to make use of you to accomplish My plans.” 

The appeal, with its full implications of the gift of self and total 
surrender, was to become clear to Josefa only very gradually. 
But already the Master asked her consent; and a tangible sign was 
to seal her acquiescence. 


“Will you give Me your heart?’ He asked. 

“Yes, gladly, and more than my heart, Lord.’ 

“Jesus took it from me and placed it close to His own. How 
small it looked beside His! Then He gave it back to me, all on 
fire. 

“Since then I feel within me a consuming flame, and I have to 
make very great efforts to control myself, lest anything should 
appear outwardly.” 


Josefa decided to keep secret this signal grace which she so 
simply narrates, but Jesus would have no secrets, and on 
Thursday, roth February, she wrote, addressing the Mother 
Assistant: 


“T felt a little remorseful for not having told you the whole 
truth, Mother, and when Our Lord came, He asked me: “Tell Me 
what costs you most?’ 

*« Lord, to have to tell those things, and write them just as they 
happen.’ 

“Now, listen, Josefa. I do not want you to hide anything 
from yout Mother. She is right; you must tell her all.’ ” 


Two days later He again impressed on her how much He held 
to her absolute dependence. “Tell your Mother everything,” He 
insisted. 

And as she feared even the shadow of hidden self-complaisance 
in relating such things... He interrupted her vehemently: 
“Listen, Josefa, it would be pride if you kept silence. Humility 
lies in simplicity and lowliness. Know for certain that if I ask you 


1“F] amor que tengo a las almas, y muy especialmente a la tuya, es tan grande 
que no puedo contener las llamas de mi ardiente caridad y a pesar de tu gran 
indignidad y miseria, Me servite de ti para realizar mis designios. 
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one thing and your Mother asks another, I prefer you to obey her 
rather than Me.” 

We find noted on 12th February a long parenthesis regarding 
her reaction at each of Our Lord’s visits: 


“In order to obey you, Mother, I will write down what I feel 
each time Jesus comes: First, an intense desire to humble myself. 
I always begin by asking His pardon for all my sins, for I see my 
soul all soiled and besmirched . . . and if it were not for an 
irresistible attraction that impels me forward, I should not dare 
approach or speak, when in His Divine Presence. I cannot say 
how it is that I am drawn . .. my soul is in peace . . . the 
more I try to humble myself, the better it seems to please Him. 
Sometimes, I am not able to utter a word, I am annihilated in 
adoration. At other times, it is like a torrent of consolation, 
even when He makes me suffer with Him. My heart as it were 
expands and loses itself in God. Again, at other times, I feel as if a 
furnace were kindled within me; Jesus burns me up in the fire 
of His Heart. At the same time, He makes me see my littleness so 
keenly that it passes my understanding how a God can love so 
lowly a creature as I, and my yearning to love Him grows and 
grows, and I want to gain souls for Him. I feel such a horror of 
myself that I cannot think what to do to root out my evil inclina- 
tions, and repair for my sins and ingratitude. It, so to speak, 
wrests my soul from earth and I find the greatest difficulty in 
settling down again to my daily occupations. I wish I could make 
you understand the agony of finding myself once more in my 
poor body, for often, when I am with Him, I think this union is 
going to last for ever.” 


A little later, and still under obedience, she explained how she 
had accustomed herself to do everything with Our Lord, and to 
tell Him everything. 


“On Monday, 14th February, I was serving in the refectory 
at midday, as I always do. There was not enough of the first 
course. 1 went to the kitchen, and there was no more... . I 
didn’t know what to do... and as I am accustomed to talk over 
everything with Him, I said at once: ‘My Jesus, there is nothing 
more to eat.’ . . . On coming out of the refectory a second 
time, I suddenly caught sight of Him—O! so ravishingly beauti- 
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ful. . . . He was near the taps in the kitchen; He stretched out 
His arms and smiled as He said: ‘Is it My fault, Josefa, that there 
is no mote?’ . . 

“He vanished at once, and I don’t know how I ever went on 
serving, for He was so dear, so lovely . . . it was like heaven... . 

“That is how I talk to Him of everything that happens. If I am 
sweeping and drop something: ‘O my Jesus . . . what a noise. 
I shall wake Thee.’ If I lose my things, I ask Him: ‘Where did I 
leave it, Lord? . . . Let us go and look for it together.” When I 
am tired I tell Him. If I am late for my work, which often happens, 
for I have to go so many journeys because of all the things that 
I forget, then I say to Him: ‘Come now, Lord! We must hurry 
to-day, for it is late and there is much to do’, especially on Satur- 
days, when I have to distribute the bundles of clean linen and the 
shoes in the children’s dormitories. In short, I tell Him all my 
fears. There are times when I do not see Him, but I talk to Him, 
knowing that He is there. Some days I tell Him everything that 
comes into my head. Sometimes I ask myself if I am not wanting 
in respect, but I don’t think so, because I am so happy, and I find 
myself at it again in no time. 

“Often, too, I call Our Blessed Lady, especially when I sit down 
to sew: ‘Mother, do come and join us two,’ I say. “Jesus is here, so 
you ought to be here, too.’ 

“That is how I spend my days. I have explained everything, I 
think, as well as I can.” 


These heavenly exchanges did not prevent Josefa from leading 
the most simple and laborious life with the other novices. 

After her Postulantship, during which she had been helping in 
the kitchen, she was assigned care of the school linen-room. Les 
Feuillants had not yet completely recovered after its use as an 
ambulance during the war, so there was little to facilitate the work 
to which she devoted most of her time and energy. She shared, 
too, in all the common labours of the house, without ever 
betraying God’s special hold on her true life, which was con- 
cealed by her perfect self-forgetfulness. 

We must therefore continue to follow her in the obscurity of 
common life and daily labour. 

One little happening which occured just about this time should 
not be left unrecorded. 
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“I was praying before the Tabernacle for my mother and sister. 
I was sad about them, and should have loved to be able to console 
them, and I thought of what I would do if I were at home, and I 
was not counting enough on my Jesus . . . when suddenly He 
came with His. Heart glowing, and in a grave, solemn voice He 
said to me: ‘What could you do alone for them?’ and showing me 
His Heart: ‘Fix your attention here’, and He disappeared. 


On Sunday, 20th February, she wrote: “During Mass, after 
the Consecration, Jesus came, so entrancingly beautiful 
(hermosisimo).” She is fond of this superlative, which is the least 
inadequate expression she can find. 


“*“Tell Me what you have to offer Me for the souls I have 
confided to you. Put it all in the Wound of My Heart, so that your 
offering may acquire an infinite value.’ 

“I told Him that He could take everything, for all I do is for 
these souls. 

*“°Tell it to Me in detail.’ 

“Then I began an enumeration of everything: my holy hour, 
my little mortifications and penances, the suffering of the Crown 
of Thorns, every breath I draw, my work, my fears, my weakness 
and nothingness, everything I do and think . . . ‘It is all for 
love and for souls, Lord, and it is little indeed.’ He was weaving 
a fairly thick golden thread into a skein as I spoke. Then He dis- 
appeared. 

“At nine-o’clock Mass He came back, with His Heart aflame; 
He drew me near His Wound, and I saw two souls in Its depths. 

“* “Look,” He said, ‘these are the souls I was waiting for; they 
are safe now, deep in My Heart.’ 

“I did not dare look or say anything. He continued: ‘Have no 
fear; there are souls that I call to a very intimate union with My- 
self, and when they do not correspond, but wander away, it 
grievously hurts Me. That is why I make use of abject little ones 
ve you to win them to the degree of perfection that I expect of 
them.’ ”’ 


The next day, after Communion, Jesus appeared to her, and 
gazing at her with unbounded love, He told her once again what 
He wanted of her: “I want you to be so forgetful of yourself and 
so abandoned to My Will that I shall be able to warn you of your 
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slightest imperfections, for I will allow none in you. You must 
never lose sight, on the one hand, of your nothingness, and on the 
other, of My mercy. Never forget that it is from your nothingness 
that My treasures will be poured forth.” 

During the morning of Monday, while she was putting the 
dormitory in order and collecting the children’s Sunday uniforms, 
Our Lord showed Himself to her with His Hands bound and His 
Sacred Head stained with blood from the Crown of Thorns. 

“Do you love Me?’ He asked her eagerly. 

“I don’t know what answer I gave ...I said a hundred 
thousand things . . . He knows very well that I love Him... 

“Listen, Josefa! I want your thirst for souls to grow and I 
want you to save many of them . . . and I want you to be burnt 
up with this longing.’ ” 


Love’s Designs 
22nd February—26th March 1921 


“The world does not know the mercy of My Heart! I intend to make it 
known through you” 
(Our Lord to Josefa, 24th February 1921) 


THE time for a more solemn appeal had come, and on Thursday, 
24th February, during her evening adoration, Josefa heard Our 
Lord say: “To-morrow you will offer My Father all your actions 
united to the Blood shed in My Passion. Try not to lose sight of 
the Divine Presence one single instant, and rejoice as far as 
possible at anything you have to suffer. Do not cease thinking of 
souls . . . of sinners. . . . O! how I thirst for souls!” 

Already He had told her that He wanted each Friday to be a 
day of offering and of closer union with His Heart. This was a 
reminder. 


“T offered myself to comfort Him and to win souls . . . but, 
O Lord, do not forget that I am the most ungrateful and miserable 
of them all. 

“ T know it,’ He said, ‘but I am training you.’ 

“He went away . . . I made an act of self-surrender, to do all 
He wished, and I understood that He meant to take me at my 
word: ‘O Jesus, I know that Thou wilt have pity on me, and that 


ee 
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Thou wilt give me the strength I need . . .” In the evening, 

during Holy Hour, I was thinking of sinners and of how many 

there are . . . but also of how much greater His mercy is . .. 

suddenly He stood before me, and with a voice of great majesty, 

as might be a king’s, He said to me: “The world does not know 

how merciful I am; I am going to use you to make it known.”* 
Fear took hold of Josefa, and she cried out: 


“ ‘But, dear Lord, do not forget how weak I am, and that the 
smallest obstacle makes me fall. . . .’ 

“As if He had not heard, Jesus continued: ‘I want you to be the 
apostle of My goodness and mercy. I will teach you what this 
means; forget yourself.’ 

“T implored Him to have compassion on me, and to leave me 
without these graces to which I am unable to correspond, and to 
choose other and more generous souls. 

‘Jesus only answered by these words: ‘Do you forget, 
Josefa, that I am your God’, and He vanished.” 


There was no offence to His Heart, however. He knew that 
in the very depths of her will she was all His, that her very fears 
were the expression of her humble distrust of self, and with this 
He was never displeased. 

The next day, Friday 25th February, He returned during Mass: 


“He looked at me,” she wrote, “‘and I begged to be left like all 
the other novices, without any extraordinary happenings, for I 
cannot exist as things are now. 

** “If you cannot, Josefa, I can.’ 

“But I do not want to,’ she ventured to murmur timidly, ‘I 
so want to be like everybody else.’ 

“But I will it to be so. Does that not suffice you?” 

“Then He added firmly: ‘Where is your love?’ .. .” 


Josefa always found this provocative question irresistible, and 
she plucked up her courage once more. “Yes, dear Lord, indeed I 
love Thee, but please stop these graces,” she insisted, “I shall 
betray Thee, I shall lose them . . . and so many others would 
make good use of them,” 

“Love, and have no fear. I want what you do not want, but I 


*“Bl mundo no conoce la Misericordia de mi Corazén. Quiero valerme de ti 
para hacerla conocer,”” 
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can do what you cannot do. It is not for you to choose, but to 
surrender.” 

How many struggles this surrender was going to cost Josefa’s 
soul. . . . God no doubt allowed them to prove the authenticity 
of His action with greater certainty, and to dispose of any doubts 
entertained by those around her. It can be truthfully said that 
Josefa never ceased dreading her mission, and the three years to 
come would be punctuated by the terrors that assailed her every 
time she was asked to surrender. 

Two days after that memorable date of 25th February 1921 
Jesus came while she was at prayer in the chapel and asked her to 
take a message to the Mother Assistant. Trembling, she drew 
back before so costly an act, and soon temptation played havoc 
again in her soul. 


“He came back the next day,” she said. “His face was grave. 

“*T love you with predilection, and have cast on you my 
loving gaze,’ He said. ‘I want to entrust your worthlessness and 
misery with treasure for yourself and for souls... and... 
you wound My Heart... .’ 

“‘He vanished.” 


The measure of Josefa’s sorrow after such a parting is not 
difficult to imagine. She tried at first to hide it. But the arch-fiend 
seized his chance of making capital out of the silence that now fell 
on her soul. He closed both her heart and her lips and persuaded 
her that it was all lost and that further efforts were useless. The 
word “‘martyrdom” which she used seems not too strong a term 
to fit the situation—that diabolic influence which God allowed the 
powers of darkness in that awful hour. “O! Mother, what a 
martyrdom!” she wrote a few days later. “I could bear no more 
. . . had I not been restrained by faith, I know not what I should 
have done... .” 

Then in great detail she related her humiliating struggle and 
continued: 


“The evening of 3rd March I went to ask you to forgive me, 
as I had already been to Jesus, and I began to see things differently. 
. . . | know that He will forgive me again, for I know His 
Pleat. +s. 

“During Holy Hour, for it was Thursday, I threw myself at 

I 
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His feet . . . I do not know what I said to Him, but I felt 
relieved, although my soul remained as cold and stony as ever 
and I felt at times as if repulsed by Him.” 


The next day, First Friday of March, peace and light began to 
return, though the devil made one last effort which he hoped 
would settle the matter. Josefa was in the garden, picking 
flowers for the chapel, of which she was sacristan, when suddenly 
she was given a violent push, and falling on a glass frame, it 
broke under her weight. A stream of blood flowed from her right 
atm, which was deeply lacerated. The haemorrhage yielded to the 
treatment instantly applied, but her arm remained useless for 
several days. During that time (ever faithful to obedience) she 
dictated the notes she was unable to write herself. They were as 
follows: 


“In the middle of my adoration Our Lady came, so kind and so 
compassionate, with open arms, like a mother. I begged her 
pardon, and asked her if I should still be able to console Jesus and 
gain souls for Him.” (This was always her first and greatest 
anxiety.) 

“For, knowing His Heart, I have no doubt that He will 
forgive me.’ 

““*Yes, daughter, you are forgiven—infernal fury will lay many 
more traps for you . . . but take courage, you will not fall into 
them.’ 

“And giving me her blessing, she disappeared.” 


This celestial visit was again renewed a couple of days later, 
t1th March: 


“T was praying to Our Lady and telling her how much I 
wished Jesus would forget the past, when suddenly she appeared. 
. . . She was all sweetness, her hands crossed on her breast. I 
knelt down and she said at once: ‘Jesus loves you, daughter, just 
as much as before, and He wants you to gain souls for Him.’ ” 


Then, in allusion to Josefa’s wounded arm: “The devil would 
have killed you, if he had been able to do so, but he was not able.” 

Jesus Himself came very soon to reassure His child, and to tell 
her that nothing could change His love or His choice. 
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Passiontide gave Josefa the chance she coveted of repairing and 
of participating in the sufferings of her Master. 


The 14th of March, Monday in Passion Week, He came to her 
after Communion. 


“His glance was penetrating, but full of pity. His way of looking 
at me made so great an impression on me and said so much. . . . 
He drew me to His Heart, which was O! so beautiful and glowing 

. and He let me listen to its throbbings. 

“*T cannot resist your misery any longer,’ He said. 

“Then, after a moment’s silence: ‘Do not forget that it is your 
nothingness and littleness that act as magnets to attract Me to you.’ 

“That same evening, when I was in the chapel and still under 
the impression of the look He had cast on me, He suddenly 
came. 

“He had never looked on me like that before, and I think His 
eyes made me see in one instant all that He had done inme.. . 
and what I had done for Him, alas! so little, returning His love 
by ingratitude . . . but that glance also told me that nothing of 
it all mattered if I was determined to be faithful, for He was always 
ready to show me His love and give me fresh graces. All this was 
present to my mind and I never stopped asking His forgiveness 
and promising never to resist Him again.” 


It was the first time that Josefa had drawn special attention to 
the forceful glance of Our Lord. 


* “See, Josefa, I am still interceding for souls and forgiving 
them,’ He said. His face was sad and His Heart seemed oppressed. 

“He glanced at me for a moment with the same searching look 
as in the morning. It said so much, there was no need for words. 
Neither did I say anything. After a moment He spoke: “Do you 
know all I have done for you?’ 

Then I saw again all His graces and my ingratitude. I told Him 
of my determination to do not only all He asks, but all that I 
know He would like me to do, and this came from the bottom 
of my heart. As I spoke, His Heart changed entirely. It expanded, 
flames issued from the wound and His Face shone with bright 
effulgence. He drew near and I leant on His Heart. Then He said; 
‘I will make you taste the bitterness of My Passion and you will 
suffer in some degree the outrages inflicted on My Heart. You 
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will offer yourself to My Father in union with Me to obtain 
pardon for many sinnets.’ . 
“He looked at me again, as if to give me courage, and departed. 


It had become a real necessity for Josefa to implore forgiveness, 
after her recent failings, and she did so incessantly; Our Lord never 
resisted these appeals. 


“On the 15th March, Feast of the Five Wounds, I was still 
asking Him to pardon me, when, after Communion, as a flash He 
passed before me, stopped one instant, and said only: “Love blots 
out everything.’ ” 


This lesson became more and more deeply imprinted on her 
mind. She lived on it during her work. That morning, being in 
the loft preparing linen for the laundry: 


““As my one desire is reparation,” she said, “I asked Our Lord 
to save as many souls as there were handkerchiefs to count. I 
offered my whole day for this object, uniting my sufferings to His 
Heart and to His merits. 

“Towards nightfall, a little before my adoration, I went into 
the chapel of the Blessed Sacrament, where Our Lord was exposed, 
and He appeared. 

“* “If you concern yourself with My glory,’ He said, ‘I will look 
after you. I will establish My peace in you so that nothing will be 
able to trouble you; I will set up in your soul the reign of My love, 
and your joy none shall take from you.’ 

““He came close to me. His wound opened and He made me 
enter It. Then I saw a long line of souls prostrate in adoration, 
and I understood that all these were the souls I had begged of 
Him that morning. When I came out from within His wound, 
again He held me against His Heart and looked at me... . 
Then He left me in great peace.” 


The 17th March, Thursday in Passiontide, was the twentieth 
anniversary of Josefa’s First Communion. This was a date she 
nevet allowed to pass unnoticed, and she wrote in her notes: 
“Twenty years to-day since Jesus chose me for Himself, and never 
have I been less worthy of His love.” 

Then she humbled herself at the thought of so many graces to 
which she had not corresponded enough, but she added at once: 
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“TI decided that I must make a complete change, and while I 
was making this firm resolution Jesus, with open arms, appeared 
before me and in His most endearing voice said to me: ‘Yes, 
Josefa, I did indeed call you that day, and since then I have never 
forsaken you. I have kept you inseparable from Myself. How 
often you would have fallen had I not been your support. . . 
To-day, I once more reiterate My choice: I want you to belong 
entirely to Me . . . to be faithful to Me . . . and to respond to 
My love. I shall, in exchange, become your Bridegroom and I 
shall love you as the privileged Bride of My Heart. I take on 
Myself all the labour; you will have only to love and abandon 
yourself. Your littleness is nothing to Me, and even your falls; 
My Blood wipes them all away. All you need do is to rely on My 
love and surrender yourself.’ ”’ 


But the divine predilection always brought Josefa back to one 
thought, that of the salvation of souls. On Monday in Holy 
Week, after Communion, she again saw Our Lord in that sorrow- 
ful guise that so filled her with compassion and which was to be 
constantly before her during the whole of Holy Week. The 
Crown of Thorns thrust deep into His head, His face bedewed 
with blood and covered with dust and bruises, His hands bound 
and lacerated, His Heart wide open and streaming with blood. 


“He looked at me,” she wrote, “but I was not able to say any- 
thing, for even in that state He had the very majesty of God. All 
that I could do was to humble myself before Him. His look 
seemed to ask what I thought at the sight. I implored Him to 
tell me what I could do to relieve Him in His agony, for His 
hands were full of little thorns, as fine as needle points, and must 
have made Him suffer torture. He kept silence, only looking at 
me, and from time to time raising His eyes to Heaven. At last 
He said: ‘Now, let us go and work; I will go with you.’ 

“T went out of the chapel and followed Him up to the third 
storey, where I had to do some sweeping in the dormitory. I was 
full of confusion at seeing Him there, and begged Him with great 
respect to go away for a while. 

“Why do you want Me to go, Josefa? Do you think you are 
not pleasing to Me like this?’ 

“So I went on with my work to the end. From time to time I 
knelt down to adore Him and to beg His forgiveness for the sins 
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of the world. I asked Him to untie His hands, in exchange for a 
small act of mortification which I did, and He consented. Then 
while I offered Him all my movements as so many acts of love, 
the thorns fell from His hands, till none remained. . . . He led 
me then to the oratory of the Noviceship, and there I saw Him 
resplendent in light and O! so beautiful. The Crown of Thorns 
had gone and so had the blood with which His Sacred face had 
been covered. His look seemed to imply that my little acts had 
given Him pleasure and He Himself placed His Crown on my 
head saying: “Love and surrender.’ ” 

The next day, 22nd March, Tuesday in Holy Week, after 
Communion, Jesus showed Himself to her, His arms extended. 
She took courage at what she termed “‘the immense kindness of 
her Master’. 

“T should like to ask Thee for many things, Lord,” she said. 

“Do you not know what is written in My holy Gospel? “Ask 
and you shall receive.’ ”’ 

Then she spoke to Him of her mother and sisters, who always 
held the first place in her affections. She asked to be granted the 
grace of fidelity, confided her dear Society to Him . . . enumera- 
ting all she wanted for her mothers in religion, her sisters in the 
Noviceship, and their families, etc. 


“T asked Him to let us soon take back our schools for the poor 
in France. He smiled and listened to me like the most indulgent 
of fathers. I grew bolder. 

“T implored Him to have compassion on the whole world and 
to enkindle it with the fire of His own love.” 

“Ah! if only they knew My Heart . . . mankind is ignorant 
of Its mercy and goodness: that is My greatest sorrow.’ 

“Then I begged Him to set souls on fire with zeal for His 
glory, to increase the number of priests, and to call many into 
religious life. . . . I stopped at last . . . but in the silence that 
ensued I still whispered to Him how much His glance said to me 

. and what confidence it gave me. Afterwards He showed me 
His hands and made me kiss His wounds. Then He departed.” 


Such records suffice to show to what extent the burning zeal of 
the Heart of Jesus already consumed that of Josefa. Souls had 
become the aim of her life, and her converse with Our Lord in 
each of these divine visits was always about them. 
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During meditation on Spy Wednesday, 23rd Match, she asked 
Him in her prayer what exactly He meant by “saving souls”. 


“He came,” she said, “and looked at me with great affection. 
He replied: “There are some Christian souls and even very pious 
ones that are held back from perfection by some attachment. 
But when another offers Me her actions united to My infinite 
merits, she obtains grace for them to free themselves and make a 
fresh start. 

“Many others live in indifference and even in sin, but when 
helped in the same way, recover grace, and will eventually be 
saved. 

“Others again, and these very numerous, are obstinate in 
' wrongdoing and blinded by error. They would be damned if 
some faithful soul did not make supplication for them, thus 
obtaining grace to touch their hearts, but their weakness is so 
great that they run the risk of a relapse into their sinful life; these 
I take away into the next world without any delay, and that is 
how I save them.’ 

“T asked Him how I could save a great many. 

“* “Unite all you do to My actions, whether you work or whether 
you rest. Unite your breathing to the pulsations of My Heart. 
How many souls you would be able to save that way.’ ” 


So Josefa’s day was spent in this close union, and to it she added 
all that was being done in the house: the labour, the prayers and 
the actions of each of her fellow novices. ““Take them, O Lord, 
for all of them are done for Thee.” 

In the evening, having a little leisure, she went to the chapel. 


“He was waiting for me there, so lovely, so gracious; His 
Heart seemed to be floating in flames. 

“ ‘How great is the comfort My Bride-souls have given Me,’ 
He said. “I think He was speaking of this house. ... He 
continued: ‘Your Sisters by their little acts have brought many 
souls to Me to-night. I am much loved here.’ He disappeared.” 


The last days of Lent associated Josefa more intimately with the 
sufferings of Calvary. For the first time she followed her Master 
step by step through the Passion, and on Good Friday, 25th 
March, she was constantly brought back to His suffering Presence. 
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“When I had finished my sweeping I went upstairs to visit 
Our Lady in the Noviceship,” she wrote. “I had hardly entered 
when Jesus came. His hands were bound, and His head crowned 
with thorns, His face all soiled with blood and bruises. He fixed 
His eyes on me with supreme sadness, and then vanished.” 


A little later she met Him again in the same state; it was in the 
basement, where her work happened to take her. All through the 
day He made her share the sorrows of His soul and the torments 
of His body. 


“At three that afternoon,” she wrote, “I saw Him again. He 
showed me the wound in His side and said: ‘Behold the work of 
Love.’ 

“His wound opened and He continued: ‘It opens for mankind— 
for you. «4 come: ,oi! comeieater, ./a.,and enter,” 

“‘He made me enter, and feel something, I think, of the pain of 
the nails of His wounds, and His anguish. . . .” 


The Mother of Sorrows put her seal on the graces of the day by 
one of those revealing words so peculiarly her own. At five that 
evening Josefa was in the oratory of the Noviceship: 


“There, in wordless prayer, I sat at Our Lady’s feet and in 
spirit went through all that I had seen and understood that day. 
Suddenly I became aware that she was present. Clothed in a very 
dark purple tunic and veil, she held in her hands the Crown of 
Thorns, all covered with blood; she showed it me, saying: ‘On 
Calvary, Jesus gave me all men for my sons; come then, for you 
are my child. Have you not already realized to what an extent I 
am a mother to you?’ 

“I asked her leave to kiss the Crown of Thorns, and as she gave 
it to me, she put her hand on my shoulder and said: ‘O how I love 
to think of Him as He bequeathed those souls to me.’ ” 


With the morning of Holy Saturday, 26th March, this series of 
graces came to an end, closed by a heavenly favour that left an 
ineffaceable stamp on Josefa’s soul. “Do you know why I give 
you these graces in such abundance?’ Our Lord asked of her, 
appearing to her during her prayer, His wounds all glowing. He 
tepeated what He had once said in almost identical terms to 
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Saint Margaret Mary: “I want to make of your heart an altar on 
which the fire of My love will burn constantly. That is why I want 
it pure, and that nothing that can stain it should touch it.’’! 


“He vanished,” said Josefa, “and I went down to the chapel 
for Mass. After Communion I felt as if in heaven. I saw within 
me, as on a resplendent throne, three Persons clothed in white. 
They were all three exactly alike, and so beautiful! They held 
between them a great cross wreathed with thorns, on which they 
were dropping roses. My soul was in such delight that it was like 
fire which consumed without burning it, pure joy. Then all 
faded away.” 


This interior grace was renewed on the 5th of April following. 
A marvellous peace pervaded Josefa’s whole being in the Presence 
of the Three Persons. She tried to explain, in terms of singular 
simplicity, what passed in her soul and apparently was ignorant 
of the import of so signal a grace. 


“Ordinarily,” she said, “I am enveloped in the Divine Presence, 
and even when I enter into the Heart of Jesus I am immersed in 
Him. But on these last two occasions at the moment of Com- 
munion it was more like an amazing feast being celebrated within 
my soul. Jesus entered into me as if into His palace. I cannot 
explain it... and as I was most determined to surrender myself 
completely into His hands, to do exactly as He wished with me, 
it was like heaven.” 


It is not difficult to conceive how, after such contacts, Josefa 
had to do great violence to herself to attend immediately to the 
work that awaited her. This effort, so impossible to gauge, often 
gave a loophole to the arch-enemy, and he hastened to avail 
himself of it. 


1 “Sabes el fin que tengo al darte mis gracias en tanta abundancia? Quiero de tu 
corazon hacer un altar en el cual arda continuamente el fuego de mi Amot. Por eso, 
: ; 5 
quiero que se purifique y que nada lo toque que pueda manchatlo. 
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Opposition from the Devil 
27th March-31st May 1921 


“The devil will work assiduously to make you fall, but My grace is more 
powerful than his infernal malice” 
(Our Lord to Josefa, 6th April 1921) 


THE months that followed on the Lent of 1921 saw a rectu- 
descence of the devil’s attacks. Nothing extraordinary at first 
revealed his presence. Temptations cleverly exploited Josefa’s 
attractions and repugnances concerning the path into which little 
by little Jesus was leading her. 

His incomparable fidelity and the sway that His Holy Mother 
held over her continued to protect, pardon, and direct her when- 
ever she swerved from the right way, as undoubtedly she did 
mote than once. But she learnt the searching lesson she was to pass 
on to us one day: that love knows how to use even our failings 
for the salvation of souls. Josefa bowed with difficulty to the 
influence of divine graces, coming as they did in the midst of her 
very laborious life which she loved so dearly; and on 27th March, 
Easter Sunday, she wrote: 


“This morning at my prayer, 1 complained a little to Our 
Lord, because He keeps my mind so concentrated on Himself that 
I cannot apply myself to my work . . . and there is so much 
work to be got through! I wonder if I should not be more in my 
own sphere elsewhere.” 


She had hardly finished her plaint than Jesus appeared with a 
look of sadness on His face: 


“““Why do you complain, Josefa, after I have drawn you to so 
special a share in My Heart’s work . . . If only you knew all 
that this Society means to Me.’ 

“He spoke these words very forcibly, and vanished.” 


She had to wait several days before she saw Him again, keeping, 
meanwhile, the memory of that sadness on the divine counten- 
ance which she knew she had caused. 


“On Wednesday in Low Week, 6th of April, after Communion, 
He returned with outstretched arms, while I was telling Him 
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how I want really to love Him. He listened in silence, as if He 
would like me to say it again. I begged Him to forgive me, saying: 
“Dear Lord, I surrender myself wholly to Thee.’ He looked at me 
very lovingly and said: ‘A soul who truly surrenders herself to 
Me gives Me so much joy that in spite of her miseries and imper- 
fections she becomes a very heaven of delight to Me and I take 
pleasure in abiding in her. I will tell you Myself what prevents 
Me from effecting in your soul the realization of My designs.’ 


Seeing the anxious look on her face, He added: “Yes, the devil 
will tempt you assiduously and try to make you fall, but My grace 
is more powerful than his infernal malice. Trust yourself to My 
Mother, surrender yourself to Me, and always be very simple 
and humble with your Mother.” 

Josefa understood how opportune this recommendation was, 
for she had a presentiment that the devil was about to attack her; 
she prayed and renewed her offering: 


“T begged Him,” she wrote on Thursday, 7th April, “to teach 
me how to humble myself and how to surrender myself in a way 
that pleases Him. I think He likes this prayer, for suddenly He 
came: 

*“*You can humble yourself in various ways,’ He told me, 
‘first, by adoring the Divine Will, which, in spite of your worth- 
lessness, uses you to make known God’s Mercy. Secondly, by 
thanking Me for having placed you in the Society of My Heart, 
though you have done nothing to merit it. Never complain of 
this.’ 

“He impressed these words so deeply on my soul that I begged 
of Him no longer to remember my ingratitude, and I again told 
Him how much I wished to make amends for the pain I had given 
His adorable Heart. 

«You will comfort Me, My Josefa, if you often repeat this 
prayer: “O Divine Heart—Heart of my Beloved—the most 
tender and sensitive of all hearts, I give Thee thanks that in spite 
of my unworthiness Thou hast deigned to choose me to spread 
the knowledge of Thy mercy on souls.” ” 

“He looked at me again and vanished.” 


That evening, in Saint Madeleine Sophie’s cell, where she had 
gone in the fullness of her heart to beg of her never to doubt her 
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desire to be her true child, Jesus came unexpectedly, and opening 
His Heart made her enter therein, saying: “Here, you will obtain 
forgiveness.” 

Our Lady was watching with maternal solicitude over Josefa, 
on account of the latter’s inexperience. Coming on Saturday, 
oth of April, she said: “What I chiefly fear is that you may not be 
open enough with your Mother (Assistant) and that so you will 
fail to notice the toils of the evil one who tries to ensnare you. 
Do not relax, Josefa; watch over your thoughts, that temptation 
may have no hold on you. And should you feel any complacency 
in yourself, own it at once, humbling yourself. Be very simple 
with your Mother. This I again recommend to you; it is the only 
way of protecting you from the wiles of the devil.” 

Jesus Himself drove the lesson home a few days later. On 
Monday, the 11th of April, she repeated the words Jesus had 
taught her on the preceding Thursday. 


““At once He came, and I saw by His look that it pleased Him 
to hear me say that prayer, so I repeated it again. 

“* “Kvery time you say those words I place them in My Heart, 
that they may become for you and for souls a new source of 
grace and metcy.’ 

“Tasked Him, or rather I begged Him, to have compassion on 
me, for none is morte in need of it than I. 

“If through you, Josefa, I will to pour out the treasures of 
My mercy, do you think that I would not begin by yourself?’ ” 


Then He reminded her to hide nothing from the Mother to 
whom He had entrusted her. 

“You must learn to own to her even what humiliates you most, 
and in the most costly way. If I had not willed to subject you to 
obedience,’ He said with emphasis, “I should have left you in 
the world, but I led you to My Heart that there you might live 
only to obey.” 

Two days later, she was to experience how grace is always 
hidden in obedience. 


“On Wednesday, 13th April, I received a letter from my sister, 
and the thought that she would very likely enter the Carmelites 
and leave my Mother all alone upset me. However, I never ceased 
telling Jesus that I would be faithful to Him. The following day 
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the temptation was so strong that I went and told you all, Mother, 
because I knew it was from you that I should get light. You said 
one thing that struck me very forcibly: “The Heart of Jesus loves 
your mother infinitely more than you do.’ I reflected on this, and 
in consequence resolved to leave everything in God’s hands. 

“The next day, during my thanksgiving, He who knows my 
frailty came, full of kindness, arid said to me: 

“ “If you surrender all, you will find everything in My Heart.’ ” 


It was by such a call to abandon all into His hands that Our 
Lord prepared her for the stormy days that were about to begin 
for her. 

On Friday, 22nd April, we see in her notes how the devil tried 
to take away her peace of mind: 


“My soul is tortured by frightful things suggested to my 
imagination by Satan. .. . I went up to the oratory of Our 
Lady in the Noviceship to implore her not to let me fall. She 
came, at once, very motherly and said: 

“* “My daughter, I will give you a lesson of very great import- 
ance: the devil is like a mad dog, but he is chained, that is to say, 
his liberty is curtailed. He can, therefore, only seize and devour 
his prey if you venture too near him, and that is why his usual 
tactics are to make himself appear as a lamb. The soul does not 
realize this, and draws nearer and nearer, only to discover his 
malice when in his clutches. When he seems far away, do not 
relax your vigilance, child; his footsteps are padded and silent, 
that he may take you unawares.’ 

“She gave me her blessing and went away.” 


Temptation was, indeed, very close to her, and this time 
Josefa was to learn how strong the devil is, even when allowed 
only a measure of liberty by God. 


“Two or three days later,” wrote Josefa, “I was alone and 
feeling very desolate. The fury of the devil seemed to fall upon 
me and blind me and tear me from my vocation. I suffered much 
until Saturday, 7th of May, but I did not cease calling on Our 
Lord and Our Lady for help. 

“That evening I went to make my adoration with the other 
novices, and to help myself I began to read the words spoken to 
me by Our Lord and which I had written in my little note-book. 
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But instead of being a help, this reading increased my trouble, for 
I thought that all these graces would lead in the end to my 
petdition. I tried as well as I could to repeat my offering, but that 
instant a shower of blows fell upon me. Frightened, I left the 
chapel to put the note-book away and see if the Mother Assistant 
was in her cell, so as to tell her what had happened. But when I 
reached the cloister of Saint Berriard I was violently caught hold 
of by the arm and dragged to the kitchen, and the idea came to 
me to burn the note-book. I tried to do so, but was unable to lift 
the copper. A mother who was there told me to throw the book 
into the wood bin, and that it would then be burned at once.” 


Josefa crumpled it up in her hands, threw it into the bin, and 
went away much relieved in mind, and hardly realizing what she 
had done. She then went to resume her work in the ironing-room. 
Gradually, however, the gravity of the action she had been, as it 
were, forced into came home to her. What would happen if the 
note-book fell into strange hands and revealed the great under- 
taking of Love which Our Lord had so formally charged her to 
keep secret? 


“In other circumstances, I should have been desperate,” she 
continued, “but this time I prayed with all my faith to be delivered, 
and above all to be forgiven. . . . I went back to the kitchen, 
hoping that the note-book would not have been burnt, for it was 
late. But I could not find it, and I implored Our Lady to take 
charge of it herself. 53.27 


The next day, a Sunday, seemed an eternity to Josefa, who dared 
not own her fault to the Mother Assistant, and sought to avoid 
saying anything about it. But when evening came she was unable 
to bear alone the anxiety it caused her, and she confessed the 
whole story to the Mother Assistant. 


“When I saw her fear of the consequences I implored Our Lady 
to restore the note-book to her. I hoped with full confidence that 
this would be done, not for myself, but for her.” 


Our Lady could not turn a deaf ear to so filial a prayer. 


“On Monday, 9th May, I was sweeping the corridor of the 
cells, and could not take my mind off the thought of the note- 
book . . . but I had lost all hope of finding it again. . . .” 
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Suddenly Josefa heard the well-known voice of Our Lady: 


“ “Go to the kitchen; there you will find it.’ 

“I did not pay any attention, and continued sweeping, thinking 
that I must be going out of my mind, but I heard the same words 
a second time, and so went up into the oratory of the Noviceship, 
where a third time the same voice repeated: ‘Go to the kitchen; 
there you will find it.’ ” 


Hastily Josefa ran downstairs, and on reaching the kitchen, 
there in the wood bin she saw her note-book . . . it was wrapped 
in a piece of very clean white paper, and laid on one side against 
the edge of the bin. Josefa seized it—with what excited feelings 
can be imagined. 

She spent two or three days in gratitude, not unmixed with 
shame at so much indulgence. .. . 

On the 13th May, during her adoration, Jesus appeared with 
arms extended: 


“T begged His forgiveness, at once,” she wrote. “ ‘Forget it 
all,’ He said. ‘My Heart has wiped it out. Do not be discouraged, 
for My mercy is best shown in your frailty.’ ” 


Then she implored Him not to tire of her and of her frailty 
and falls. 

“Never does My Heart refuse to forgive a soul that humbles 
itself,” He answered, drawing near, “especially when it asks with 
confidence. 

“Do you understand that, Josefa? I shall raise a great edifice on 
mere nothingness; that is to say, on your humility, surrender, and 
love.”1 

Our Lady was to have the last word in the closing stages of this 
trial. 

Next day, Saturday, 14th May, she appeared to her child, who 
was just finishing the Stations of the Cross. 

She was more beautiful than ever; her dress gleamed with 
silvery reflections and she smiled as she told her of the entry into 
Paradise of a soul for whom many prayers and sufferings had been 
asked. 


1 “Yo haré un gran edificio sobre la nada, es decir sobre tu humilidad tu abandono 
y tu amor.” 
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“When she was about to go, I thanked her once more for the 
note-book. 

“ ‘What did you want to do with it, my child?’ she asked. 

“In spite of my shame, I told her the truth: Alas! I meant to 
burn it. . ’ 

“Tt was I who prevented your doing that,’ she said; ‘when 
Jesus speaks, all heaven listens in admiration to His words.’ ” 


Josefa, who now understood better than ever the value of 
words from the lips of Jesus, was speechless with sorrow at what 
she had done. 


“T asked her forgiveness and thanked her for not allowing the 
note-book to be lost. 

“‘ “When you threw it away, I saved it... . The words of My 
Son,’ she said a few days later, ‘I leave here below only for the 
good of souls, otherwise I take them back to heaven.’ ” 


Josefa never tired of thanking this compassionate Mother who 
had come to her rescue so mercifully. 


“T thought,”’ we read in her notes, “how very much she loves 
me and how wonderful is her tenderness for me. 

“Ah! daughter, how should I not love you? . . . My Son 
shed His Blood for all men . . . all are my children. But when 
Jesus selects one soul in particular, my Heart rests in her.’ ” 


This oneness of love of Mother and Son was further confirmed 
by Our Lord; Josefa wrote on the 18th of May: 


“After Communion, my soul was filled with such peace that I 
could not help saying: ‘O Jesus, I know Thou art here; I am 
certain of it . . .’ Before I had finished whispering the words, He 
stood before me. His hands were extended, His face expressed 
the most loving tenderness, His Heart was escaping from His 
breast, and His whole Person shone with respendent light. It was 
as if a fire were burning within Him. 

** *Yes, Josefa, Iam here... .’ 

“I was beside myself . . . but regained sufficient hold on 
myself to beg His pardon, and to bewail my failings, miseries, and 
fears. 


“ “If you are an abyss of miseries, I am an abyss of mercy and 
goodness.’ 
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“Then, stretching out His arms towards me, He said: ‘My 
Heart is your refuge. . . .”” 


Thus ended the incident of the note-book: on Our Lord’s part 
a veritable effusion of mercy. 

The devil tried many other ways of destroying the writings to 
which Our Lord attached so high a price. But he never succeeded. 

The 25th of May, Feast of Saint Madeleine Sophie, who in 
1921 was still only a Beata, Josefa recorded the first intervention 
of this holy Mother in her life. She had a very filial love for her, 
and notes in very simple words this favour which gave her new 
life and strength: 


“To-day, the feast of our Blessed Mother, I went into her cell 
many times to whisper a little prayer to her, and once (I was in my 
blue working apron) I just stood for a moment and said: ‘O 
Mother, once more I ask you to make me very humble, that I 
may be your true daughter!’ There was no one in the room and 
this little invocation escaped me out loud. Suddenly I became 
aware of the presence of an unknown nun. She took my head in 
her two hands, and pressed it lovingly, saying: ‘My child, commit 
all your frailties to the Heart of Jesus, love the Heart of Jesus, 
rest in the Heart of Jesus and be faithful to the Heart of Jesus.’ 

“I took her hand to kiss it, then with two fingers she made the 
sign of the Cross in blessing on my forehead, and disappeared.” 


This first meeting was followed by many others. Up and down 
the cloisters of Les Feuillants which her feet had so often trod, in 
her cell, in the shadow of the tabernacle where she had prayed, 
Saint Madeleine Sophie showed herself to her child, with the same 
vivacious and ardent expression of countenance she was known 
to have had on earth, but now stamped with the light of glory. 
Josefa spoke to her with the same confidence and simplicity 
with which she had recourse to her mothers on earth. She listened 
to her counsels, confided all her difficulties to her, and under such 
motherly guardianship she felt her vocation safe. 

However, Our Lord was teaching her humility by the experi- 
ence of many falls, and did not free her from the natural frailty of 
her nature. He seemed almost to take pleasure in seeing the little 
novice prostrate in shame at His feet, so that He might constantly 
remind her of the mercy of His Heart, and sometimes He made 
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use of the simplest comparisons to bring home to her His 
favourite lessons. “I begged of Him,” she wrote on the Feast of 
the Blessed Sacrament, Thursday, 26th May, “to give me strength 
to conquer myself, for I do not yet know how to humble myself as 
He would like.” 

This was during her prayer, and at once Our Lord made 
Himself manifest. “Do not be anxious, Josefa,” He said tenderly. 
“If you throw a grain of sand into a vase which is full to the very 
top, a little of the water will trickle out. If you throw in a second 
grain, more drops will come out. In the same way, in so far as I 
enter into your soul, you will become less and less occupied with 
yourself: But this will come about gradually and take time.” 

Three days later, Sunday, 29th May, He amplified this thought 
and strengthened her for the labour which was to be long and 
costly. 


“ “Why ate you afraid? I know well what you are, but I say 
again: I do not mind your helplessness. 

“ “When a little child toddles as it tries its first steps, his 
mother begins by holding his hand; later she lets go of him and 
urges him on to the effort of walking alone, but she stretches out 
protecting arms that he may not fall and hurt himself. Tell your 
Mother that the feebler a soul is the more it needs support, and is 
there anyone weaker than you?’ 

“Then He let me lean upon His Heart, and said in a voice 
mote paternal than at any time before: ‘My Heart takes comfort 
in forgiving. I have no greater desire, no greater joy, than when I 
can pardon a soul. When a soul returns to Me after a fall, the 
comfort she gives Me is a gain for her, for I regard her with very 
gteat love. Have no fear whatever. As you are nothing but 
wretchedness, I wish to make use of you. I will supply for all 
your deficiencies. Let me do it. . . . Let Me act in you.’ ” 


This continual interchange of mercy on the one hand, and 
humble, generous love on the other, is repeated on every page of 
this life, and stands out as an essential lesson to be learned. But 
He who with such persevering longanimity gave it did not want 
Josefa to become absorbed in her failings, and everything was to 
become gain for souls. 


SAINT MADELEINE SOPHIE BARAT 
(Foundress of the Society of the Sacred Heart) 


CHAPTER IV 


LOVE’S VENTURES 


Concerning the Souls of Three Priests and a Sinner, 


and Two Chosen Souls 
Ist June-July 1921 


“Do you want to be a comfort to Me?” 
(Our Lord to Josefa, 14th June 1921) 


“SOME time before the Feast of the Sacred Heart, I no longer 
remember the exact date,’ wrote Josefa, “I saw Our Lord; His 
Heart bore three fresh wounds, and from each there flowed much 
blood. 

“* “See what I want for My feast. 


> 33 


And as she expressed her grief at His sorrow: 


““°There are three priests who are wounding My Heart... 
offer all you do for them.’ 

“T said how poor I was that He might supply what is wanting 
to me. He replied with much love and clemency: “The greater 
your helplessness, the more My power will sustain you. I will 
make you rich with My gifts. If you are faithful to Me, I will take 
up My abode in you and will take refuge there, when sinners 
repulse Me. I shall rest in you, and you will have life in Me. 
Come to My Heart and there find all you need, even if it is what 
I have asked of you. Have confidence and love.’ ” 


From that moment, suffering of both body and soul rarely left 
Josefa, till Friday the 3rd of June, Feast of the Sacred Heart, 
when the power of prayer and the mercy that responds to it were 
shown to her. 


“During my prayer He opened His Heart for me to enter in: 
‘Come,’ He said, ‘enter in, and continue to confide to Me all I have 


asked of you.’ ' 
“He gave me sweet repose after all the anguish of the preceding 


days. Then He, O! so beautiful . . . stayed near me . . . as if 
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unable to restrain His joy. I spoke to Him of the three priests. “Pray 
to My Heart for them,’ He said; ‘they have not yet come back <3 
but they are nearer.’ ” 


Overjoyed at the sight of His beauty, Josefa alluded to the 
feast, which she thought would have given Him so much glory. 


“His Heart glowed at these words; never before had I seen 
Him so. 

“ “Yes, to-day is the feast of My love. Souls, those that I love 
so much . . . they delight My Heart, coming as they do to seek 
strength and remedy in My Heart which so ardently desires to 
entich them; that is what glorifies and consoles Me most.’ 

“He stayed to the end of meditation and then followed me to 
Mass.” 


It is the custom in the Society on the Feast of the Sacred Heart 
for all the nuns to renew their vows before the Sacred Host at the 
moment of communion. Josefa could hardly contain herself as 
she listened to the renovation uttered so earnestly by each of the ~ 
community in turn. 


“O! how happy I am in my dear Society . . .” she wrote. 

“Suddenly I saw His Heart . . . at first, alone, immersed in a 
blazing furnace; then, as if a few fleecy clouds parted, Jesus Him- 
self appeared. O! what beauty! . . . [know not whatI said... . 
How can I thank Him for all He does for me? 

**“T will tell you how, Josefa. Take this Heart and offer It to 
your God. By It, you can pay all your debts. You know now what 
I wished to do when I attracted you to this house. I want you to 
fulfil My plans by the docility with which you allow yourself to 
be handled, and with which you surrender to My love, which only 
seeks to possess and consume you. Love will despoil you of self 
and allow you to think only of My glory and of souls.’ 

Then with increasing animation, He added: “ ‘Now pray .. . 
ask all you want . . . tell Me your desires.’ 

“Then I prayed for all I most desire—first for the Society, as is 
only natural, and at the same time I offered Him all those fervent 
acts of renovation for the three priests... . All day long I 
never ceased praying for them . . . I cannot say how often I 
repeated: “Lord, Thou hast told me that to-day souls give great 


LOVE’S VENTURES 107 


joy to Thy Heart and gain many graces . . . cannot we gain 
those three priests? O! let Thy Heart be touched!’ ” 


Towards three in the afternoon she went to the Novitiate, and 
as she passed the organ tribune she made another flying visit: 


“To knock at the door of His Heart,” she wrote, “in order that 
He might no longer resist our supplications. He came at once, and 
as if He had not heard, He said to me: ‘What do you want? Tell 
Me.’ 

“But, my Jesus, Thou knowest . . . what of those three priests? 
... limplore Thee, since it is Thine own wish. . . . No one but 
Thou canst do it.’’ 


Then with majestic solemnity and divine joy, pointing to His 
Heart, He said: “‘Josefa, they have returned to Me!” And, as if 
gtipped by intense emotion, He continued: “If they had refused 
My grace, they would have been responsible for the loss of a great 
many souls.”” And, as prostrate at His feet, she was mute with the 
joy that filled her, He added: “You will repeat these words every 
day: ‘O Jesus, by Thy most loving Heart, I implore Thee to 
inflame with zeal for Thy love and glory all the priests of the 
world, all missionaries and those whose office it is to preach Thy 
word, that, on fire with holy zeal, they may snatch souls from the 
devil and lead them into the shelter of Thy Heart, where for ever 
they may glorify Thee.” 


“Then I saw that the thorns had been replaced by a wreath of 
very ted roses, and these encircled His Heart, which was like a 
fiery furnace; His whole Person shone resplendently, and His 
face glowed with loving kindness.” 


Josefa never forgot that Feast of the Sacred Heart. She had 
witnessed the infinite joy of the Sacred Heart when His priests 
give Him all the love they owe Him. The prayer He had taught 
her became her daily petition and priestly souls the first and 
biggest intention of her consecrated life. A little secret note found 
only after her death proves that at this time Our Lord kept the 
thought of the missions constantly before her eyes. 


“It was on the 11th of June (I was still afraid of betraying 
myself to those around me), when suddenly I saw Out Lord. I 
told Him of my fears, and with inexpressible tenderness He 
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answered: ‘Remember My words and trust in them. The one 
desire of My Heart is to imprison you in It, to possess you in My 
love, and to make of your frailty and littleness a channel of mercy 
for many souls who will be saved by your means. Later on, I will 
reveal to you the burning secrets of My Heart, and they will be 
for the good of many souls. I want you to write and to keep all I 
say to you. It will be read when you ate in heaven. It is not for 
your merits that I use you, but that souls may see how My power 
makes use of weak and despicable instruments.” 


“T asked Him if I was to say even that,” she wrote ingenuously. 

“Write it; they will read it after you are dead.” 

Thus He gradually unveiled to her the great design of His love 
which was being prepared in the silence and labour of her working 
days. Of suffering there was to be enough, and Josefa, who ad- 
vanced courageously towards humility, was not without frequent 
temptation. The devil tried to change into obstacles acts which 
she could have done so simply at another time; but Our Lady 
was there as always to enlighten, guide, and defend her. 


“T used to tell her all that happened to me,” she wrote on the 
13th of June, “but I was not expecting to see her, when she came 
like a loving Mother, so kind. 

“Listen, daughter, do not pay any attention to what you feel. 
Believe me, the sharper your repugnance, the greater your merit 
in the eyes of your Master. Be on your guard about these three 
points by which the enemy of souls will endeavour to make you 
fall. 

“ “First: Never give in to scruples which he suggests to you in 
order to make you give up Holy Communion. 

“Second: When My Son asks anything of you—be it an act of 
humility or some other act, do it with great love, telling Him all 
the time: “Lord, Thou seest how much it costs me... but 
Thou first, and I afterwards.” 

“Third: Pay no attention to the artifice of the devil who tries 
to persuade you that the confidence you have in your Mother 


*“Recuerda mis palabras y ten fe. El deseo unico de mi Corazén es aprisionatte y 
ahogarte en mi amor, hacer de tu pequefiez y flaqueza un canal de misericordia para 
muchas almas que se salvardn por tu medio. Mas tarde te descubriré los secretos mas 
amorosos de mi Corazén y ésto servira para hacer bien a muchas almas. Deseo que 
escribas y guardes cuanto Yo te diga. Todo se leer4 Cuando tu estés en el cielo, no 
es por tus méritos que quiero servitme de ti, es porque las almas vean que mi Poder 
se sitve de instrumentos débiles y miserables.’’ 
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subtracts something from your tenderness for Jesus. If he is able 
to master you in this matter, he will have gained everything. 

“Open your heart in all confidence, and love your Mother 
without fear; always tell her with great simplicity what you think, 
all that.-worries you. Jesus also willed to love on earth those who 
represented His Father, and He is pleased when you are open and 
simple with her. But on no account ever omit a communion: this 
I particularly recommend to you.’ ” 


Who would not wonder at the thoughtful kindness of such 
motherly counsels! It was by following them implicitly that Josefa 
became in the hands of her Master the docile and supple instru- 
ment He was forging for His redemptive work. 


“Tuesday, 14th of June, Jesus the all beautiful came,” she 
wrote. “He bore in His hands the Crown of Thorns and He asked 
me with an expression of the most gracious mildness: ‘Will you 
comfort Me?’ 

““Of course, I assented at once . . . and He continued: ‘I want 
you to work at bringing back to Me a much-loved soul. Direct 
your attention and offer all you do for him. Often present My 
Blood to the Father. Kiss the ground in reparation for this out- 
raged Blood trampled underfoot by the souls I so dearly love. 
If you obtain leave, I will tell you all you can do for him. I shall 
not infringe the Rule or any observance.’ ” 


Our Lord’s attention to the observance of the Rule kept 
Josefa ever on the straight path. 

“Have you leave from the Mother Assistant’? He said to her 
after Communion the next day. 

“Thou knowest, dear Lord, that her one wish is to please Thee.” 

“T know it, but you must first submit to the will of your 
Superior, even before you do what I Myself ask you.” 

Then He laid out a plan for days of oblation: 


« ‘When you awake, enter at once into My Heart, and when you 
ate deep down in It, offer My Father all your actions united to the 
pulsations of My Heart. Unite all your actions to Mine, so that 
it will no longer be you, but I, that act in you. 

“During Mass, present this soul that I want to save to My 
Father, so that He may pour over him the Blood of the Victim 
that is about to be immolated. 
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“ ‘When you go to Holy Communion, offer the divine wealth 
you then possess to pay that soul’s debt. 

“ ‘During your prayer, place yourself beside Me in Gethsemane, 
share My anguish, and offer yourself to My Father as a victim 
ready to endure all that your soul is able to bear. 

“ ‘When you take your food, think that you are giving Me that 
alleviation and do the same whenever you take pleasure in any- 
thing whatsoever. 

“Do not be separated from Me even for one instant. Often 
kiss the ground. Do not omit to make the Stations a single day. 
If I need you, I will tell you. 

“ ‘Took solely to My will in all you do and accomplish it with 
the greatest submission. : 

“ ‘Humble yourself profoundly, but always joining confidence 
and love to your humility. 

“ Do everything out of love, and do not lose sight of what I 
suffered for souls. 

“During the night you will rest in My Heart. Mine will 
hearken to the beats of yours which will stand as so many acts of 
love and desire. Thus you will bring back to Me that soul that so 
offends Me.’ 

“T asked Him to be indulgent with me, if one or other of these 
points is not done exactly as He wishes, for I am very weak. 

“Tn the evening, during my adoration of the Blessed Sacrament, 
He came with bleeding hands and feet, and looking up to heaven, 
He said: ‘Offer My Father the divine Victim and the Blood of My 
Heart for that soul.’ 

“He repeated the same words three times. I told Him of my 
desire to comfort Him and to carry out all He had explained to me. 

“““Do not be over-anxious; you possess My Heart for all I 
ask you to do.’ ” 


Josefa was learning how great is the price of a soul’s salvation. 
For many weeks to come she was associated with Christ’s offering 
and redemptive sufferings, and step by step she followed the 
return of the wandering soul. 

On Friday, the 17th of June, she asked Our Lord whether it 
would console Him if she did a certain secret little act which she 
confided to Him, and as He expressed His joy at it: “Why did 


you not tell me sooner, dear Lord?” 
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“Listen, Josefa, if your father is thirsty and asks you for a 
glass of water and you give him one, he is grateful. But supposing 
he asked for nothing, and that of yourself you thought of relieving 
his thirst, how pleased he would be to feel that his child was 
trying by all means to comfort him. 

“T have already told you that whatever you do for love of Me, 
however small in itself, will give Me much pleasure, and will be 
of great price for yourself and for souls. Now give Me your 
heart, that I may there take My rest. When I need you, I will tell 
you. Now, say once more that you love Me for those who 
offend Me.” 

This love of Josefa was shown chiefly by her courage under 
suffering. For the last few days a violent pain in her left side had 
been added to the many sufferings that were wearing her down. 
At times she was hardly able to breathe. Efforts to relieve her 
were quite ineffectual and the doctor’s diagnosis did not reveal 
anything abnormal. But in her heart she feared that this pain 
might be an obstacle to her religious life. 

Again she turned to Mary and confided to her maternal Heart 
this anxiety, which far more than the pain oppressed her. 

On Monday, zoth June, she was praying in the Noviceship 
oratory: 


“Suddenly Our Lady came, and said sweetly to me: “Do not 
be anxious, daughter . . . tell your Mother that there is nothing 
to be afraid of. That pain is a spark from my Son’s Heart. When 
it is morte intense, offer it up, for it signifies that at that moment 
a soul is offending Him grievously. Do not fear pain; it is a 
treasure both for you and for souls.’ 

“She gave me her blessing and was gone.” 


That same evening, in the refectory, faithful to her Master’s 
injunction— 

“T was offering up my food to Our Lord as He had taught me 
to do,” she wrote, “when suddenly I saw Him, and He said 
sadly: 

‘Yes, give Me to eat, for Iam hungry . . . give Me to drink, 
for I am thirsty. You know well what I am hungry and thirsty 
for... souls . . . the souls I love so much. You can give Me 
to drink.’ 
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“He stayed all through the meal. Then He said: ‘Come with Me 
. . . do not leave Me alone.’ ” 

He was planning for het to follow Him along a path of increased 
pain, and the next day He manifested Himself to her during her 
thanksgiving: “Offer everything to My Father in union with My 
sufferings. I will make you spend three hours every day in the 
dire distress and anguish of My Cross, and it will profit that 
soul exceedingly.” 

Josefa never hesitated to accept these missions of suffering. 
Though she dreaded the favours, the responsibility of which was 
ever ptesent to her mind, she was ready to take on herself the 
Cross which was destined to save souls. This Our Lord knew, and 
He counted on her, and made further demands on her generosity. 

On Thursday, 23rd June, at Holy Mass, He appeared again: 


“ “T'o-day, I want you to get leave to make a Holy Hour. You 
will offer that sinner to the Eternal Father, reminding Him that it 
was for him that I suffered the agonies of Gethsemane. You will 
offer Him My Heart and your sufferings united to Mine. . 
Tell your Mother that these pains are a trifle in comparison with 
the joy which will be Mine when that soul returns to Me.’ 

“That night,” continued Josefa, “I awoke, as the pain was very 
severe, and soon after, Jesus came, crowned with thorns: ‘I 
come that we may suffer together.’ 

“He joined His hands and remained long in prayer. If only 
you could see how beautiful He is, Mother! His eyes look heaven- 
ward, and there is such mournful sadness on His countenance... 
a luminous ray fell on His face, a sort of reflection of heaven.”’ 


Many days and nights passed. Josefa noted down visits from 
her Master, who told her again and again of His thirst for souls 
and of His hopes. She, so to speak, watched this pursuit of love 
which tracked the path.of a soul in peril. But while He made her 
responsible before God, Jesus wanted her collaboration with 
Himself to be entirely disinterested. When she asked Him whether 
the sinner was nearer conversion, He answered her on Tuesday, 
28th June, while she was busy working: 

“ “Mark My words, Josefa: if you are really desirous of pleasing 
Me, do not concern yourself with anything else than suffering, 
while giving Me all I ask of you, without trying to know the 
“how” and the “‘when’’.’ 
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“That night,” her notes continued, “Wednesday, 29th June, as 
I was about to go to bed, I told Our Lord that I was, as always, 
at His beck and call. It was about eleven o’clock, I think, when I 
awoke, as has happened the last few nights. I felt myself plunged 
in fire. I cannot explain how, and I could find no relief for a great 
pain which increased in severity at every movement I made. 

“At two in the morning, suddenly Our Lady came. She carried 
in her hands a white veil which she spread over my bed, and the 
pain vanished. She stood looking at me with an expression of 
deep sadness, and as she did not speak I said something about that 
soul and begged her to ask Jesus to remove from him the occasions 
of sin and to give him the grace and strength to cast sin away. 
Her eyes filled with tears and she replied: ‘Oh, how low he has 
fallen . . . he let himself be deceived like a lamb . . . but take 
courage, do all My Son tells you, and ask Him to load on you the 
punishment that that sinner deserves. If you do this, divine 
justice will spare him. Do not shrink from suffering, Josefa, you 
will never lack the strength you need, and when you can bear it 
no longer, I myself will give you courage and relief. I am the 
Refuge of Sinners; that soul will not be lost.’ ” 


The next day, Thursday, 30th June, Our Lord appeared to 
Josefa after communion and showed her the wounds in His 
hands and feet, and taught her to discover the invisible wound of 
love. “Look at My wounds,” He said. “Adore them. . . kiss 
them . . . they were caused not by souls, but by love.” 

And as she was mute, not knowing what to say, He repeated: 
“Yes, they are caused by the love I have for souls . . . a love 
of compassion for sinners. . . . Ah! did they but know .. .” 

Then, in silence, Josefa let her Master stamp that invisible 
wound on her soul, so as to share it with Him, and relieve His 
pain. “The greatest reward I can give a soul,” He continued, “is 
to make her a victim of My love and mercy, rendering her like 
Myself, who am the divine Victim for sinners.” 


“As during the last days, He seemed heavy and afflicted; but 
with a sadness that invested Him with a new beauty beyond my 
power to express . . . all about Him captivates! He raises His 
eyes to heaven, and when He lowers them to look at me they are 
wet with tears. I think these tears are more from love than from 
pain. His feet are pierced and so are His hands. He extends them 
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towards me when He wants me to kiss them and this seems to 
comfort Him. 

“Since He spoke to me of this sinner, neither He nor Our 
Lady have come near me . . . this is keen suffering, but for the 
last fifteen or twenty days my soul has a sort of attraction for 
suffering. It used to frighten me, and when Jesus told me He had 
chosen me as His victim, my whole being quivered. Now it is 
different. There are days, of course, when the pain is so great that 
unless He sustained me I could not bear it and survive, for not a 
single member of my body is spared . . . nevertheless my soul 
longs to bear mote, were it possible, though not without resist- 
ance in my lower nature. When I begin to feel these pains coming 
on, I tremble, and instinctively recoil; but there is strength in my 
will that accepts, that wills and desires to suffer more, so that if at 
that moment I were given the choice of going to heaven or 
continuing to suffer, I should infinitely prefer to remain on earth, 
that I might console His Heart, although I am burning to go to 
Him. I know that it is Jesus who has effected this transformation 
in me and that He is tenderly concerned about me, and this makes 
me very happy and grateful.” 


On the first of July, Feast of the Precious Blood, and the First 
Friday of the month, Our Lady came to put her in mind of the 
redemptive value of His Blood, which she must make use of for 
the sinner. 

“Adore the Precious Blood of my Son, daughter,” she said to 
her, ‘and beg of Him to pour it on that soul, that he may be 
touched, forgiven, and purified . . . entrust him to his Angel 
Guardian from six to half-past six to-night and pray hard for 
him.” 

The next day, Saturday, 2nd July, towards evening, Jesus 
appeared to her; His hands and feet were still torn and wounded. 


“How matvellously beautiful His face was,’ noted Josefa, 
“and especially His Heart ... how much I feel not being 
able to approach Him . . . but to-day He did not even allow me 
i ae His wounds. He merely said: ‘Are you ready to comfort 

ep’ 

' “His glance was indescribable . . . His eyes speak! Then He 
said: “You slake My thirst, Josefa, you give Me to drink... . . 
To-night, for three hours, I will make you share My agony. 
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Offer yourself now to My Father, that He may discharge His 
wrath upon you.’ 

“When He had said this, He joined His hands and looked 
heavenwards; and after a moment of silence, He left me.” 


Thus, as day succeeded day, Josefa was kept face to face with 
her mission. 


“Do not stop uniting your actions to Mine and offering My 
ptecious Blood to My Father. . . .” 
“Never forget that you are the victim of My Heart.” 


But Our Lord was far from confining Josefa’s horizon to one 
soul, and on Friday, the 8th of July, He entrusted to her two other 
souls of whom he said: “See how they pierce My Heart and rend 
My hands.” 

He returned again during her adoration: “Look at My Heart. 
It is all love and tenderness, but there are those who do not 
recognize this.” 

Before leaving, He added: “I shall often come back till those 
two souls are converted. When you are in pain, I rest, and My 
Heart rejoices in converse with you. Have no fear, for My visits 
will never harm you; you are in My hands and I will guard you, 
provided you refuse Me nothing.” 

We can easily conjecture the energy and generosity of effort 
that were requited of Josefa to carry on this twofold life: on the 
one hand, days and nights passed in contact with the invisible, 
which entailed so great a sacrifice; on the other, the fidelity with 
which she kept to her work and to the Rule. With matchless 
kindness Our Lord allowed her to share in His joys as Saviour. 


“He came during my adoration, so beautiful,” she wrote on 
Saturday, 9th of July, “and He said to me: ‘See, Josefa, one of 
those two souls has at last given Me what she had so long refused 
Me, but the other is very near being lost unless she succeeds in 
seeing her utter nothingness... .”” 


Then, Josefa asked Him if He was referring to the sinner who 
had so long occupied His Heart. “No,” answered the Master, 
“he is very near victory, and will soon cast the peril far from him, 
and that is how I draw good even from great falls.” 
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The very next day, Sunday, roth July, Our Lord came to urge 
her to further efforts. He showed Himself to her after communion 
and spoke of the second of the two who still resisted His loving 
invitations, and who, through pride, was in such grave danger of 
eternal loss. 

“Yes, offer yourself to obtain her forgiveness. A soul will 
profit even after the greatest sins, if she humbles herself. It is 
ptide that provokes My Father’s wrath, and it is loathed by Him 
with infinite hatred.” 

“T am in search of those who will humble themselves to repair 
for this pride,” He said again, the following evening 11th July. 
“Try to make many acts of humility, Josefa, and do not count the 
cost. If you but knew how pleasing such acts are to Me.” 

Then, He left, with these parting words: “Do not forget that 
I want you to surrender everything to My Heart.” 

On Tuesday, 12th July, she wrote: 


“‘At about four in the afternoon He returned. His face was so 
grave and beautiful, and there was a gaping wound in His Heart: 
“Give Me your heart, Josefa, that I may fill it with the bitterness 
of My own; and offer yourself to repair the pride of that soul. 
Do not refuse Me anything; I am your strength.’ 

“He looked as though He were begging an alms, and what 
would I not have done to console Him! ...I said many loving 
things to Him, and above all I asked for grace never to resist 
Him, and begged Him not to look at my wretched helplessness. 

“ “What matter! Your helplessness will comfort Me. I ask only 
to be free to do as I please with you. I want nothing else of My 
chosen souls but surrender and love. . . . Yes, love for this 
Heart that burns with love.’ 

“Then glancing heavenwatds, He said: ‘Pride blinds her. . . 
she forgets that I am her God and that without Me she can do 
nothing. Why does she want to rise in this world? I want you 
often to fall down in adoration before My Father, and to offer 
Him the humility of My Heart. Do not forget’ that without Me 
a soul is nothing more than an abyss of wretchedness. . . . I will 
raise up the humble, and make little of their frailties, and even of 
their falls, provided they have humility and love.’ ” 


Weeks went by without a moment’s respite for Josefa. The 
pain in her side, the Crown of Thorns, her aching limbs, her soul 
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burdened with the weight of divine anger .. . everything 
reminded her of the charge given her by Love. 

But Our Lady came to give her fresh courage. “For,” she wrote, 
“T can bear no mote.” 

“Daughter,” said this compassionate mother, as she responded 
to Josefa’s cry in the night of the 12th-13th of July, “you suffer 
to rest your Beloved. Surely this must give you courage. If only 
you knew how constantly He sustains you, never leaving you 
alone. Do not fear suffering.” 

And as the night dragged on: “Now it is four o’clock; sleep in 
Jesus’ Heart, and in the arms of His Mother. I am with you; never 
fear.” 

So Josefa was to suffer even more; her agony increased during 
the ensuing days. The weakness to which she found herself 
reduced added to the pain she was enduring that of not being 
able to keep abreast of her work. Then there was her fear of being 
noticed, which the devil took care to exploit, and he also tried to 
persuade her that all she suffered was unavailing, since those 
souls were not being saved. Days of obsession followed on nights 
of pain, humbling her and lowering her in her own eyes. Then as 
before Mary came to the rescue: 


“Tt was three in the morning,” she wrote on the 22nd of July. 

“Suddenly she came, and putting her two hands on my 
shoulders, she said: ‘Child of my heart! I come to aid and assist 
you, for [am your mother. Nothing of what you endure is useless. 
You will have to go through another big trial to save that proud 
soul. As soon as you feel the approach of temptation, reveal it at 
once. Then obey, obey, obey .. .’ 

“T told her that these two things are what cost me most at 
present. 

“ Tisten, Josefa; now is the time to submit your judgment to 
obedience, and so you will be expiating the pride of that soul. 
The devil has little influence over her while you struggle . . 
you must suffer for souls, you must be tempted, for, mark you, 
the arch-fiend dreads your fidelity . . . but take courage.’ 

“She blessed me and disapperared.” 


In the early dawn, Our Lord Himself came to confirm His 
Mother’s words. It was after her communion, purchased by such 
a hard fight. 
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“He was so beautiful,” she wrote, “although He wore His 
Crown of Thorns and had many bleeding wounds. 

“ ‘Took at My wounds and greet them with a kiss. Know you 
whence they come? Love. Know you who opened My Heart? 
Love. And who crowned Me with thorns? Love. If I have loved 
you so much as to refuse no suffering for your sake, cannot you, 
Josefa, suffer without refusing Me anything? . . . Abandon 
yourself to Me.’ ” 


By such words, Josefa’s will was linked more strongly than ever 
to that of her Lord. The next day, Saturday, 23rd July, He again 
manifested Himself to her after communion. 


“If you but knew how many souls offend and sadden Me. 
That is why I am in seatch of victims who will comfort Me and 
suffer for love of Me. I have chosen you out . . . 1am your God, 
and you belong to Me. You voluntarily made the act of surrender 
by which you henceforth can refuse Me nothing.’ 

“A little after midnight,” she wrote on the same day, “when the 
anguish I was enduring had subsided, I knelt down, kissed my 
crucifix to tell Him how happy I was to have suffered for Him, and 
how grateful I was that once more He had sustained me. Suddenly 
He stood by me in all His beauty: “The more generous you are 
with Me, the more so shall I be with you.’ ” 


The divine generosity of Our Lord continued to be her 
support. It scattered the fears that assailed her when she found 
herself unable to do her work. “When you suffer, you are My 
comfort and repose; when you rest, I watch over you; I will 
allow none of all these things to be detrimental to you, for you 
are in My Heart.” 

The fruit of so much suffering had meanwhile ripened through 
the long weeks of oblations and struggles, as Josefa was soon to 
learn. 

Our Lord asked her the same question as before, on the 25th 
July: “Are you ready to comfort Me? . . . are you prepared to 
suffer?” 

He reminded her of their mutual promise of sth August, 1920: 
“If you are faithful I will make the riches of My Heart known to 
you. You will indeed share My Cross, but I Myself will be your 
consolation, for you ate My well-beloved.” 


LOVE’S VENTURES 119 


Then He added significantly: “Never do I break My word.” 
That same evening news of the sinner came indirectly to Les 
Feuillants, and they were full of hope. 


“TI do not know how to thank enough,” she wrote the next 
day, Tuesday the 26th of July, “all the more that I was still under 
the impression left on me by His words: ‘Never do I break My 
word.’ 

“He came,” she continued, “‘and said to me: “The work is not 
yet completed; I shall show that soul still greater mercy. All I ask 
of you is to be faithful.’ ” 


On Wednesday, 3rd of August, towards evening, Our Lord 
appeared radiant and said: “‘At last the sinner that has made Me 
suffer so much is in My Heart, Josefa.” 

The next day, it was of the soul whose pride wounded Him so 
grievously that He reminded Josefa: “I want that soul to return 
to Me as quickly as possible. Are you willing to suffer for her? ... 
Offer everything you do to-day for that intention. I will return 
soon.” 


“That same evening, Jesus intimated His coming to me,” she 
wrote, “‘and I went to the tribune of the Noviceship. Instantly 
He came. His Heart no longer bore the wound that for so long 
the proud soul He had told me of had inflicted on Him.” 

“Come,” He said, ‘draw near and rest. That soul is in My 
Heart . . . but she will live only long enough to purify herself 
from her faults, for she is so weak that she would fall again.’ 

“As I am more frail than anybody, I begged Him to give me the 
same grace, for if I am not to be faithful I prefer death a thousand 
times. While I was telling Him this, He kept me pressed against 
His Heart. I asked Him why He had been so anxious for the 
salvation of that particular soul? 

“ Tt is because she herself has been the cause of the salvation 
of many in the past, and they now glorify Me.’ ” 


It was on the 14th of August that Our Lord definitely confirmed 
the salvation of those souls so dearly bought. 

That evening Jesus said to Josefa: “That soul left by Me on 
eatth to purify herself is now in heaven. As for the sinner, My 
Heart has completely won him. He will comfort Me from now 

L 
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on by responding to My love. And you? . . .” He continued. 
“Do you love Me? . . . I have plans for you, plans of love . . . 
do not refuse Me anything.” 


A Religious Community 
August 1921 


“T wish to use you for a great undertaking” 
(Our Lord to Josefa, 26th July 1921) 


In August 1921 a work of reparation in which Our Lord had 
invited Josefa to co-operate came to a successful end. In order to 
follow it from day to day, we must go back to Tuesday, 26th of 
July, when after communion Our Lord had asked her: “Are you 
prepared to follow Me faithfully?” 


2 


“T told Him my fears on account of my weakness,” wrote 
Josefa, “but as regards my desires, He knows them well enough. 

“*“T am about to make use of you for a great undertaking. You 
must bring back to My Heart a community that has wandered 
away from Me. I want these consecrated souls to come back 
here.’ 

“And He pointed to His Heart. I asked Him what I could do. 

“Go on doing what I taught you to do for that sinner; offer 
all My Blood; its price is infinite.’ 

“He came back towards midday, bearing a heavy cross,” 
continued Josefa. 

““T come to bring you My Cross,’ He said. ‘I want to take it 
off My shoulders and lay it on yours.’ 

“Then He remained without a cross, and I was weighed down 
by such intense suffering that had He not given me special grace 
I could not have borne it. 

“““T have chosen nine souls for this work,’ He went on. ‘When 
I leave you, I will go to another, and so I shall always be comforted 
by one or other of My consecrated souls.’ 

““He remained in silence for a few minutes; then, as if speaking 
to Himself: ‘It is true that many wound Me by their ingratitude, 


but there are more souls in whom I can rest and who are My 
delight.’ ”” 
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Josefa, thus weighed down, went to her ordinary work. Her 
Master was still present and He said to her: “Let us work 
together.” 

As they were alone at the time, she occasionally knelt to adore 
Him and offer herself to His good pleasure. 


“J want you not only to draw these souls closer to Me, but to 
pay their debt, so that they owe no further reparation to My 
Father,’ He explained. 

“Tt was four o’clock when He said to me: ‘Now I am going, 
and I will come back when your turn comes round again.’ 

“He took His Cross and vanished . . . and all suffering left 
me.” 


Henceforward, these long hours of expiation recurred at fixed 
periods, Our Lord going from one to another of the souls He had 
chosen to carry His Cross. After communion on the 27th of July 
He appeared to Josefa: “I come to rest with you,” He said. “I 
want you to forget yourself and to comfort Me, to think of Me so 
much and love Me so vehemently that I alone fill your mind and 
aspirations. Do not be afraid of suffering. . . . I am powerful 
enough to take care of you.” 

She at once spoke to Him of the work of love begun on the 
preceding day: 


*‘And as if I had reminded Him of a great sorrow, He answered: 
‘It is a tepid and relaxed community .. .” 

“Then, after a moment’s silence, He resumed: ‘But they will be 
Mine . . . They will return to My Heart. It is to bring them back 
that I have chosen nine victims. There is nothing of greater 
value than suffering, when united to My Heart. I shall bring you 
My Cross to-night. I shall come at midnight, for that is your 
hour when your turn comes round.’ ” 


That same evening Our Lady came to entrust Josefa with a 
soul in peril: 


“€ Till to-morrow I should like you to put all your enthusiasm 
into saving a child I dearly love,’ she said. ‘Jesus, casting His eyes 
upon her, had given her the treasure of a vocation; but she lost it 
by her want of correspondence. She will die to-morrow, and what 
pains me most is that she has thrown away her scapular. How 
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much my heart would be comforted if this child could be saved.’ 

“She gave me her blessing and disappeared. 

“I was unable to sleep all night, for I was in great distress at the 
thought of this child so near her death. Besides, there was the 
pain in my side, the Crown of Thorns, and all the accumulated 
sufferings of each night. Towards midnight Jesus came with His 
Cross. He stayed beside me, but without the Cross, which I felt 
weighing on my body as a crushing load, while my soul was 
oppressed with unspeakable sadness.” 


The weight of this invisible cross pressed on Josefa’s right 
shoulder, and doubled her in two, almost crushing her. Her 
breathing, already so painful on account of the pain in her side, 
became more and mote laboured, and efforts to help her were 
quite ineffectual. 

“Suffer with courage,” Our Lord said to her, “that My 
religious may let themselves be pierced by this arrow of love.’ 

And from His Heart there issued a ray of fire. 

“Kiss My hands and My feet, and repeat after Me: ‘Father, is 
not the Blood of Thy Son of sufficient value? What more dost 
Thou require? His Heart, His Wounds, His Blood . . . He offers 
Thee all for the salvation of these souls.’ ”’ 


“T repeated the words after Him,” wrote Josefa next day. 
“There were long pauses of silence. I think He was praying, for 
His hands were clasped and He was looking up to heaven. . . 
At four in the morning He said: “Now I leave you, for another of 
My beloved ones awaits Me. You know there ate nine of you . . 
all chosen by My Heart. . . . I will return to-morrow at one 
o’clock and will give you My Cross again. . . . Adieu, I was 
thirsty and you have slaked My thirst. I shall be your reward.’ ” 


On Friday, 29th of July, at one in the afternoon, as He had said, 
Jesus returned with His Cross. “I have come,”’ He said, “to make 
you share in the bitterness of My Heart, which is oppressed with 
sorrow.” 

He gave her His Cross, which at once plunged her whole 
being into the pain she had already experienced these last two 
days. 


“Much blood poured from the wound in His Heart,” she 
wrote. 
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“ ‘Repeat after Me,’ He told her: ‘ “Eternal Father, look upon 
those souls reddened with the Blood of Thy Son Jesus Christ, 
the Victim which is unceasingly offered Thee. Will this Blood 
which purifies, burns and consumes, be powerful enough to 
touch these souls? . . .””’ 

“He remained in silence for a few minutes. I repeated the words 
sevetal times; then He spoke with energy: ‘Yes, I want them to 
return to Me. I want them to burn with love, while Iam consumed 
for them with sorrowful love.’ 

“Then He added sadly: ‘Ah, if souls only understood how 
ardently I desire to communicate Myself to them! But how few 
do understand . . . and how deeply this wounds My Heart.’ 

“TI comforted Him as best I could, and begged Him to forget 
for a while the souls that grieved Him, and to think rather of 
those that love and console Him. His Heart seemed to expand at 
these words. 

** “IT am the one joy of souls. Why do they go away from Me?’ 


“ “Dear Lord, all do not go away . . . and if we often fall, it is 
because of our frailty. . . . Thou knowest it well!’ 
**T would condone their falls . . . and Iam not unmindful of 


their wretchedness, but what 1 want is that they should not 
remain deaf to My appeal and that they should not turn away 
trom the arms outstretched to raise them up.’ 

“From one to four in the afternoon I spent in offering His 
Blood and all His merits to the Father, and in repeating the 
prayer He had taught me.” 


In the silence that surrounded her, Josefa resumed her work as 
soon as Jesus had taken away His Cross, but her soul still bore 
the dolorous impress of the secret imparted to her by Our Lady. 

Her hour of guard recurred on the evening of Saturday, 30th 
of July: 


“T was going up the school stairs, when I met Him with His 
Cross. He told me that He was waiting for me. After asking His 
leave to put away the work I was carrying,” she continued, “I 
went to the room where I sleep, and found Him waiting.” 


Then, she spoke to Him of the soul that had been unfaithful to 
her vocation, and had been placed in her keeping by Our Lady. 
Since the day before, when the fury of the devil had made her 
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suffer much, she knew through Our Lady that this much-loved 
child had escaped the infernal assaults. But during the preceding 
night she had appeared to her in the pains of purgatory, begging 
her intercession that her sufferings might be shortened. Josefa 
was much affected by this first contact with purgatory, and she 
confided her fears to Our Lord: “Lord, if a person of the world 
can suffer such torments, what must not a religious endure? 
That is, if she does not use the graces she receives in such 
abundance... .” 

‘Quite true,’ was the reply. 

Then with great tenderness He comforted her: 


“When one of My religious falls, I am always there to raise 
her up, if she humbles herself lovingly. A soul’s wretchedness 
matters little provided her one desire is to glorify and console 
Me. In her very lowliness she obtains many graces for others. 

**T love humility . . . and it is pride that turns so many 
away from Me. 

“*T want your sacrifices and zeal to draw souls, especially 
consecrated ones, to My Heart. I want your desire to see Me 
loved and to gain souls to Me to consume you, and your love 
to comfort Me.’ 

“He then kept silence for a long time, and I said everything I 
could to comfort Him . . . and I spoke to Him of a soul that 
needs His help. 

** “If she does not look for strength in My Heart, where will she 
find it? Love gives strength, but self must be forgotten.” 

“Then I said: “Lord, forgive us; we are so feeble.’ 

““ “When a soul ardently desires to be faithful to Me, Josefa, I 
uphold her in her weakness, and even her falls are a call on My 
mercy and clemency. But she must forget herself, and make 
efforts in all humility, not for her satisfaction, but for My glory.’ ” 


This promise of mercy ever granted to human weakness was 
given to Josefa at the very moment when she was to experience 
her own frailty once more. 

The long hours spent under the cross did not lessen her courage, 
but they did weigh on her longing to be at work and devote 
herself—a longing that never left her. She complained of it, alas, 
to the Master. He vanished instantly and did not return at the 
hour He had indicated as her time on guard. She was heart- 


LOVE’S VENTURES 125 


broken, for she had not realized what the consequences of this 
impulse of nature were to be. But while He left her to her desola- 
tion, Our Lord, who well knew her love, did not lose sight of 
her, and before long He sent her His Mother. 


“Orn Tuesday, the 2nd of August, at about seven o’clock in the 
evening, I went up to the oratory of Our Lady in the Noviceship, 
and asked her to obtain my forgiveness from Jesus . . . for one 
day without Him seems an age, when suddenly she came with all 
her wonted tenderness. 

“ “Daughter, is it true that you do not want My Son’s Cross 
any longer?’ 

*““O! Mother, you know that I cannot live without Him.’ 

“Then go downstairs; He is waiting for you.’ 

“T went down at once; Jesus was there with His Cross. I do 
not know how I had the courage to ask Him for it. . . . He 
looked at me and said: ‘Do you freely ask for My Cross?” 

“T begged Him to have pity on me, and to restore my greatest 
treasure to me. . . . “Lord! pay no attention to what I say when 
I am tempted, and do not forsake me. . . .’ 

““*T left you to yourself, Josefa, that you might see how little 
you can do without Me . . . now do not think of it any more. 
Take My Cross, and let us go together to labour for souls. .. .’ 

“He gave me His Cross and Crown of Thorns, and remained 
in prayer to the end of the four hours.” 


We have now reached the 3rd of August, when Jesus, having 
conquered the sinner that had cost Josefa so much suffering, 
appeared, saying: ““That sinner is now in My Heart.” 

That same evening, on going to the dormitory, as she drew 
back the curtain of her cubicle she found her Master with His 
Cross waiting for her there. 

“Take My Cross,” He said. “I come to rest in you. Ah, if 
religious souls but knew how great My love for them is and how 
they wound Me by their coldness and tepidity! These souls do not 
know the dangers they run by neglecting their faults. They begin 
by a small infidelity and end by relaxation. To-day, they grant 
themselves a slight indulgence; to-morrow, they are deaf to an 
inspiration of grace, and little by little without realizing it they 
allow their love to grow cold.” 

And to make Josefa realize where alone lie the safeguards of 
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fidelity, He gave her this valuable lesson: “I will tell you now, 
Josefa, how to open your heart to your Mother in all simplicity 
and humility.”’ 

Then He went into details as to how the open-hearted avowals 
He insisted on were to be made: “I want you to be holy, very holy, 
and you will only become so by the path of humility and 
obedience. . . . I will show you all this by degrees. . . .” 

Before leaving her, He concluded with these words: “I advise 
you always to keep before your eyes, and rooted in your heart 
these two important principles. First: God has specially cast His 
eyes on you, to manifest His power the better, by raising a great 
edifice on foundations of utter insufficiency. Second: If He wants 
to lead you to the right and you insist on going to the left, the loss 
of your soul is assured. Lastly, Josefa, let the result of all this be a 
deeper consciousness of your own powerlessness and a more 
complete surrender of yourself into the hands of your God.” 

This lesson of confidence and humility is so dear to the Heart 
of Jesus that He will come back upon it many a time yet. 

The following counsels found in Josefa’s notes and carefully 
preserved by her are enlightening. 


“T wish to make known to you the most intimate attractions of 
My Heart. I have already told you with what simplicity you must 
confide in your Mother and open your soul to her without 
allowing yourself the smallest reservation in your avowals. 
To-day I wish to advise you never to lose an occasion of humbling 
youtself. When you are free to make or not make one of these 
costly acts, go and do it. 

“T want you to give a fortnightly account to your Mother of 
the efforts you have made, and of the occasions you have either 
made use of or lost. The better you know what you are, the better 
you will know what I am. 

“Never go to rest at night with the slightest shadow obscuring 
your soul. This I recommend to you with great insistence. When 
you commit a fault, repair it at once. I wish your soul to be as 
pute as crystal. 

“Do not let your falls, however many, trouble you. It is trouble 
and worry that keep a soul from God. Beg pardon, and I say 
again, tell your Mother at once. . . . 

“I want you to be very little and very humble, and always gay. 
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Yes, I want you to live in joy, while endeavouring all the time to 
be something of an executioner to self. Often choose what costs 
you, but without loss of joy and gladness, for by serving Me in 
peace and happiness you will give the most glory to My Heart.” 


This very clear statement kept Josefa in the straight path and 
at the same time taught her that it was the only one in which, 
following their Master, the workers of His Redemption must 
tread. 

Thus the “great undertaking”—for this was Our Lord’s name 
for it—went on. Josefa continued to carry the cross which Jesus 
gave to the nine chosen souls in turn, so that the consecrated 
souls He was putsuing might be brought back to fervour. This 
work was, however, about to be completed. 

During Mass on the 5th of August He came resplendent in 
beauty: 


““T want you,’ He said, ‘to burn with love of Me. I have 
already made it clear to you that you will find happiness nowhere 
but in My Heart. I want you to love Me . . . I hunger for love 
. . . but I also want you to burn with desire to see Me loved, 
and this must be the one food of your soul.’ 

“I said many endearing things to Him, and Jesus continued: 
‘Every day after communion repeat with all the fervour of which 
you ate capable: “Heart of Jesus, may the whole world be set 
on fire with Thy love.” 


It was in this kind of fiery fervour that she spent the day “full 
of ardent desires” as she herself noted. 

Towards nightfall she went up to the dormitory. Jesus was 
waiting for her: “Take My Cross and let us go and suffer for 
souls.” 

After a moment’s silence, He added: “If My consecrated souls 
have reflected that I am all love, and that My supreme desire is to 
be loved in return, why do they treat Me as they do?” 

Then He explained to Josefa how love enhances the smallest acts: 


“When a soul does a costly act out of self-interest or to 
please herself, but not out of love, she gains little merit. On the 
other hand, a very little thing offered with great love consoles 
My Heart so much that It inclines towards her, and forgets all 
her worthlessness. 
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“ *Yes,’ He repeated, ‘My one desire is to be loved. If souls but 
knew the excess of My love they would not disregard it . . . that 
is why I go seeking them out and spare nothing to get them to 
come back to Me.’ 

“He said all this in a very moving way; it was a veritable cry 
of love; then He remained long in silence, as if in prayer. At 
eleven o’clock, He left me, saying: ‘Suffer with great love... 
never cease offering My Blood for souls. And now give Me back 
My Cross.’ ” 


Three days passed during which besides the mysterious pains 
that associated Josefa with the Cross of Christ, a costly offering 
had been asked of the whole house: the changes usual in all 
religious congregations now demanded of Les Feuillants the 
sactifice of their Superior. Josefa, with all her Mothers and 
Sisters, shared in this meritorious offering, and Our Lord used it 
to finish His work. 

Monday, 8th August, was to be for Les Feuillants one of those 
days treasured by the Heart of Jesus when Mothers and Sisters, 
united in the fervent offering of a costly sacrifice, bid good-bye 
to one they love. 

After communion Our Lord showed Himself to Josefa: 
“Those souls must come back to Me without further delay. 
Pray hard that they may allow grace to penetrate them. Although 
you can do no more than desire to see Me loved, this is already 
much. It relieves My Heart. For this longing is love. Those 
religious ate soon going into retreat; offer yourself, that love may 
pierce them through and through.” 

That evening at seven o’clock, in the full radiance and splendour 
of His Heart, Jesus returned, this time without His Cross; Josefa 
hardly dared believe in the hope, which she felt, at the sight of 
the effulgence of His Sacred Countenance. She asked for the 
Cross. 

“No,” He answered, “‘these souls no longer wound My Heart. 
I accepted for their benefit the sacrifice made by this household 
to-day, for I found much love here. To-morrow that religious 
community will go into retreat, and soon will become for My 
Heart a refuge of much consolation.” 

Thus ended this tale of divine metcies. Josefa, too, was about 
to enter on a new phase of her life. 


CHAPTER V 


SEARCHING TRIALS 


: Fresh Trials 
26th August—October 1921 


“Do not be afraid of suffering. If you could but see how many souls have 
come back to the Heart of Jesus while you were tempted”? 
(Our Lady to Josefa, 24th October 1921) 


Our Lord’s admirable plan for Josefa’s life brought her to a new 
phase at this time: 

At the end of August 1921 a more stringent dependence was 
imposed on her, and we see this reflected in her notes. She was 
told not to respond to the appeals of her Master outside the times 
of common prayer, without a special permission. Perhaps this 
otder indicated a certain doubt about her state in the mind of those 
ovet her. . . . The new Superior of the house who, by the express 
wish of Our Lord, had been fully informed on her arrival of all 
that was taking place, felt it to be her duty to spare no pains to 
guarantee the authenticity of the mysterious path into which God 
was leading Josefa, and it seemed to her that prudence prescribed 
a wise delay and much circumspection. Josefa submitted with her 
whole heart to all the directions of obedience. She knew the 
Heart of Christ too well to allow a doubt to cross her mind or 
shake her confidence; she knew too the exacting fidelity her 
Master expected of her in connection with His great undertaking. 
No hesitation, therefore, troubled for a moment her supernatural 
and simple obedience to the decisions of her Superior. But great 
was the cost to herself, reserved as she was in this domain, to 
be obliged to speak, explain, answer questions, and henceforth 
submit all to the twofold control of both Mothers, and feel by the 
very fact that she was under stricter observation. 

Nevertheless, all in Josefa’s life was divinely linked together. 
In that very hour God’s action appeared so evident that no lasting 
doubt about this child of His was found possible. God gave 
the authentic sign by her fidelity and detachment that nothing 
was able to impair. Then too the devil, to whom was given the 
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dreaded power of sifting the precious wheat of these acts of 
divine love, found that Our Lord had surrounded His work with 
a tampart of protection, which in the event was able to resist all 
the attacks of the enemy. 

Thus a new and unpredictable phase of her life opened for 
Josefa, which was to end in the happy day of her First 
Vows. 

Les Feuillants was a big household, where children abounded, 
and there in the midst of a numerous community, although 
Josefa was the eldest member of the little Noviceship, she 
remained in complete effacement, laborious and devoted as ever. 
The Superior and the Mother Assistant alone were the guardians 
of the secret work accomplished under their eyes. But the sure 
and vigilant support of Rev. Father Boyer O.P., Prior of the 
Dominicans, who was appointed by Our Lord Himself to co- 
operate in His designs, laid many anxious feats to rest, and un- 
masked the snares of the evil one. 

So, enveloped by all these guarantees and safeguards, Josefa 
was led by Our Lord into the dark night of her greatest trial, one 
which would end only on the day of her religious consecration 
(July 1922). It was a baptism of pain which bound her to the 
redemptive work of which she was to be the witness and col- 
laborator, before becoming its messenger. 

The hour of the Prince of Darkness had struck, and Josefa 
entered the lists against him. She was now to meet him at every 
turn. But Our Lord fought in her, and was preparing the most 
humiliating of defeats for Satan. He would make him feel the 
limit of his efforts, the stupidity of his futile devices and the 
impotence of his guile. If at times He left the devil an appearance 
of facile triumph, if He abandoned Josefa to the wiles of an 
adversary who seemed to master her, if He allowed her descent 
into the bottomless pit, He nevertheless remained in possession 
of the soul which He had made His willing victim and sustained 
her by the fidelity of His love. Never was He more present 
within her than in the hours of her martyrdom, when alone the 
divine power could act as a counterpoise of trials and humiliations 
that escape ordinary human experience. By means of the frail 
instrument that Josefa was, we can see a combat between God 
and Satan, between charity and hatred, between merciful love 
yearning to make its affection known to mankind and the enemy 
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of souls whose awareness of a heavenly scheme made him rage 
against it with satanic fury. 

All the demon’s efforts during that long period of nine months 
were centred and concentrated on the destruction of Josefa’s 
religious vocation before it was too late. He spared nothing to 
bend her to his will: violent temptations, fear of a crushing 
responsibility by which he terrified her, perfidious falsehoods that 
alarmed her conscience, obsessions that, so to speak, endowed 
her with a dual personality, and made her think what she did not 
believe, and do what she did not want to do, without allowing her 
at the time to discern that she was under diabolic domination; 
deceptive and menacing appearances, blows, abductions, and 
burnings . . . all were hurled at the frail child, as a tornado, in 
which it would seem she must suffer shipwreck. 

That she did resist with incredible energy, was surely a tesult 
of her habitual simplicity in the performance of duty, and still 
more of her loyalty and obedience in letting herself be guided. 
Above all, she was sustained by a divine strength which never 
forsook her, though it was veiled at times; and by the power of 
the Blessed Sacrament imparted to her by her daily communions. 

During the last days of August occasional celestial visitations 
were granted to her, bracing her will for the struggle ahead. 

On Friday, 26th of August, at nine in the morning Josefa, 
faithful to the instructions she had been given, knocked at her 
Superior’s door. She was wrapt in recollection which gave the 
impression that she was accompanied by an invisible Presence. Ina 
few words she asked leave to follow Our Lord for a few minutes. 

*“For,”’ she said, ‘“He is here.” 

Her lowered eyes, the expression of her face, her prayerful 
attitude, the effort those few words had cost her, spoke for them- 
selves. 


“As I left you, Reverend Mother,” she wrote later, “I said to 
Our Lord: ‘I have permission.’ He was walking beside me and He 
led me to the tribune. I began by saying what you had told me to 
say: ‘If Thou art really He whom I believe Thee to be, Lord, 
deign not to take offence if I am made to ask leave every time, 
before listening to Thee and following Thee.’ He replied: ‘I am 
not offended; on the contrary, I want you always to obey and IJ 
also will obey.’ 
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“He looked like a poor man when He said this, then He added: 

‘Your Superiors please Me in ascertaining with so much 
earnestness whether or no it is I. Remain united to Me all day, 
and repair for many souls, Josefa.’ ” 


With incomparable sweetness Our Lord consented to submit 
to the requirements which henceforth surrounded His visits. 
This fidelity of His Heart, fortifying that of His child, put the seal 
of divinity on His presence; moreover, during the months of 
August and September 1921, while bowing to the restrictions 
imposed, He changed nothing in His intercourse with Josefa and 
continued as before to ask her for the help of her offerings for 
souls. 


“On Thursday, 1st September,”-wrote Josefa, “He came after 
communion. When He began to speak His voice was very sad. 

“TJ want you to comfort Me,’ He said. “Great is the coldness 
of souls . . . and how many blindly throw themselves into hell. 
I should like to leave you My Cross as I used to do.’ 

“‘Afterwards, when I had asked leave, He led me to the oratory 
of Saint Stanislaus and there He said: ‘If I were unable to find 
souls to solace Me and draw down mercy, justice could no longer 
be restrained.’ 

“A little later, He continued: ‘My love for souls is so great 
that Iam consumed with desire to save them. But O! how many 
are lost, and how numerous are those who ate waiting for the 
sacrifices and sufferings that are to obtain for them the grace to 
forsake their evil ways. . . . However, I still have many souls 
who love Me and belong to Me. A single one of them can 
purchase pardon for a great many others who are cold and 
ungrateful. 

“I want you to burn with desire to save souls. I want you to 
throw yourself into My Heart and to make My glory your sole 
occupation. 5 

“ ‘I will return this evening, that you may slake My devouring 
thirst and I shall take My rest in you.’ 

“At the beginning of the Holy Hour, He returned, as He had 
said: 

““Let us go and offer ourselves as victims to My Eternal 
Father. Let us prostrate ourselves in profoundest adoration in 
His Presence . . . and worship Him, offering Him our thirst 
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for His glory. Make oblation and repair in union with the divine 
Victim.’ 

“He said all this very slowly, then a little before the end of the 
Holy Hour, He went away.” 


A few days later Our Blessed Lady appeared to Josefa; she came 
to encourage her, for Josefa was troubled by many secret conflicts. 


“You little know how much I who am your Mother, Josefa, 
want you to be faithful, but not to grieve. All Jesus asks of you is 
surrender to His Will; He will do the rest.’ 

“T explained to her how much it cost me to have to tell all those 
things now, not only to the Mother Assistant, but to Reverend 
- Mother as well. 

“*The more Jesus asks of you, the more you must rejoice, dear 
child,’ answered Our Lady, and, as if to root her in humble 
distrust of self: ‘When we look at a masterpiece, it is not the paint 
brush that excites our wonder, but the hand of the artist. So, 
Josefa, if it comes about that great things are wrought through 
you, do not for a moment attribute them to yourself, for Jesus 
alone does them—He who lives in you, it is He who uses you. 
Thank Him for so much goodness . . . be very faithful in little 
things as in great ones, without considering the cost. Obey 
Jesus, obey your Mothers and be humble and abandoned. Jesus 
is taking care of your littleness, and you know that I am your 
Mother!’ ” 


On Thursday, 8th September, Our Lord allayed her fears, and 
gave her the secret of courage. “Let your sole occupation be to 
love Me; Love will give you strength.” 

But love, too, was to keep her ever busy about souls. ‘“There is 
a soul that greatly wounds Me,” He told her on Tuesday, 13th 
September, “and I come to get comfort from you. . . . Go and 
ask leave to stay with Me a little while; I will not keep you long. 
Do not fear if you feel utterly undone, for I want you to share the 
anguish of My Heart... . Ah! poor soul. . . she is on the 
brink of the abyss.” 


“For three hours of the night of the 14th-15th, He left me His 
Cross and His Crown.” 


The same thing happened on the following nights, and during 
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several days; Josefa thus co-operating towards the return of the 
erring soul. “There is more suffering for you,” said Our Lord on 
the 22nd. “Offer all your actions bathed in My Blood, and spare 
yourself in nothing, for all you do will count for that soul.” 

Night succeeded night under the load of Christ’s Cross, and as 
soon as she rose Josefa resumed her ordinary labour, never 
betraying her exhaustion. 


Encouragement came to her from Our Blessed Mother 
Foundtess. On Saturday, 24th September, she appeared to her 
““with a celestial smile”, and after giving her one or two tecom- 
mendations, concluded with: 


“As for you, my child, great humility, obedience and love’-— 
and putting her hand on my head,” said Josefa, “she added: ‘I 
love this house of Poitiers.’ ” 


At the close of the night of the 24th-25th September, which was 
spent in terrible anguish and pain... . 


“Suddenly,” Josefa wrote, “‘all suffering vanished. A sense of 
immense peace took possession of my soul. Jesus was there, 
resplendent in light; His raiment looked as if it were made of 
gold, and His Heart was ablaze. 

** “We have won that soul,’ He said. 

“T gave thanks and adored Him with deepest reverence, for all 
God’s Majesty was in Him, and after asking forgiveness for my - 
sinfulness, I begged Him to keep me faithful, for 1am so weak. ... 
However, He knows I have no other wish than to console and 
love Him. 

“Do not worry about your miseries; My Heart is the Throne 
of Mercy and the most wretched are the best welcomed, as long 
as they come to lose themselves in the abyss of My love. 

“ “My eyes are upon you because you are little and helpless. Iam 
your strength, and now let us go and gain other souls . . . but 
first rest a while on My Heart.’ ” 


This repose was not to be of long duration, and to gain other 
souls more than she had ever hitherto had to suffer was to be 
demanded of Josefa. On the same day, Sunday, 25th September, 
began the phase of terrifying temptations which at first remained 
in her silent soul, but which quickly acquired a strange influence 
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on her mind. Writing her notes, she was at a loss to express the 
extent of her distress: 


“I have in my imagination such horrible pictures that I don’t 
know what to do or to think. And what makes it worse is that 
never before have I had this sort of temptation, nor ever in my 
life wanted anything else than to belong to Jesus.” 

“Several weeks passed in this manner and I was so disquicted 
that I no longer dared go to Holy Communion. Obedience helped 
me, and it is true to say that in the depths of my soul I could not 
resign myself to omit my communions.” 


Days and nights went by in indescribable anguish for so pure 
a soul, suddenly brought face to face with the sight of sin. Her 
greatest torment was the fear that she might be offending God, 
and when the Crown of Thorns which all along she had sensed on 
her forehead was withdrawn her anxiety increased. 


“During my adoration,” she wrote on Sunday, znd of October, 
“T no longer dared speak to Our Lord and I turned to His Mother 
to ask her to give me back the Crown which would calm me 
somewhat. 

“She came, how good she was . . . and said: ‘My daughter, 
what matter that you no longer have the Crown on your head, if 
you carry it in your heart. Be sure to tell your Mothers all the 
snares of the devil, for he will not leave you in peace, and there 
ate still many struggles ahead of you.’ ” 


This was true: it was a desperate fight. Under the most violent 
attacks of the devil, Josefa kept repeating: “I wz// be faithful or 
die.”” Soon, however, she imagined herself to be abandoned and 
repulsed by God. 

Two or three times peace was instantly restored to her fevered 
mind when she remembered certain words of her Master. In 
these rare moments of truce her whole soul at once recaptured a 
love so atdent as to be inexpressible. Then, how evident her 
sincerity became, how well witnesses realized the martyrdom she 
was enduring and her attachment to the vocation which was cost- 
ing her so dear and which she loved above all else in the world! 

At other times her distress was so poignant that no human help 
was capable of releasing her spirit from the diabolic influence that 
held her. She was mute, crushed with sorrow. Her communions 
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were bought at the price of a huge effort of faith and courage 
which at times triumphed only at the very last moment, for the 
devil sought desperately, though in vain, to deprive her of the 
Bread of Life for which her soul longed. 

A month passed, and no outward sign betrayed the violence 
of the combat. In spite of the fact that her sufferings continued 
without a break, she never failed to carry out her duties and all 
the observances of religious life; and always she could be found, 
silent and courageous, at her allotted task. But the devil redoubled 
his attacks. 


“I was desperate,” she wrote of Monday, 17th October. “It 
was the feast of Saint Margaret Mary, and after communion I 
implored her to obtain for me the grace to be faithful and to die 
without ever being separated from Him. The whole day I con- 
tinued a prey to that horrible temptation. During the night, as I 
was unable to sleep, I turned to Our Lady, asking her to give me 
light and strength, but I was suddenly seized with a sort of fury, 
and decided to leave all and go.” 


The next day she rose, still under the influence of this diabolic 
suggestion, the strength of which only those who witnessed it 
could gauge. 


“At the hour of Mass I went to sweep the corridor of the cells,”’ 
she wrote, “when suddenly in a flash I was encompassed with 
peace, and at the same time came the thought ‘could I possibly 
do without Him?’ At that moment all my temptations vanished as 
if they had never been. I ran to the chapel and was just in time to 
receive Holy Communion.” 


Often again in the midst of demoniacal assaults, Josefa was to 
be suddenly delivered, with a completeness that could be attri- 
buted only to heavenly intervention. 

But not for long did the devil desist; he prowled around her, 
seeking to exploit any and every occasion on which her will might 
waver. On His side Our Lord, who knew what intense struggles 
still awaited her which she could not sustain unaided, urged 
upon her total and simple recourse to her guides, which had the 
effect of keeping her humble, while it doubled her power of 
resistance. At the same time, He did not hide from her how great 
were the tribulations still awaiting her. 
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On Thursday, 20th October, He appeared to her with His 
Heart burning, and showing her a chalice which He held in His 
hand, He said: “Josefa, you have drunk only a small portion of it 
yet, but I am here to defend you.” 

The prospect of further heavy trials overwhelmed Josefa, and 
for a moment her courage wavered. How could she accept them? 
It was but a momentary weakening, yet how painful to her loving 
heart. She spent four days in very great disturbance of mind, and 
it was the visit of Our Lady which as usual brought her peace. 
“Poor child,” she said, “how you suffer! Why do you not call on 
Jesus? Do not fear pain and suffering. I wish you could see how 
many souls have come back to Jesus while you were under 
temptation.” 

And the Master, ever compassionate and close to those in 
suffering, answered her call for pity the next day, 25th October: 
“T am here because I heard your call.” 

In the confusion of mind into which the devil threw her, 
Josefa, always fearful of having given in, asked piteously what 
she could do to repair. ““There is one thing that you must do, 
Josefa: love, love, love!” 

Love therefore remained the first and the last word of the battle 
in which she was about to be engaged. 


Open Persecution 


November 1921-February 1922 


“T will give you courage for anything I ask_you to endure.” 
(Our Lord to Josefa, 29th November 1921) 


For several weeks more Josefa continued faithfully drawing up 
the notes of all that happened to her. It was an effort of obedience 
all the more costly for its sincerity. Then, temptation took such a 
hold of her that she was no longer able to distinguish her degree 
of responsibility in the waverings of her will. 


“From the 11th of November,” she wrote, “I no longer enjoyed 
a single moment of peace, and both my nights and days were 
spent in extreme distress.’ 


It was at this time that the visible and sensible persecutions of 


138 THE WAY OF DIVINE LOVE 


the infernal spirits began. She found herself, for instance, 
suddenly beaten with a shower of blows, whilst praying or work- 
ing; one day she was snatched from the Chapel by an invisible 
force, another day just as she was going in with the other novices 
she was forcibly prevented. Three times she tried to go forward, 
three times she was violently pushed aside, and only the power of 
obedience set her free. At the same time she was beset by tempta- 
tions against purity, perseverance, and even faith, which left her 
prostrate and exhausted. Her love nevertheless protested and 
ctied out courageously: “Lord! even if they kill me, I will still 
remain loyal to Thee.” 


“T was relieved,” she wrote on Monday, 21st of November, 
“by the pact they have made me make with Our Lord, asking 
Him that each breath and every pulsation of my heart may be as 
so many acts of faith and love, which will speak to Him of my 
determination to be faithful unto death. This gave me great peace.” 


A heavenly ray of light pierced through her dark night. On the 
morning of Tuesday, 22nd November, she was, as usual, sweeping 
the rooms of which she had the charge, when: 


“Two hands were gently pressed upon my shoulders. I turned 
and saw Our Lady, in all her loveliness and so motherly. My heart 
gave a bound of joy, and she said sweetly: ‘My daughter, my poor, 
poor, child!’ 

“I begged her forgiveness and implored her to intercede with 
Jesus for me.” 


This was ever Josefa’s first impulse, for the sensitiveness of her 
conscience always made her fear that when in tribulation she 
might have wounded the Heart of her Master, even without 
knowing it. 


“* “Have no fear, Josefa,’ Our Lady replied. ‘Jesus has contracted 
an alliance of love and mercy with you. You are forgiven, and as 
I have already told you: I am your Mother.’ 

“T hardly know what I said, as I was overflowing with happiness; 
every time she comes I find her more motherly. I thanked her, and 
begged her to obtain for me from Jesus, the return of His Crown. 

“ “Yes, He will give it back to you, and if He does not bring it 
Himself, I will do so.’ 
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“That evening, during adoration, my beautiful Jesus came. He 
held the Crown of Thorns in His hands. As soon as I saw Him, I 
told Him how contrite I was, and added all the tenderest things I 
could think of, so that He would take pity on me. 

“He came close to me and with loving graciousness placed the 
Crown of Thorns on my head. 

““T want you to reflect deeply on the words of My Mother: 
“IT have contracted an alliance of love and mercy with you.” 
Does love ever grow weaty or mercy come to an end?’ ” 


Next day, 23rd of November, Our Lord reminded her that she 
could not rest when souls were in such distress. “I want you to 
snatch from the wolf’s jaws a soul that is very dear to Me.” 

And as Josefa inquired how she was to do it: “By loving Me, 
humbling yourself, and letting others humble you. Look on My 
Heart; there alone souls can find happiness. How many turn 
away from Me!” 


“Two days later, after communion, Jesus came in all the majesty 
of God,” said Josefa on Friday, 25th November. “He showed me 
His Heart surrounded by flames, the Wound opened, and He 
said: ‘See how My Heart is consumed with love for souls! You, 
too, must burn with desire for their salvation. I want you to go 
deep into this Heart to-day and to make reparation with It. Yes, 
we must repair,’ He repeated. ‘I am the great Victim, and you are 
a very little one, but if you are united to Me, My Father will 
listen to you.’ 

“After a moment or two He vanished.” 


On Saturday, 26th November, Josefa was working with her 
usual industry at the children’s uniforms in the Noviceship 
workroom, when suddenly Jesus rejoined her. 


“He was so beautiful, but He seemed sad. 
“ *T want you to ask leave of your Mother that I may stay with 
you a few moments.” 


1 It may with reason surprise readers that on one of two occasions Our Lord, who 
is Master and Sovereign and needs no permission from anybody, was pleased to act 
with such deference towards those into whose charge He had committed Josefa. 
Was it not perhaps to teach her the humble submission she owed her Superiors? 
In any case He was only confirming His own words: “I too will obey.” The lesson 
sank deep and bore fruit. Josefa was given it that she might transmit the message 
to other religious souls. 
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“T went at once to ask for it, then on to the Chapel of the 
Congregations, where He came with His Cross.’ 

“« T have given you a little rest, Josefa; now let Me repose in 
you. I should like to give you My Cross for a few minutes. Are 
you willing?’ 

“agerly I answered that He could do what He liked with me, 
for is He not my God? And besides, I have no other wish than to 
love and console Him. Jesus with great kindness said to me, and 
His voice was so grave that it sank into the very depths of my 
soul: ‘I have so many who forsake Me and are lost! And what 
wounds Me most is that they are souls whom I have chosen 
specially and overwhelmed with gifts. In return, they show Me 
only coldness and ingratitude. How few souls correspond with 
My love!’ ” 


Our Lord then gave her His Cross and disappeared without 
another word, but the next day, Sunday, 27th, He returned at the 
end of Mass and said with burning eagerness: “Shall I tell you 
what I want? It is to envelop, consume, annihilate you that I may 
reign alone in you.” 

Then He made her rest upon His Heart: 


ce 


Where else could you experience the peace I give you? Yet 
you have not yet tasted real sweetness; you shall, when. . .” 

“Then the bell rang, and Jesus went away, leaving the rest 
unsaid.” 


Monday 28th November, Josefa noted in a few laconic words 
the trial that henceforth was to leave her no respite. Fresh power 
had been granted to Satan, and for the first time she heard the 
raucous voice that was so often to pursue her, night or day, in 
the corridors, in the noviceship, in the workroom and dormitory: 
“You will be one of us . . . we shall tire you out . . . we shall 
overcome you . . .”’ She was terrified by it, but bore up bravely. 

That evening she wrote: 


“During adoration Jesus came with His Cross. I asked Him to 
let me have it, and He answered: ‘Yes, that is why I have come. 
Give Me rest, and make reparation for all that My souls refuse to 
give Me. How many are not what they ought to be!’ 

“He left me His Cross for an hour, and when He took it back He 
only said: ‘T will soon return.’ 
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“That night, I think it was nearly midnight when I awoke. He 
was there: ‘I bring you My Cross, and we shall go together to 
make reparation.’ ” 


She owned humbly that she felt faint under the weight that was 
crushing her. 


“I begged Him to help me,” she wrote, “for He knows very 
well how small I am. 

“Do not regard your littleness, Josefa; look rather at the 
power of My Heart sustaining you. I am your strength and the 
tepaiter of your abjectness. I will give you courage for anything 
I ask you to endure.’ 

“Then He left me alone and returned about three o’clock. ‘Give 
Me back My Cross, I will soon return to you.’ ” 


At daybreak on Tuesday, 29th, He brought it back during 
meditation. It weighed on Josefa’s shoulder, while Jesus went 
with her to her work and to Mass. After communion He reminded 
her of the secret of all true generosity: ““Now you have life in 
Me; I am your strength. Courage, then, and carry My Cross.” 

“T went to work, still carrying His Cross,” she said simply. 

Soon the infernal cries of the devil and his blows overwhelmed 
her. Her strength seemed suddenly to forsake her and she felt 
she must fall; terrified, she called on Our Lord to help her. “I was 
at the ironing-table,”’ she wrote, “when suddenly He appeared 
in all His beauty.” 

She felt secure in His company and she poured into His com- 
passionate Heart the distress which oppressed hers. Jesus listened 
with kindness. 

“ “When the enemy tries to make you fall, tell him that you have 
on your side One whose support is divine.’ 

“Since that day,” she wrote, “I suffered many things from the 
devil.” 

So far Josefa had endured only the hail of blows that shook her 
whole body. There was no visible trace of them, however, but 
after the torture she was as one crushed; it continued day and 
night, while the infernal voice, now insinuating, now threatening, 
both troubled and obsessed her. 

A new torment was added in the night of 4th December. 
Pulled violently from her bed, she was thrown to the ground, 
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where limp and half dead under the impact of the fiendish blows, 
she was made to listen to abominable blasphemies against Our 
Lord and Our Lady. Long hours were so spent, and the torture 
tenewed on the two following nights. After one such terrible 
night, she wrote on the morning of Tuesday, 6th December: 


“Unable to beat any more, I knelt beside my bed, endeavouring 
to forget the horror of that malevolent voice insulting Our Lord 
and Our Lady. Suddenly I heard gnashing of teeth and a yell of 
tage. Then all vanished and before me stood Our Lady, all 
loveliness. 

_ “© To not fear, my daughter; I am here.’ 

“T told her how terrified I was of the devil, who made me 
suffer so much. 

“ “He may torment you, but he has no power to harm you. His 
fury is very great on account of the souls that escape him... 
souls are of such great worth .. . If you but knew the value of a 
soulAniee 

“Giving me her blessing, she said: ‘Do not fear.’ I kissed her 
hand and she went away.” 


After this maternal reminder of the great worth of a soul, and 
of the great price that must be paid for it, the Mother and Son 
disappeared for a time from Josefa’s dolorous path, and the devil 
alone remained on the scene. She wrote nothing more about her 
daily encounters, through which, by one torment after another, 
her generous love was ripening and being strengthened. 

Although Josefa wrote nothing, the account of this phase of 
her life was noted day by day, as the facts were revealed. This 
allows us to glance back over events and endeavour to gauge the 
poignant reality of her sufferings. 

On Tuesday, 6th December, as she was coming out of the 
Chapel where she had just been to confession, Josefa was suddenly 
faced, for the first time, with an infernal vision; a huge black dog, 
whose open jaws sent forth flames, barred her passage and tried 
to throw itself upon her. She did not draw back, but braved the 
oncoming beast, notwithstanding the terror that seized her; 
grasping her rosary, and stretching it out before her, she went her 
way. 

From that day on the devil appeared visibly to her; sometimes 
a menacing hound that pursued her in the corridors, at others a 
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serpent coiled up in front of her. Soon the apparition took on a 
human form, more to be dreaded than any other. 

On Saturday, 18th December, surrounded by light partly 
dulled by smoke, he presented himself before her, to her extreme 
dismay, and an heroic struggle began. This hideous monster 
spared nothing to besmirch the purity of the frail child, whose 
strength lay in Him who had promised never to forsake her. 

These encounters increased in number from day to day, with- 
out succeeding in modifying in any way her fidelity and devoted- 
ness; but God knows at what a price, and what courage she 
displayed! 

The hour was about to strike when a more intense trial would 
call for still greater abandonment. 

On Wednesday, 28th December, she was returning in the even- 
ing from the work she had been doing with the other novices, 
when she abruptly found herself face to face with the arch-enemy. 
With lightning-like rapidity and as though she had been a bit of 
straw, he carried her off and threw her down in a loft which was 
difficult of access and at the other end of the house. Josefa never 
had a moment’s peace after that day. The devil seized her when 
and how he willed, scorning all supervision and baffling every 
attempt to guard her, with the one exception of God’s care. 
These abductions became more numerous; under the very eyes 
of her Mothers, who tried not to lose sight of her, she suddenly 
disappeared, impossible to say how, for it all happened in a flash. 
After searching everywhere, they might find her in some remote 
corner of the house where the demon had carried her to persecute 
her. Often he rolled, pressed, almost crushed her under beams, 
in some loft, or under a bed, or in some inaccessible hole where 
she could never have managed to get alone. Sometimes it was not 
possible to find her in the big rambling house of Les Feuillants. 
Nights passed during which she had to be abandoned to the care 
of God only. But He who loved her so much was aware and’ 
watchful. He meant to show that He was the Master, and that 
He reserved this divine guardianship to Himself. When His hour 
struck He intervened to claim His rights. The devil was forced to 
unloose his hold, and with blasphemous execrations he relin- 
quished his victim—God’s might had made the infernal attempt 
fail. Then Josefa stood up once more, worn out indeed, but 
conscious of all; her courage revived and she prayed and resumed 
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her interrupted work. The enemy never succeeded in overcoming 
her unconquetable energy, and the frail creature, clothed with the 
strength of God, was sheltered by His love. 

The fury of Satan increased tenfold in the face of this unexpected 
resistance. He tried to reveal to all eyes her sufferings which had 
hitherto remained secret, but in spite of his efforts no one ever 
became aware of Josefa’s disappearances, and no one, except the 
two Mothers, ever found her in the holes or corners where some- 
times she lay for long hours, persecuted by the evil one. 

From time to time a bright interval lighted up her dark and 
murky way, then, out of obedience, Josefa resumed her notes: 


“On the 1st of Januaty 1922,” she wrote, “a little after the 
Elevation, I heard the voice of a tiny child which filled me with 
delight: ‘Josefa, dear little one, do you recognize me?” 

“At once there stood before me Jesus; He seemed to be a child 
of a yeat old, perhaps slightly more, clothed in a white tunic 
rather shorter than usual. His little feet were bare, His flaxen 
hair shone like gold. . . . He was too lovely! I recognized Him 
at once and said: ‘I should think I did know Thee. Thou art my 
Jesus, my Lord, but how little Thou art!’ 

““He smiled and replied: ‘Yes, I am little, but My Heart is very 
big.’ 
“When He had said this He put His tiny hand on His breast, 
and I saw His Sacred Heart. How can I say all that I felt at such a 
sight... . O! my Lord, if Thou hadst not such a Heart, could I 
love Thee so much, but Thy Heart has ravished mine... 

“That is why I wanted you to know It, Josefa,” He said, with a 
tenderness quite impossible to render, ‘and that is why I have 
hidden you deep down in It... .’ 

“T asked Him if all these sufferings were at an end. 

“No, there will be more for you to suffer. I need loving 
hearts and souls who will make reparation, and victims for 
immolation . . . butaboveall, souls that are entirely surrendered.’ ” 


Then she told Him of her greatest concern, the fear that her 
soul had lost something of its purity, or at any rate of its former 
innocence. “Because I never knew anything about all those things 
with which the devil torments me.” 

Jesus replied: “Do not be afraid; your soul is steeped in My 
Blood, and nothing of all that can besmirch it.” 
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Then alluding to the word which more than once in the pre- 
ceding days had given her strength: ““Your Mothers have found 
the word . . . abandonment. The devil has no power but what is 
given him from on high. Tell them that I am supreme.” 


One last word—a recommendation on the subject of humility— 
from the divine Child: 


“*You see how I have willed to make myself small, Josefa? It 
is in order to help you, too, to become very little. If I have 
humbled Myself to such an extent, it is only to teach you likewise 
to humble yourself.’ 

“With His little hand He blessed me, and then I saw Him no 
mote.” 

Again Josefa’s notes come to an abrupt end. That very night 
her ordeal began afresh, with greater violence than ever. Twelve 
days of molestation, abductions, blows, and outrages filled her 
soul with anguish, pain, and almost despair, yet her brave spirit 
remained unchanged. 

On Wednesday, 11th January, her Director was sent for to hear 
and comfort her, but at that very moment the devil in triumph 
seized her. There was a bitter struggle, and in the end she 
escaped from his influence through the grace of the priestly 
blessing. The Father who witnessed all these tragic happenings 
then proposed to her to make a vow of virginity which would 
expire only on the day of her religious pledges. In an ecstasy of 
joy, Josefa knelt and promised fidelity to Our Lord until death. 
She offered this consecration in reparation for the insults heaped 
by Satan in her hearing on the immaculate purity of Our 
Lady. 

This act, so spontaneously offered, filled her soul with peace, 
and that evening, endued with new strength, she faced attacks of 
the devil, who seemed about to take furious reprisals. But he had 
no strength “but that given from above” and Mary’s pure foot 
was once more to trample on his head, as she said: “Thou shalt go 
no further.” 


“On the morning of Thursday, 12th January,” Josefa noted, 
“Sust as the devil was tormenting me horribly, Our Blessed Lady 
appeared, and taking me by the hand, she raised me from the 
ground, saying: ‘My daughter, there has been enough of this for 
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the present, Jesus and I are here to defend you. Never will He 
abandon His beloved . . . so do not fear.’ 
“She blessed me and was gone.” 


A few minutes later, duting her thanksgiving, Jesus Himself 
became manifest to her, and alluding to the vow taken the day 
before, said: 

“ “Josefa, My Bride, do you know what your Superiors have 
obtained by that vow? . . . They have constrained My Heart to 
have exceptional care of you. Tell them that it has given Me 
much glory.’ 

“‘T asked Him if the trial was over. 

““<T want you to surrender yourself either to suffer or to 
rejoice, and to be always ready to undergo the torments of the 
evil one, or receive My consolations, indifferently.’ ” 


Thus was she kept by Our Lord to the path of abandonment, to 
go forward with closed eyes, confiding in Him. Father Boyer, 
who followed her up closely, likewise maintained her in faith and 
humility. “He recommended me to make myself very insignifi- 
cant, placing myself at the feet of everyone, and to look on myself 
as the most unworthy of creatures.”” Our Lord Himself insisted 
on this same direction, so entirely in accordance with His Heart’s 
wishes in her regard. 

“‘Josefa,”’ He said to her, “‘did you quite understand the advice 
given you by the Father? It is indeed My wish that you should be 
very, very little. I wish,” He added forcibly, “that you should be 
humiliated and ground underfoot, that you should allow yourself 
to be made or unmade according to the plans of My Heart.” 

That same evening Our Lady for the first time gave her an 
intimation that her earthly life would not be of long duration. 

Josefa had expressed the hope that she would never have to 
take back the sacrifice she had made of her country. Our Lady 
replied: “You will die in France, in this house of Poitiers, and 
that before ten years are out; and then . . . Heaven!’’ 


“T think,” Josefa said a few days later, “that it was the 13th or 
14th of January that the devil began once more to torture me. He 
tried to force me to abandon my vocation. In his increasing fury 

1 On the 31st of July of this same year, encouraging Josefa to bear bi in face of 


her great difficulties: “Before three years are out,” she said, “you will eady be in 
heaven. I tell you this to give you courage.” 


SEARCHING TRIALS 147 


he even tried to ensnate me by taking on the appearance of Jesus 
Christ.” 


Here josefa’s notes again come to an end. From the 13th of the 
month Satan tried every kind of attack, though he did not succeed 
in shaking her, and witnesses heard her energetic protestation: 
“Well, then, kill me.” Then, as she related, the devil transformed 
himself into an angel of light in order the better to seduce her, and 
appeared even under the lineaments of Our Lord. . . . At first 
she was nonplussed, but soon discovered the imposture. The 
words addressed to her no longer bore the impress of that lofty 
humility, of the strength and sweetness she was accustomed to 
hear from her Master’s lips. Her soul recoiled before a vision that 
gave her no sense of security or peace. 

Mote than once this particular trial was renewed. Josefa’s 
humble self-distrust, her confidence in her guides, and her im- 
plicit obedience to the directions given her, saved her from this 
new peril. Her spiritual Director ordered her to renew her vow 
of virginity (until replaced by those of religion) at any and every 
appearance. The arch-enemy was not able to endure such acts of 
faith and love, and his crafty wiles failed in the face of them. He 
changed his attitude and aspect, became agitated and like an 
imposter caught in the act of deception he betrayed his guile 
by a sudden disappearance with blasphemous words. Later on, 
at the word of obedience, Josefa added to this renovation of her 
vow, the Divine Praises which she begged her heavenly visitants 
to repeat after her. Jesus Himself, His Immaculate Mother, and 
Saint Madeleine Sophie at once paraphrased them with incom- 
parable ardour. The devil with his polluted lips was never able 
to utter such words of praise and benediction—‘“for he can no 
longer love’. When unmasked thus, his furious violence was 
redoubled. At one time he poured out a stream of coarsest abuse, 
and when she refused to yield to his threats and consent to the 
sin to which he provoked her, nor promise forthwith to leave the 
convent, he revenged himself by taking possession of her mind 
by obsessions more dangerous still, which seemed to carry her 
to the very brink of despair. 

Notwithstanding all this, the spirit that guided her and the love 
that sustained her became more evident. In the midst of such a 
life of suffering and humiliation Josefa never exempted herself 
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from the prescriptions of the Rule, of common life or of her 
allotted work. As soon as her prayer was over and she had heard 
Mass, she went to her sweeping and housework, and was punctu- 
ally in her workroom, supervising the ironing, and in the little 
Auxiliary Chapel acting as sacristan; all her spare time was given 
to needlework and mending. Little works of supererogation, 
which abound in a big house like Poitiers, fell to her as of right, 
and in this devotedness she was of great assistance, being both 
active and intelligent, and still more, self-forgetful and devoted. 

She made no change throughout those difficult months of 
December and January. As soon as the evil one loosened his hold 
of her, she quietly resumed her tasks with a courage that was 
nothing less than heroic. 

Seeing her thus, ever even and-unruffled, who could have 
imagined all she had just undergone; or what she might expect 
to happen at any moment? As a matter of fact, in spite of the 
efforts of the infernal spirits, nothing outwardly betrayed the 
dolorous road into which it had pleased God to direct her foot- 
steps, and this safe custody in the hands of God was surely a 
sign of His presence and action. 

As always, Our Blessed Lady’s advent brought a gleam of peace 
into her dark night. 


On the 3rd of February (First Friday) Father Boyer, in order to 
give greater stability to her vocation, at her request allowed her 
to add to her vow of virginity a second one, always to remain in 
the Society of the Sacred Heart, as long as Superiors were willing 
to keep her. This gave her new courage, and a still firmer deter- 
mination to suffer as long as this pleased Our Lord. 


On Sunday, 12th February, after a morning in which the devil 
had done his best to overcome her constancy, towards evening 
she had gone with all the novices to the Auxiliary Chapel, where 
Benediction of the Blessed Sacrament was to be given. After the 
Blessing Our Lady appeared, surrounded by light and standing 
quite close to her. Josefa started at the unexpected joy, thrilled 
at the sight of her Mother . . . She had not seen her for such a 
long time . . . she trembled . . . hesitated . . . but peace was 
flooding her soul, and she heard the loved voice she knew so well: 
“Do not be afraid, daughter. I am the Immaculate Mother of 
Jesus Christ, the Mother of your Redeemer and your God.” 
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Josefa’s whole soul exulted, but faithful to the directions given, 
and in order to thwart any possible snare of the enemy, she said: 
“If you are the Mother of Jesus, allow me to renew before you the 
vow of virginity that I have made, until such time as I shall have 
the happiness of making my vows in the Society of the Sacred 
Heart. F renew also in your hands the vow to remain until death 
in the Society I so love, and to die rather than be unfaithful to my 
vocation.” 

Whilst speaking she was gazing spellbound on the sweet vision 
before her, which was regarding her with such tenderness. Our 
Lady placed her right hand on Josefa’s head and said: ‘There is 
nothing to fear, daughter. Jesus is here to defend youand so amI.” 

Then, she made the sign of the cross on her forehead, gave her 
her hand to kiss and vanished. Josefa’s troubled soul was filled 
with peace and joy, but her enemy was far from disarmed. She 
spent the evening under a shower of blows from his malignity— 
yet did he not seem to know he was defeated? And though 
Josefa was shattered, the radiant mental picture of her Mothet’s 
smile and glance remained her comfort. For some days there was 
a cessation of her trials, and on the next day, Monday, 13th 
February, it was the voice of the Master that she heard calling: 

““Come, there is no need to fear; it is I.” 


“Uncertain if it really were Our Lord . . .” her notes continue, 
“T went to tell the Mothers, and from there to the Tribune, where 
I found He was already waiting. 

“Yes, Josefa,’ He said, ‘it is truly I, the Son of the Immaculate 
Virgin.’ ” 


Never would the devil, in spite of his effrontery have dared to 
use such words. 


“Tord, my only love,’ I answered,” wrote Josefa, “ ‘If it be 
Thou, deign to allow me to renew in Thy presence the vow I 
have taken for Thy sake.’ He listened to me with pleasure, and 
when I had finished, He answered: ‘Tell your Superiors that be- 
cause you have been faithful to do My Will, I too will be faithful 
to you. Tell them that this trial is over... and O! what glory 
it has given My Heart ... and you, Josefa’ (and here He 
stretched out His arms and drew me close to His Heart), ‘rest in 
Me in peace, as I reposed in your sufferings.’ ” 
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That evening Our Lord stated the conditions of that peace: 
“eave Me perfectly free to act in you as I please.” 

Then with a gesture of indescribable love He drew her into 
His Heart: “Come, and take your rest here in My Heart.” 


“He plunged me into His Heart,” said Josefa, “and the happi- 
ness I felt was surely Heaven itself .. . This lasted nearly an 
hour; then when about to leave me, He said: ‘If you are faithful, 
you will live in My Heart and never leave it.’ ”’ 


A Break after Trial—The Forty Hours 
14th February—3rd March 1922 


“Do not think that I love you more now. that I console you, than when I 
ask you to suffer.” 
(Our Lord to Josefa, 14th February 1922) 


JoseFA had now reached an oasis of peace, a break in a stormy 
sky, a respite between two storms; we may thus characterize the 
three weeks which elapsed from 12th February to 3rd March 1922. 

Our Lord resumed His divine and cordial relations with 
Josefa, but she, who had shown herself so brave in the fight 
and so abandoned in pain, seemed hardly to come up to His 
expectations when faced with His appeals. He often stopped her 
in the midst of her work, and her marked attraction for common 
life seemed to grow each time she was called upon to sacrifice 
it. This ever remained the beginning of temptation, but no less 
the source of her humble contrition and of generous new efforts, 
by which the Sacred Heart of Our Lord intended to teach the 
world the riches of His pardons. 

Josefa’s notes were resumed from now on. 


“On Tuesday, 14th February, I was preparing for Holy 
Communion during Mass,” she wrote, “and hungering for His 
coming. A little after the Elevation, I saw Him and He said to me: 
‘If you are hungry to receive Me, I, too, hunger to be received 
by My souls. I come down to them with such joy.’ 

“After Communion He came, and extending His hands: ‘Draw 
near, and kiss My Wounds.’ 

““O my Jesus, this is too great a joy? 
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“All this sweetness is nothing to the balm your sufferings 
were to Me, your submission and abandonment to My will. Do 
not think that I love you more, now that I console you, than 
when I ask you to suffer.’ Then after a brief silence: ‘In any case 
I cannot leave you without suffering, but your soul must remain 
in peace, even in the midst of pain.’ ” 


“That evening,” she wrote humbly, “I was greatly tempted.” 
The devil, who for a time at least had been beaten, still prowled 
round his victim. Josefa was very vulnerable. Her repugnance to 
the painful path before her revived; and she accused herself in 
detail of this weakness. She spent four days in hard struggle, till 
Jesus, full of compassion, gave her the light she needed, and with 
it His forgiveness. 

“Poor Josefa,” He said on the evening of Friday, 17th February, 
showing Himself to her, as in all humility she was deploring her 
frailty. “What would you do if you had not My Heart? . 
But the more feeble you are, the more tenderly I love you.” 


“T entreated Him again to give mea love true and strong,” she 
wrote next day, “for I believe that if I really loved Him in the 
tight way I should be better able to conquer myself. This was 
during my prayer, and Jesus came and said to me: “Yes, Josefa, let 
yout food be love and humility. But do not forget that I want you 
to be always abandoned and happy, because My Heart cares for 
you tenderly.’ 

Then I explained how sad I feel that I cannot conquer myself 
nor correspond to so much goodness.” 

“‘ ‘Never mind. Cast yourself into My Heart, and follow the 
guidance that is given you. That will suffice.’ ” 

Next day, Sunday the 19th, after the Elevation at Mass, He 
showed her His wounds shining resplendently. 


“This is where I attract My souls, to purify and make them 
burn in the tide of My love. Here they find true peace and it is 
from them that I expect real consolation.’ 

“T asked Him how we can console Him, since we are so full of 
miseries and weakness. He answered me by pointing to His Heart: 
‘I make little account of all that,’ He said, ‘provided souls come 
to Me with confidence and love. I Myself make up for all their 
frailty.’ ”’ 


N 
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It was Carnival time, days in which so many sins ate committed 
in the world; consequently the salvation of souls could not but 
be of first importance in Our Lord’s daily appeals. 

Thursday, 23rd February, Josefa was ironing with the other 
novices, when suddenly Our Lord appeared and said: “I want 
you to come with Me.” 

Always faithful, she begged to be allowed to ask leave. He 
followed her to the very door of her Supetior’s room. 


“T knocked twice,”’ she said, “but as there was no answer, I was 
about to go away, but He insisted: ‘Knock once mote.’ 

“When I had obtained permission, I went to the tribune, Jesus 
walking beside me all the way. I asked His pardon, while we 
walked, for having let slip so many little occasions of doing the 
small acts He loves. ‘If you want more, Lord, tell me and I will 
do them.’ 

** ‘Love, Josefa, love consoles Me. Love humbles itself. Every- 
thing lies in loving. . . . During these days when I am so sinned 
against I want you to be My Cyrenean; yes, you will help Me carry 
My Cross.’ 

Tt is the Cross of love . . . the Cross of My love for 
souls . . . you will comfort Me and together we will suffer for 
(ago ofa 


The next day Our Lady came to confirm her Son’s appeal. 


“T had spent the whole afternoon talking to her,” wrote Josefa 
on the evening of Friday, 24th February. “During adoration I 
begged her to teach me to love Jesus. Though I desire nothing 
else, I am so weak that in spite of my resolves I fall so easily; it 
must be from want of love. I was telling her all this, when 
suddenly she showed herself to me, as always so motherly and 
lovely to behold. She seems to me more beautiful every time I 
see her, and she gives me more confidence and peace every 
time, too; she spoke gently: “Yes, dear child, if you are docile 
and generous, you will comfort His Heart and mine, and Jesus 
will be glorified in your wretchedness.’ 

“Then, laying a hand on my head, she went on to say: ‘See how 
His Heart is outraged in the world. Do not lose any chance of 
making reparation these days; offer up everything for souls . . . 
and suffer with great love.’ ” 
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Hardly a day passed without the sins of the world being brought 
before Josefa’s mind, through the grief of her Master. 

On Saturday, 25th February, she was on her way to close the 
windows of the cloister of the cells, when she saw Jesus weighed 
down by His Cross in the oratory of Saint Stanislaus. 


“TI went in,” she said, “and He said to me: ‘Souls are crucifying 
Me anew; comfort Me, Josefa. My Heart is steeped in woe. . . 
sinners despise Me and trample Me under their feet . . . there is 
nothing of less value in their eyes than their Creator.’ 

“He left me His Cross and disappeared. 

“That night, at about ten o’clock, He returned, a heavy Cross 
on His shoulders; He was crowned with thorns and His face was 
streaming with blood. ‘See the state I am reduced to. . . .7 

“At once I rose, and begged Him to take a little rest and to let 
me have a share in His sorrows. 

“How many sins are committed,’ He said, ‘how many souls 
are lost . . . that is why I come to obtain relief from those who 
live only to comfort Me.’ 

“He remained a moment in silence and with joined hands. He 
looked so sad and at the same time so beautiful! His eyes spoke 
more than His lips. 

“After a while, He said to me: ‘Souls run to perdition, and My 
Blood is lost for them.’ 

“T offered Him all I could: the love, the acts, the sufferings of 
all the fervent members of the Society, of this house . . . the 
love of Our Lady; finally anything I thought might bring Him 
some alleviation. 

** “Sinners provoke the divine wrath,’ He said, ‘but souls that 
love Me ate sacrificing and consuming themselves as victims of 
reparation, and they draw down God’s mercy, and that is what 
saves the world.’ 

“After a short silence, He added: ‘I am going now.’ 

“I begged Him to stay a little longer, since He finds repose 
here.” 


1 Our Lord showed Himself to Sister Josefa as actually clothed in sorrow for the 
sins of the present day. We know that His Sacred Humanity can no longer suffer. 
But He made it actual, as He had done for Saint Margaret Mary and other holy souls. 
Josefa made no mistake about this, and in the lucidity of her faith understood quite 
well how her participation in her Mastet’s sufferings could bring alleviation to Him, 
to whose Heart everything was present at the time of His Passion. 


154 THE WAY OF DIVINE LOVE 


“T have other souls that console Me, but I will leave you a 
shate of My sufferings.’ 

“Fe vanished. I think it must have been about one o’clock, and 
I kept His Cross till a little after four.” 


The days of the Quarant’ore were beginning, always a time for 
vety special reparation. On Sunday, 26th February, before the 
Blessed Sacrament exposed, the whole household was assembled 
in prayer: a loving Guard of Honour that longed to compensate 
Him for the outrages of the world. Josefa’s inconspicuous figure 
was among them, sharing their desires and listening in theit name 
to the secrets of her Master. 


“During the nine-o’clock Mass,” she wrote that Sunday, “Jesus 
came with a radiant Heart. . . . It might have been the sun. 

“ ‘Behold the Heart that gives life to souls,’ He said. “The fire 
of this love is stronger than the indifference and ingratitude of 
men. 

* “Behold the Heart that bestows on the souls He has chosen 
a vehement desire to consume themselves, and if necessary, die to 
prove Me their love.’ 

“His words were so forcible that they went through and 
through my soul. Then, glancing at me, He continued: ‘Sinners 
tear Me to pieces and fill My Heart with sorrow. ... Will not 
you, My chosen little victim, repair all this ingratitude?’ 

“T asked Him what He would have me do, for He knows my 
helplessness well. 

“My will is that you should enter deeply into My Heart 
to-day; there you will find strength to suffer. Do not reflect on 
your helplessness; My Heart is powerful enough to sustain you. 
It is yours; take from It all you need. Be consumed in It. . . 
offer this Heart and this Blood to the Eternal Father. . . . Cease 
to live except a life of love, reparation, and suffering.’ 

“That afternoon at about three o’clock He returned and said 
to me: ‘I come to take refuge here, for My faithful souls are to Me 
as tamparts to a city: they defend and console Me.’ 

“During my adoration, He came again: ‘The world is rushing 
headlong to ruin. I am in search of souls who will repair the many 
offences that are committed against the divine Majesty and I am 
consumed with desire to pardon. . . . Yes, to pardon these dear 
souls for whom I shed My Blood. . . . Poor souls, how many 
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ate lost . . . how many throw themselves headlong into hell.’ ” 


Faced with this sorrowful eagerness, Josefa did not know how 
to put into words her own ardent wish to suffer and repair for 
sin. 

“Do not torment yourself, Josefa; if only you do not part 
from Me, My strength will give you strength and My power will 
be yours.’ 

“He then vanished, leaving me His Cross.” 


On the Monday of the Quarant’ ore and on the night which 
followed Josefa bore the Cross of Christ, and pain and anguish 
wete her portion. 

The following day, 28th February, she went as usual to her 
work in the laundry, ‘‘but after a few hours, the pain in my side 
was so excessive, that I could hardly breathe,” she wrote. She 
took refuge in the little attic where her bed was, a place already 
consecrated by many sufferings and heavenly visits. 

“Jesus came at once, beautiful as ever, and His Heart all burn- 
ing. 

““ “How great are the sins of men . . . but what distresses Me 
most is that they blindly fling themselves into hell. . . . Do you 
understand My grief, Josefa? To see those souls that have cost 
Me My life, lost for ever. . . . It oppresses Me to think that for 
them My Blood was shed all in vain. Come with Me, and together 
we shall make reparation to My heavenly Father for all these 
outrages.” 

“Then I united myself to His Heart and offered Him my pain.” 


She was particular to notice the humble, petitioning attitude of 
her Master: His hands clasped, His eyes raised to Heaven, His 
silence, all expressed His divine and constant offering to His 
Father. 


“ «Tell the Mothers that this house is the garden of My delights,’ 
He continued. ‘I come here to seek consolation when sinners 
offend Me and make Me suffer. Tell them that I am indeed the 
Master of this dwelling, that it is a beloved refuge to Me and 
that My heart finds rest in it. 

“T do not want or ask for great things. What I want and what 
is a consolation to Me is to find love that prompts good works, 
and that I find in this house.’ ” 
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That evening during Benediction Jesus again manifested 
Himself, and from His Heart there streamed light. “A little 
group of fervent souls can obtain mercy for many sinners,” He 
said, “for My Heart cannot resist their prayers. . . . I sought 
for one to comfort Me and have found her.” 

The first days of Lent demanded still more redemptive sufferings 
from Josefa. March the 1st was Ash Wednesday, and at the hour 
of her adoration Jesus became visible to her, His face disfigured 
with blood: 


“Ts there on earth any creature so insulted and despised as I 
am? Poor souls . . . it is I who gave them life, and they seek to 
deal out death to Me. Not only are they oblivious of Me, those 
souls that have cost Me so dear, but they even make Me an object 
of contempt and mockery.’ 

‘““After a few minutes of silence He continued: ‘Come near Me, 
Josefa, rest on My Heart and share Its grief. So many fill It with 
sortow, but your love will comfort Me.’ 

“As He drew me nearer to His Heart, mine was instantly 
drowned in inexpressible sorrow and bitterness. I knew that I 
could not assuage His grief, for I am so powerless . . . so I 
offered Him His own pain, to supply for the insufficiency of 
mine. . . . Foralong while I stayed in silence, adoring, humbling 
myself and asking forgiveness for souls; Jesus then said: ‘Repair, 
Josefa, for those who ought to but do not make reparation.’ 

“At this moment the bell rang for the end of adoration, and I 
left the Chapel. He walked beside me. ‘Go, Josefa, and ask 
whether I may stay with you while you do your work.’ 

“When leave had been given me, I went to the tribune just for 
a moment, and then resumed my work in the linen-room, because 
I think this pleases Him most. He was still there and spoke now 
and again: 

“* “Ask forgiveness for the sins of the world. O! how they sin... 
how many are lost . . . souls that once knew and loved Me. . . 
but now they prefer their own enjoyment and pleasure to My 
Hleattaends 

“ “Ol! why do they treat Me thus? . . . Have I not given them 
enough proofs of love? . . . And once they responded, but now 
they trample Me underfoot and ridicule Me, frustrating the designs 
of My love on them . . . where shall I find relief for My distress?” 
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“I said to Him: “Why, here Lord, in this house, in our souls... 
there are still many everywhere who love Thee.’ 

“Yes, I know, but those are the souls I seek; I love them 
with a boundless love.’ 

“Again I offered myself to suffer for them, that they may 
repent. Jesus did not go away, and from time to time repeated: 

“* “Gather up the blood I shed in My Passion.’ 

“Ask forgiveness for the whole world . . . for those that 
know Me and yet sin, and offer yourself in reparation.’ 

“He stayed till about eleven o’clock at night, and then left me 
His Cross, the pain in my side and grief in my soul. A little before 
three I was relieved of all pain, and being exhausted, fell asleep.” 


Alas, temptation was close at hand. It would seem that Josefa 
could not yield after such intimacy with the Heart of the Master. 
Our Lord, however, left her to her inherent frailty. Apparently 
it was a clearly defined plan on His part, and the means chosen by 
His wisdom, to keep her safe amid the many graces she received 
and the dangers that threatened her, allowing her thus to plumb 
the very depths of her lowliness and nothingness. Already there 
wete signs that the powers of darkness were coming back to the 
charge. 

On the 2nd March we find in her notes a humble avowal that 
she inwardly resisted Our Lord’s desire for comfort, because: 


“T had not yet finished my work in the linen-room, having had 
to sweep the little Chapel. 

“Go quickly and ask leave,’ Our Lord insisted. ‘I want 
victims to make reparation and to console Me, and where else 
can I go if I cannot find them here?’ 

“T went to ask leave, but Jesus did not return. Both the Cross 
and the Crown disappeared at the same time, and my soul was 
plunged in remorse . . . for truly I want to live only to be a 
comfort to Him, but my weakness is overpowering.” 


Josefa spent the whole day in an agony of distress. It was the 
First Friday of March; all day long she begged Our Lord and 
especially Our Lady to forgive her. “For,” she wrote, “‘ they know 
very well that it is my weakness and not ill will.” 

Our Lady could not resist her distress. She came and reassured 
her child, who at the time was just finishing the Way of the Cross. 
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“Do not be unhappy, my daughter; if you are willing, Jesus 
will go on drawing comfort from you. He wants it so much, but 
remember that your love is free.” 

Then she confessed what she ever afterwards characterized as 
the greatest sin of her life. 

That same night Our Lord came, ‘all-beautiful’, but wearing a 
look of sadness: “Here are My Cross and My Crown, Josefa, take 
them. Give Me the rest I need, I am so sinned against . . . so 
many souls are lost . . . and I love them so!” 

And in response to her petition for pardon and oblation of 
herself to all He might require of her: “Never refuse Me the com- 
fort I look for from you,” He said. “True, there are many who 
love Me and console Me, but none of them can take the place I 
have reserved for you, for I have cast a special glance of love on 
you.” 

At these words, Josefa, who deep down in her heart could not 
rid herself of the invincible fear she had of the extraordinary path 
mapped out for her, felt as if a huge wave of opposition arose in 
her. She was unable to overcome it; when later she gave an account 
of that dolorous incident, she characterized the inward recoil as 
“ingratitude”. But Our Lord, to whom all hearts are open, knew 
well that she was dominated by fear, and that she would never 
entirely succeed in overcoming her apprehension. . . . His 
Heart was full of compassion for hers. 

“* “Tf you knew what sins are committed against Me, you would 
not refuse My Cross,’ He rejoined. ‘Do you know what that Cross 
is? .. . It is the freedom you must grant Me to use and take you 
whenever I want you, without regard to the place, the occupation, 
or the time. It should suffice you to know that I want you to 
console Me, and that I shall be your shield against anything that 
anybody may think or say of you. Are you not Mine? If I am with 
you, what matter if the whole world is against you?’ 

“At this point,” wrote Josefa in all sincerity, “I say it for my 
gteater shame, I replied as if He had not every right over me, by 
entreating Him to spare me that path. He looked at me sadly 
and said: ‘I cannot forsake you, for My love for you is boundless, 
but as such is your wish, be it done to you according to your 
desire. No one but yourself will be able to close the Wound 
inflicted on My Heart. . . .’ 

“He took back His Cross and His Crown and vanished.” 
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“Impossible to say all I have gone through since that day. It is a 
torture that nothing on this earth can equal. First: I know that I 
have wounded Him, and next, if He does not return, my life 
will be a martyrdom, for I myself have thwarted the designs of 
His love.” 


She had not yet sounded the depths of that Heart’s mercy... . 
Notwithstanding her vacillations, nothing was changed in the 
design of His love. It would be gradually unfolded, but on a 
different plane, which His wisdom had already foreseen, so that 
on the 3rd of March a new phase in Josefa’s destiny began. 


The Bottomless Pit opens to Josefa 
4th March-15th April 1922 


Remember, daughter, that nothing happens, unless it be in God’s plan 
(Saint Madeleine Sophie to Josefa, 14th Match 1922) _ 


Tus new phase of Josefa’s life was perhaps the most mysterious 
one of all. At first sight, it looked as if chastisement was being 
meted out to her as a result of her resistance to Christ’s appeal; 
but it soon became apparent that the design that was being woven 
on the obscure loom of her destiny was a very different one, un- 
veiling to our eyes Our Lord’s divine predilection for Josefa, 
and disclosing how He took advantage of a momentary weaken- 
ing of her will to further His great work by giant strides, still in 
and by her. 

Greater power over her was being given to Satan, who opened 
before her the bottomless depths of hell itself. She was steeped in 
- agonies never before experienced, and knew by sharp physical 
pain what the loss of a soul really meant, and how total was the 
immolation demanded of her for its redemption. 

Whilst Our Lord allowed her to be thus crushed by sorrow, He 
sank her deep in humility and in a faith and abandonment that 
she could never have acquired by her own personal efforts. Our 
Lord kept the carrying out of this work in His own hands, and it 
was accomplished when and how He pleased, by means that defied 
human foresight. 
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In an admirable page of her autobiography, Saint Teresa 
describes the indelible impression left on her soul by a passage 
through hell. Josefa had never read the revelations of her saintly 
compatriot, but we have many notes written by her under 
obedience, describing her long sojourns in the abyss of pain and 
despair. These records, striking in their very simplicity, take us 
back after four centuries to the classical narration of Saint Teresa. 
They sound the same note, one of pain and contrition, of redemp- 
tive love and burning zeal. The dogma of hell, often disputed, 
and oftener ignored in incomplete spirituality, to the great 
detriment of souls, and even with danger to their salvation, is 
brought out with a clarity that admits of no doubt. Who, when 
reading these pages of what Josefa saw, heard and suffered, can 
question the existence of an infernal.power attacking Christ and 
His Kingdom with desperate fury? Who can gauge the value of 
the long hours spent in that prison of fire? . . . Josefa, who 
believed herself shut up in it for ever, witnessed the fierce efforts 
of Satan to snatch souls from Jesus Christ, and felt the excrucia- 
ting torment of no longer being able to love. 

Some extracts from her writings will be useful to souls. They 
act as a cry of warning to those who havea rough path to re-climb, 
if they are to recover their friendship with God. Above all, are 
they not a call from Love to those who make up their minds that 
they will spare nothing in order to save souls who are in danger 
of eternal perdition? 

It was in the night of Wednesday to Thursday, 16th March, 
that Josefa made her mysterious descent into hell for the first 
time. 

From the 6th of March, soon after Our Lord’s disappearance, 
infernal voices had several times caused her great fear and disturb- 
ance of mind. Damned souls, invisible to her eyes, came from the 
lowest depths, reproaching her for her want of generosity. She 
was greatly perturbed. . . . She heard cries of despair like these: 
“I am there where love is banished . . . for ever . . . how brief 
was the enjoyment . . . and the punishment is eternal. . . . What 
have I gained? . . . hate, and that for ever . . . eternal hatred!” 


“OQ!” she wrote, “to know that one soul is lost and to be able 
to do nothing for it! To know that for all eternity a soul will curse 
Our Lord and that there is no cure . . . even if I could suffer 
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evety torment in the world . . . what terrible sorrow. . . . It 
would be better to die a thousand times than be responsible for 
the loss of one soul.” 


On Sunday, 12th March, she wrote to her Superior, who was 
absent from Poitiers on a journey to Rome: 


“If you knew, Reverend Mother, with what grief I write. I no 
longer have any of my jewels [as she calls the Crown of Thorns 
and the Cross], for I have once more wounded Jesus, who is so 
good to me. . . . I still hope that He will have compassion on 
me, but for the moment I am paying dearly for it, for since the 
night of the First Friday the greatest of sufferings has taken the 
place of His visits . . . when you return, Reverend Mother, 
you will know the full extent of my weakness.” 


And in order not to sadden her Superior, she added with the 
tact that never forsook her: 


“How glad Iam of the happy days you are having at the Mother- 
House; except for me, everybody here is, I think, trying to console 
Our Lord, and His Heart is receiving what He expects from ‘His 
Garden of delights’, as He calls this house. With me things go on 
as before: my efforts are directed to being kind and faithful, and 
telling everything to the Mother Assistant, and the rest you know. 

“Pray, Reverend Mother, that Our Lady may lay her motherly 
hands on me and obtain my forgiveness.” 


This time Our Lord sent Saint Madeleine Sophie as His 
messenger. 

On Tuesday, 14th March, she appeared to Josefa in her cell. 
After listening to her humble avowals, she gave her fresh courage, 
and heartened her with the words: “Remember, daughter, that 
nothing happens unless it be in God’s designs.” 

Josefa told her of her overwhelming grief, and of the sorrow 
that weighed her down when she realized the consequences of 
her frailty, which she was convinced were beyond repair. 

“But, my child, you can repair your fault,” was the quick reply, 
“if from your fall you draw great humility and generosity.” 


“T asked her whether Jesus would ever again return. I call on 
Him, I want Him, for I cannot believe that through my fault I 
shall never see Him again . . .” 
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Then interrupting her with motherly impetuosity, our Holy 
Mother said: “But you must expect His return, my child; the 
longing and expectation of the bride are the glory of the Bride- 
groom.” 

This heavenly visit testified to a love that was unchanged and to 
forgiveness that never tired. Evidently Jesus meant Josefa, now 
at the beginning of the great trial she was to undergo, to feel that 
He was still there, and quite unchanged. 


“In the night of 16th March towards ten o’clock,” wrote 
Josefa, “I became aware, as on the preceding days, of a confused 
noise of cries and chains. I rose quickly and dressed, and trembling 
with fright, knelt down near my bed. The uproar was approach- 
ing, and not knowing what to do, I left the dormitory, and went 
to out Holy Mother’s cell; then I came back to the dormitory. 
The same terrifying sounds were all round me; then all of a 
sudden I saw in front of me the devil himself. 

** °Tie her feet and bind her hands,’ he cried. . . . 

“Instantly I lost sight of where I was, and felt myself tightly 
bound and being dragged away. Other voices screamed: “No 
good to bind her feet; it is her heart that you must bind.’ 

“Tt does not belong to me,’ came the answer from the devil. 

“Then I was dragged along a very dark and lengthy passage, 
and on all sides resounded terrible cries. On opposite sides of the 
walls of this narrow corridor were niches out of which poured 
smoke, though with very little flame, and which emitted an 
intolerable stench. From these recesses came blaspheming voices, 
uttering impure words. Some cursed their bodies, others their 
parents. Others, again reproached themselves with having refused 
gtace, and not avoided what they knew to be sinful. It was a 
medley of confused screams of rage and despair. I was dragged 
through that kind of corridor, which seemed endless. Then I 
received a violent punch which doubled me in two, and forced 
me into one of the niches. I felt as if I were being pressed between 
two burning planks and pierced through and through with 
scorching needle points. Opposite and beside me souls were 
blaspheming and cursing me. What caused me most suffering . . . 
and with which no torture can be compared, was the anguish of 
my soul to find myself separated from God. . . . 

“Tt seemed to me that I spent long years in that hell, yet it 
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lasted only six or seven hours, . . . Suddenly I was violently 
pulled out of the niche, and I found myself in a dark place; after 
sttiking me, the devil disappeared and left me free... . How can 
I describe my feelings on realizing that I was still alive, and could 
still love God! 

“Ido not know what I am not ready to endure to avoid hell, in 
spite of my fear of pain. I see clearly that all the sufferings of earth 
are nothing in comparison with the horror of no longer being 
able to love, for in that place all breathes hatred and thirst to 
damn other souls.” 


From that day on Josefa frequently endured this mysterious 
martyrdom. All was mystery in those long, dark, and gloomy 
sessions beyond the pale. Each time she was warned of the on- 
coming of the fiends by the noise of chains and distant yells, but 
they came neater and neater and finally surrounded and over- 
whelmed her. She tried to fly, to distract her mind by work, to 
escape the hail of blows which in the end overcame and threw her 
to the ground. She had just time to take refuge in her little cell 
before losing all consciousness of her surroundings. She began 
by finding herself in what she described as a dark hole, faced by 
the demon who triumphed over her, and appeared to think that 
she was definitely in his power for ever. He boisterously com- 
manded her to be thrust into her fiery niche; and Josefa, tightly 
bound, would fall into the chaos of fire, the dolorous abode of 
rage and despair. 

Her notes were written objectively, and in the simplest terms 
she told things just as she saw, heard, and experienced them. 

To those watching only a slight tremor made known her mys- 
terious abduction. Her body instantly became entirely soft and 
supple, like one whose soul had just departed. Head and members 
were no longer under her control, though her heart beat normally; 
she was as one alive, yet dead. 

This state was prolonged more or less according to God’s 
will, who thus delivered her over to the powers of darkness, but 
held her still in His very sure and strong hand. 

At the moment decreed by Him there was a slight, almost 
imperceptible, tremor once more and her body came back to life. 

She was not thereby wholly freed from infernal influence, and 
the devil still continued to buffet her. In the dark, where she saw 
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only him, he outraged and threatened her, before she finally 
escaped from his clutches. 

When at last he relinquished his hold on her she slowly returned 
to herself. The hours spent in hell seemed long ages to her, and 
only by degrees was she able to resume contact with the places 
and people that surrounded her. “Where am I? . . . Who are 
your... Am [I still alive?’’ she asked; her poor eyes once again 
sought to make contact with a life which at the moment was so 
distant and remote. At times tears silently ran down her cheeks, 
and her face bore the impress of a sorrow difficult to describe. 
At last, and very gradually, she succeeded in realizing the actu- 
ality of sensible objects and persons; how could one depict the 
feelings of intense emotion that overwhelmed her when she sud- 
denly became aware that she could still love God! 

Josefa herself described this moment of transport in words of 
passionate fervour: 


“On Sunday, 19th March 1922, which was the third Sunday of 
Lent, I once more went down into the abyss, and it seemed to me 
that I remained there for long years. I suffered much, but the 
greatest of my torments was in believing that I could no longer 
love Our Lord. When I come back to life Iam simply mad with 
joy. I think my love has increased tenfold and I feel ready to en- 
dure for love of Him whatever He wishes. As to my vocation, 
I esteem and love it to folly!’ 


A few lines further on she said: 


“What I have seen gives me great courage to suffer, and makes 
me understand the value of the smallest sacrifices; Jesus gathers 
them up and uses them to save souls, It is blindness to avoid pain 
even in very small things, for not only is it of great worth to 
ourselves, but it serves to guard many from the torments of hell.” 


Josefa tried her best, under obedience, to recount the history 
of the descents into the bottomless pit, so frequently made at this 
time. Not everything can be printed, but a few pages which 
contain valuable lessons may act as a stimulus to those whose 
good will urges them to sacrifice self for the salvation of the 
unfortunate beings, who every day and at every hour stand on 
the brink of the chasm, and who run such terrible risks in the 
tragic fight between love and hatred, despair and mercy. 
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On Sunday, 26th March, she wrote again, “On reaching that 
abode of horror, I hear yells of rage and devilish exultation 
because another soul has fallen into everlasting torments. . . . 

“At the moment I am not conscious of having previously gone 
down into hell; it always seems to me to be the first time. It seems, 
too, to-be for ever, and what an agony that is, for I remember that 
I once knew and loved Our Lord .. . that I was a religious, that 
He conferred great graces on me, and many means by which to 
save my soul. What was it, then, that I did? How did I come to 
lose so many good things? . . . How could I have been so blind? 
... And now all hope is gone. . . . My communions, too, come 
back to my mind, and my noviceship. But the most crushing and 
ovetwhelming grief of all is the torturing memory that I once 
loved the Heart of Jesus so dearly. I knew Him and He was every- 
thing to me. .. . I lived for Him... and how can I now exist 
without Him... loveless and with blasphemies and deadly malice 
on every side? 

“Tt is impossible to put into words the poignant distress to 
which my broken and oppressed soul is reduced. . . .” 


Not infrequently she witnessed the efforts of the devil and his 
fierce satellites to snatch from divine mercy the souls that were 
on the point of becoming his prey. The agony endured by Josefa 
in those cruel moments seems to have been the ransom of those 
poor souls, who would owe the final victory to her pangs. 

She wrote on Thursday, 30th March: 


“The devil is more enraged than ever, for he is after three souls 
to drag them down to hell. In strident tones he yells furiously to 
the others: ‘Don’t let them escape . . . they are getting away... 
stand your ground. . steady, hold hard.’ 

‘And from a long way off I heard vociferations and unspeak- 
able clamour.” 


She was witness of the fight for these souls for two or three 
days in succession. 


“T begged Our Lord to do with me whatever He willed, if 
only these three could be spared,” she wrote on her return from 
the abyss, Saturday rst April. “I appealed to Our Lady and she 
gave me great peace, for she left me determined to endure any- 


166 THE WAY OF DIVINE LOVE 


thing, if only they could be saved, and I do not think that she will 
allow the devil to get the upper hand.” 


On Sunday, 2nd April, she again wrote: 


“I could hear Satan’s yells: ‘Don’t let go of them; be on your 
guard... plague them in any way you can... they must not 
escape . . . induce them to despair! . . .’ 

“It was a ferment of agitation, vociferation, blasphemies, when 
suddenly with a howl of passionate frenzy he cried: ‘No matter 
. .. we shall get the other two ... they must be made to 
despair.’ 

“By this I understood that one of them was safe for ever. 

“ “Hurry ... press on...’ he roared. ‘Those two must not 
escape .. . hold them, seize them . . . bring them to despair 

onc they, ate. escaping mg... +.<4 

Then hell resounded with the grinding and gnashing of teeth, 
and in indescribable fury the devil howled: ‘Ol power and 
omnipotence of that God. . . . He is stronger than I. There is 
only one left and she shall not escape . . .” but by the medley of 
groans and blasphemous words I understood that all three were 
safe in the Heart of Jesus. How I rejoiced, though unable to make 
a single act of love in spite of the longing I felt todoso . . . but 
none of the feelings of hatred manifested by the unhappy souls 
around me affect me, and when I hear their curses and blas- 
phemies, I feel ready to suffer anything rather than hear Him so 
outraged and offended. Shall I in time, I wonder, become as they 
are? What suffering such a thought occasions, for can I ever 
forget how I once loved Him and how good He was to me? 

“I have endured much,” she continued, “these last days. It is 
as if a stream of fire were being poured down my throat, passing 
right through my body, while at the same time I am pressed 
between the fiery planks, as I said before. The pain is intolerable, 
and beyond description; my eyes seem to be starting out of their 
sockets, wrenched out, my nerves strained, my body wracked and 
doubled in two, incapable of stirring, and over and around the 
nauseating and offensive stench, infecting the air.1 Yet, what is 


1 This intolerable odour enveloped Josefa on her return from the bottomless pit, 
and it was the same, at the moment of her abductions and persecutions by the arch- 
enemy. It was of mingled sulphur and burning putrid flesh, and it clung to her, say 
the witnesses, for a quarter of an hour or so, even half an hour, but she herself 
was painfully awate of it for a much longer time. 
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all this in comparison with a soul who knows God’s goodness 
and is forced to hate and revile Him? This suffering is all the 
greater in proportion to the love she formerly had for Him.” 


There were other mysteries beyond the pale that were revealed 
to Josefa during this period of Lent 1922. 

Whilst day and night she bore the burden of these terrible 
persecutions, God put her in touch with another abyss of woe, 
that of purgatory. Many souls came to solicit her suffrages and 
sacrifices in terms of very gteat humility. At first she was 
frightened, but by degrees she became accustomed to their 
confidences. She listened to them, asked them their names, 
encouraged them, and very humbly recommended hetself to their 
intercession. The lessons they inculcated are worth remembering. 

One of them came to announce her deliverance and said: “The 
important thing is not entrance into religion, but entrance into 
the next world.” “If religious souls but realized the heavy price 
to be paid for concessions to the body . . .” said another, while 
asking for prayers. ““My exile is at an end and I am going to my 
eternal home. .. .” 

A priest-soul said to her: ““How great is the mercy of God, when 
He deigns to make use of the sufferings of other souls to repair 
our infidelities; what a degree of glory I might have acquired had 
my life been different.” 

It was a nun who, on her entrance into heaven, confided to 
Josefa: “How different the things of earth appear when one passes 
into eternity. What are charges and offices in the sight of God? All 
He counts is the purity of our intention when exercising them, 
even in the smallest acts. How little is the earth and all it contains, 
and yet, how loved. . . . Ah! what comparison is there between 
life, however prolonged, and eternity. If only it were realized 
how in purgatory the soul is wearied and consumed with desire 
to see God.” 

There were also some poor souls, who having escaped through 
God’s mercy from a still greater peril, came to beg Josefa to hasten 
their deliverance. 

“T am here by God’s great mercy,” one of them said, “for my 
excessive pride had brought me to the gates of hell. I influenced 
a great number of other people, and now I would gladly throw 
myself at the feet of the most abject pauper. 

Co) 
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“Have compassion on me and do acts of humility to make 
reparation for my pride, thus you will be able to deliver me from 
this abyss.” 

“I spent seven years in mortal sin,” another confessed, “and 
three years ill in bed, and I always refused to go to confession. I 
was tipe for hell-fire and would have fallen into it if by your 
present sufferings you had not obtained for me the grace of 
repentance. I am now in purgatory, and I entreat you, since 
you were able to save me... draw me out of this dreary 
prison.” 

“T am in purgatory because of my infidelity, for I would not 
correspond with God’s call,” said another. “For twelve years I 
held out against my vocation and was in the greatest peril of 
damnation, because in order to stifle my conscience I gave myself 
up to a life of sin. Thanks to the divine goodness, which deigned 
to make use of your sufferings, I took courage to come back to 
God .. . and now, of your charity, get me out of this gloomy 
prison.” 

“Offer the Blood of Christ for us,” said another who was just 
about to leave purgatory. “What would become of us, if there 
were no one to help us?” 

The names of these holy souls, who were personally unknown 
to Josefa, having been carefully noted down with the date and 
place of their decease, were more than once verified. The assurance 
thereby gained of the truth of the facts she related remains as a 
precious testimony of her intercourse with purgatory. 

Lent was drawing to a close while these successive alternations 
of pain and austere graces continued. Without the special inter- 
vention of God Josefa could not have endured such contacts 
with the world invisible and at the same time lead her even life 
of devotedness and labour. Such, however, was the spectacle of 
heroic love she daily gave to the Heart of Him who sees in secret, 
whereas those about her could not but mistake the value of those 
externally monotonous days, spent in the plain accomplishment 
of duty. 

Two facts relating to the last days of Holy Week stand out. 

In the afternoon on Holy Thursday, 13th April 1922, she wrote: 


“I was in the Chapel at about half-past three when I saw before 
me a personage clothed like Our Lord, rather taller, very beautiful 
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and with a wonderful expression of peace on his face which was 
most attractive. His vesture was of a dark reddish purple. He held 
in his hand the Crown of Thorns just like the one Our Lord used 
to bring me long ago. 

“I am the Disciple of the Lord,’ he said, ‘John the Evangelist, 
and I bring you one of the Master’s most precious jewels.’ 

“He gave me the Crown and himself placed it on my head.” 


Josefa was at first rather startled at this unexpected apparition, 
but she gained assurance through the feeling of intense peace 
which took possession of her. She ventured to confide in the 
saintly visitor, telling him of the anguish the ill-treatment of the 
devil caused her. 


“Have no fear,’ was the reply. ‘Your soul is a lily which is 
kept by Jesus in His Heart—I am sent to make you acquainted 
with some of the feelings that overwhelmed His Heart on this 
great day: 

** “Love was about to part Him from His disciples, after it had 
baptized Him in a baptism of blood. But love urged Him to re- 
main with them, and it was love that made Him conceive the 
idea of the Blessed Sacrament. 

“ “What a struggle then arose in His Heart. He thought of how 
He would rest in pure souls, but also how His Passion would be 
carried on in hearts sullied by sin. 

“ “How His Heart thrilled at the thought of the moment, then 
approaching, when He would go to the Father, but it was 
crushed with sorrow at the sight of one of the Twelve, one 
specially chosen, who was to deliver Him up to death, and at the 
knowledge that for the first time His Blood was to prove useless 
_ to save a soul. 

“How His Heart wore itself out in love! But the want of 
correspondence to grace of those so beloved plunged It into dire 
distress . . . and what of the indifference and coldness of so 
many chosen souls?’ 

“With these words he was gone.” 

This heavenly visitation upheld her courage for a time, as it 
brought so forcibly before her mind the call to reparation by 
which the Holy Eucharist appeals to cosecrated souls. 

But this apparition of peace was but an interval in the storm. 
That very evening the Crown disappeared, leaving her in great 
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perplexity. The enemy was at pains to sow anxiety and trouble in 
the soul of his victim. 


The old anguished question returned: Was she not being played 
upon by illusion and deception? . . . All those things to do with 
the invisible world, were they not a mirage of her imagination, 
caused by an unbalanced mind or unconscious suggestion? 

These questions were not confined to herself alone. Yet there 
was nothing in her that could morally or physically give support 
to this doubt. But the prudence with which she was surrounded 
was on the watch, and seeking for an authentic sign that what 
was taking place was due to the direct intervention of the devil. 
God was about to give that sign and so remove all hesitation and 
doubt. 

On Holy Saturday, 15th April, Josefa, having spent the last 
two days in terrible contests, heard the sounds that usually were 
a premonition of the approach of the evil spirits. She was engaged 
in needlework; and supported by obedience she resisted with all 
her might the approach of Satan, but he ended by casting her to 
the ground. Then, as on former occasions, her body seemed to 
become lifeless. 

Kneeling beside her, the Mothers prayed earnestly, begging 
Our Lord to remove all doubt concerning the mystery enacted 
under their eyes. 

Presently the usual slight tremor which preceded Josefa’s 
return to life was noticed. The expression on her face betrayed 
the horrors she had witnessed and endured. Suddenly she 
clutched at her chest and cried: “Who is burning me?” There was 
no light or flame anywhere near, and her religious habit was 
apparently untouched. With a rapid movement she tore open the 
front of her dress, and at once the cell was filled with the acrid 
smell and fetid fumes of smoke, and her inner garment was seen 
to be on fire. An extensive burn remained “near the heart”, as 
she said, attesting the truth of this—the first attempt of the kind 
made by Satan. Josefa was terrified: “1 prefer to go,” she wrote 
in that first moment of shock, “‘rather than continue to be the 
devil’s sport.” 

God’s fidelity, in thus tangibly manifesting the power of the 
infernal agents, was hereafter of notable comfort and reassurance 
in the months that followed. 
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Ten times in all Josefa was thus set on fire. She saw the devil 
vomit on her flames of which visible traces were seen not on her 
clothes only, but on her person. Painful wounds which took long 
to heal left on her body scars which she carried to the grave. Many 
of those scorched garments have been kept, and are witnesses 
to the devil’s rage, and to the heroic courage of Josefa, who 
endured these assaults in order to be faithful to Love’s enterprise. 


A Short Truce 
16th April-8th July 1922 


“T shall be the light of your soul” 
(Our Lord to Josefa, 17th April 1922) 


Easter fell this year, 1922, on the 16th April, and Our Lord 
granted Josefa a brief truce, His risen Body crushing in its 
victory Satan’s power. 

Early that morning Josefa saw Him during Mass. It was for the 
first time since 3rd March—a day which remained in her mind as 
one of sorrow and contrition, though she never doubted of Our 
Lord’s forgiveness nor His love. 


“His whole Person was resplendent in light and beauty,” she 
wrote, “but I told Him I had no leave to speak to Him. 

* “You have no leave, Josefa?’ He answered gently. ‘May you 
look at Me?’ 

“T did not know what to say... . 

“Took at Me,’ He continued, ‘and let Me look at you. That is 
enough.’ 

“JT looked at Him, and He also fixed His eyes on me with such 
love that I am at a loss to say all I felt. . . . After a moment He 
said: ‘When Reverend Mother sends for you, ask her leave to 
speak to Me.’ 

“Then He vanished.” 


Although Josefa met her Superior a few minutes later, she 
obeyed Our Lord literally and waited to be sent for. 


“Reverend Mother sent for me towards half-past eleven,” 
Josefa noted, “and gave me the desired permission. I went to the 
Chapel and Jesus came at once. 
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“ ‘Here Iam, Josefa! . . . Why did you want Me to come back, 
even if it were but once?’ 

“<Q! dear Lord, that I might entreat Thee to forgive me, for I 
do so want it!’ 

“Then I told Him the whole story of all my miseries and 
weakness, and with affection simply indescribable He answered: 
‘He who never needs forgiveness is not the most happy, but 
rather he who has humbled himself many times.’ ”’ 


Then Josefa let her whole soul pour out its tale of woe into the 
compassionate Heart of her Lord—all the obscurities and 
troubles of the past weeks; and she did not omit her anxiety 
about the Crown of Thorns: was it really He who sent it to her 
on Holy Thursday, and then took it away so unaccountably? 

Jesus reassured her: 

“ “Yes, it was I who entrusted you with that precious treasure. 
But it was too much consolation for you, and you comforted 
Me more by accepting the uncertainty than by wearing My 
Crown on your head.’ 

“Then I spoke to Him of the burning last Saturday, and told 
Him how it disturbes me to be thus the devil’s sport. He 
answered strongly, almost sternly: ‘Where is your faith? If I 
allowed you to be the devil’s sport, know that I did it solely to 
give an unimpeachable proof of the plans of My Heart for you.’ ” 


This Paschal dawn lasted a few days longer: 

As once long ago Jesus appeared to His disturbed Apostles 
to speak words of comfort and reassurance after His Passion, so 
now—on Monday, 17th, she wrote: 


“The Gospel of to-day was that of the apparition to the Disci- 
ples of Emmaus; as I was saying the words: ‘Stay with me, Lord, 
for the day is far spent,’ He suddenly made Himself manifest to 
me. : 

“Yes, I will stay with you, and will be the light of your soul. 


Yes, indeed, the day is far spent . . . what would you do with- 
out Me?’ ” 


On Friday, 21st April, after a night during which the return of 
the enemy and the torments of hell had disappointed her hopes 
that they were over, we find in her notes: “This morning during 
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Mass Our Lord came. I had thought all these torments were at an 
end, and I asked Him if He would not leave me enough freedom 
to do a little work.” 

The answer came in a tone of authority: ‘Josefa, I have told 
you already that I want to make use of you as an instrument of 
My metcy for souls; but unless you surrender yourself completely 
into My hands, what am I to do? . . . There are so many souls 
that need pardon, and My Heart would like to use victims that 
will aid in repairing the insults of the world and in spreading 
My mercies. What does the rest matter to you, if I sustain you? 
Never do I forsake you. What more do you want?” 

Thus the Paschal week ended on a note of warning that many 
sufferings still lay ahead of her. The devil prowled around her 
path; the souls in purgatory continued to beg her prayers and the 
help of her suffrages. But Our Lord, ever faithful, remained by 
her side and became, as He said, “‘the light of her life”. “On 
Saturday, 22nd April,” we read in her notes, ‘He came during 
Mass . . . so gracious. I renewed my vows, and I think that pleased 
Him, for His Heart blazed ardently.” 

She expressed her anxieties concerning the souls in purgatory 
who came to ask her prayers. Our Lord reassured her with His 
usual kindness, and gave her to understand how great were the 
gtaces obtained at the price of her pain. “If I tell you all these 
things,” He said, “it is that you may not recoil, whatever the cost. 
Be convinced: the greater your sufferings, and the more acute 
they are, the more are you comforting Me, and it is when you least 
think it that you are drawing the greatest number of souls to 
Me.” 

And when she told Him how worn out she was by the weeks 
of pain she had gone through: “I have no need of your strength, 
but I do need your surrender,” He answered tenderly. “True 
strength is in My Heart. Remain in peace, and do not forget that 
mercy and love are at work in you.” 

It was, therefore, from the Sacred Heart that she would draw 
the fortitude demanded by the path of total abandonment which 
was increasingly to be hers. 


“For some days past,” she wrote on Monday, 24th April, “the 
devil has dragged me down to hell at the same hour, and keeps me 
there for about the same length of time. This worries me, and I 
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wonder if I am responsible for this in any way.” When next Our 
Lord appeared to her after her communion this was the first thing 
she asked Him. 

“Do not be anxious,’ He replied, ‘there is a soul that we 
must snatch from the devil’s grasp, and that particular hour is 
one of peril for her, but we shall succeed by dint of suffering. 
There are so many souls exposed to the danger of perdition . . . 
but there are, too, many who comfort Me, and many who come 
back to My Heart.’ 

“Then,” she said, “I asked Him what we could do to obtain 
the conversion of a sinner who had been recommended to our 
prayers, and who is a cause of great scandal. 

“You must put My Heart between that sinner and My Father, 
Josefa. My Heart will appease His wrath and incline divine 
compassion towards that soul. Adieu, console Me by yout 
abandonment and love.’ ” 


Days of trial succeeded those of grace, for the devil did all he 
could to reawaken in her a whole flood of repugnances, and at the 
same time he tormented her with every sort of torture; she met 
him anywhere, he hit her, burnt her, dragged her down to the 
infernal regions . . . and Friday, 29th April, in sheer terror of his 
threats, she dared not go to communion, although the thought 
of one communion lost was an immense sorrow to her. 

These days of great distress brought back many souls, though 
she was unaware of this encouraging fact. 

Tuesday, 2nd May, as she was sweeping the Auxiliary Chapel, 
suddenly she saw Our Lord in all the beauty of His glory. 


“He was standing in between the benches,” she said. 

“¢ “Josefa, shall I come? . . . I will not hinder your work.’ 

“TI renewed my vows and told Him I must first ask leave. 

eewes; GO. 

“He disappeared, and I went at once to tell Reverend Mother. 
When I came back I saw Him through the open door. He was still 
in the same place, as if waiting for me . . . so full of sweetness 

. . the tenderness of a Father which no words can render. 

“I want so much to come to you, Josefa. Are you going to 
shut Me out?’ ” 


This question like an arrow pierced her through. She acknow- 
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ledged her fear of the devil, who was doing all he could to prevent 
her from goirg to Holy Communion. 


“Do you not know that he can torment you, but that he 
cannot harm you? Which of the two is stronger, he or I?’ 

“T promised to be generous; then I spoke to Him of the inten- 
tions the nuns were praying about, for He knows very well how 
heavy their anxieties and difficulties are. 

“““My Heart is theirs entirely,’ He replied gently, ‘and I am 
taking care of My work. . . . Iam guarding My Society.’ 

“He repeated this twice, with much ardour and affection. Then 
He drew me close to His Heart and made me listen to Its beating 
. . . Towards the end I talked to Him about Our Lady... . I 
have not seen her for such a long time. . . . I do so long for 
Pier i . 

** “Call her,’ He said, and He vanished. 

“T have not stopped calling her ever since, and I keep on telling 
my dearest Mother that Jesus Himself told me to do so, for O! 
how I need her! 

“During my adoration she came, and opening her arms, she 
said: ‘My daughter, what do you want?’ ” 


Then Josefa told her all her troubles and how frightened she 
was of the attacks of the devil. 


“Took, dear child, you must abandon yourself as would a 
little child in the arms of your God.’ 

“True, Mother, but I am so frightened not only of the devil, 
but also of myself.’ 

“What is there to be afraid of, since we are both there to 
defend you?’ 

“T told her how pleased I should be if I had at least the Crown 
of Thorns, but I don’t know if Jesus will let me have it. 

* ‘No, child, He will not give it to you at present, because you 
are making another crown for Him. If you could see how many 
souls there are in it! 

“<The eyes of Jesus are upon you, and in spite of your defi- 
ciencies, and even ingratitude, He will not turn them away from 

ou.’ 
} “Then she blessed me and went away.” 


The visits of the Mother were often forerunners of those of 
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the Son, and on Wednesday, 3rd May, after communion, He 
came: 


* “Josefa!” 

“I asked His leave to renew my vows; and then each time He 
comes I want to tell Him all my faults... . 

“You cannot know how My Heart exults in forgiving faults 
that are of pure frailty. Have no fear . . . it is just because of 
your wretchedness that I have fixed My eyes on you.’ ” 


This gracious indulgence encouraged Josefa to tell Him of her 
great desire: she so wanted the devil to be prevented from hinder- 
ing her fidelity to community exercises . . . for he was for ever 
threatening her. 

“Let Me use you as I will,” answered Our Lord. “Are you not 
My very own? So that I have every right over you? To whom do 
you think common life gives the greater satisfaction? To you or 
to Me? I take you when I need you, but especially you must learn 
to give in to My Will.” 

Thus did the Master of abandonment continue the training of 
Josefa’s soul through all the vicissitudes of her troubled life. A 
truce was called from time to time, and her notes still contained a 
few glowing passages: 


“That evening during my adoration, whilst O Crux Ave, was 
being sung—for it was the Feast of the Finding of the Holy 
Cross—I was seized with an ardent desire of embracing the Sacred 
Wounds. I kissed my crucifix and begged Our Lady to do it for 
me. 

“She came unexpectedly; her hands were crossed on her 
breast, and she said very gently to me: ‘Daughter, what is it you 
want?’ 

““O! Mother, I want to kiss the hands and feet of Jesus, and if 
you will allow me’—here I hesitated a littlk—‘I want to kiss your 
hand as well.’ 

“*You want to kiss my hand? Then do so . . .” and giving 
me her hand, she added: ‘And you would like to kiss the Wounds 
Of JesUsr.. a5: 

“Before I had time to answer, there stood Jesus Himself, 
beautiful, and with glowing Wounds. 

““ “What do you want, Josefa?’ 
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“To kiss Thy Sacred Wounds, dear Lord!’ 

““ “Yes, kiss them.’ 

“He Himself showed me His feet, as if to say: Begin by them 
. .. I kissed them, then His hands. And then He extended His 
right arm and drew me to His Heart: ‘That Wound is yours; it 
belongs to you.’ 

“How can I possibly describe the feelings of my soul? . . . 

“See how I refuse you nothing, and would you refuse Me 
anything?’ 

“T told Him that He knew my desires, but that my infirmity is 
greater than my will.” 


In this way she tried to express the contrast she felt at certain 
times between her will and her actions. 


“That accounts for the way in which I so often promise to refuse 
Him nothing, but fail to keep the promise when occasion 
arises. . . . These failures are followed by feelings of deep 
contrition at having wounded One who is so good to me. 

“* “My Heart indeed loves you, and takes pleasure in your help- 
lessness. Do you know how to comfort Me? Love Me and suffer 
for souls and never refuse Me anything.’ ” 


These graces of predilection always proved to be the prelude 
of increased suffering, and Satan, who had not lost his freedom 
in her regard, made her feel his power more acutely than ever in 
the days that followed. But before giving her into his clutches 
again, Jesus wished to confirm His plans of love for her. 


“T had told Him how intensely I longed for His coming in Holy 
Communion,” she wrote on the 11th May, “for I hunger for Him, 
and the more wretched I see myself to be, the more I beg of Him 
to bring me Himself the remedy for so much misery. After 
communion He came with outstretched arms, and gently drew 
me to His Heart. . . . I rested there a few minutes, lost in bliss.” 


After she had renewed her vows of virginity and perseverance 
in the Society, she reminded Our Lord that soon she would be 
uniting herself to Him by the vows of religion. 


‘Ror Thou knowest, dear Lord, that there are only two 
months more. How I long for the day! What joy to be Thine for 
ever!’ 
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“T too, am longing to imptison you in My Heart, for My 
affection for you has no measure. In spite of your failings and 
weakness, I shall use you to make My love known to many souls. 
There are so many who do not know how much I love them. . . . 
My great wish is to see these beloved ones bury themselves in the 
abyss of My Heart.’ ” 


This was the second time that her coming mission was revealed 
to her, and as He read in the depths of her soul what she dared not 
express, He added for her comfort: “When you feel how vulner- 
able you are, and that fear oppresses you, come here for strength.” 

“Lord, I do not always see Thee, and there are moments when 
I cannot suffer alone. . . .” 

“Do you not know where to find Me, Josefa? . . . One of the 
visible proofs of My love is that I have given you two Mothers to 
love and help you. Seek Me in them. There you will always find 
Me. Adieu.” 

This adieu introduces us to the last phase before Josefa’s vows. 
Our Lord no longer showed Himself, but Satan entered in 
triumph. All the torments of the past months were renewed in 
otder to shake her faith, her virtue, and her fidelity. No efforts 
were spared by the evil one to destroy a vocation he saw to be so 
fruitful for the salvation of souls. Josefa had become his personal 
enemy, and for two months the unloosed powers of hell fought in 
single combat with this frail creature, so weak in herself, but so 
strong in the strength of God. 

Days and nights were spent, almost without halt or respite, in a 
desperate conflict, the violence of which was worse than anything 
she had yet gone through. It was astonishing that her strength 
did not fail, that she kept up her usual work without interruption, 
and that no single human eye was allowed to pierce the mystery 
of this extraordinary trial. 

Moral torture became her portion, as her pure soul witnessed 
with unspeakable distaste sin in all its deformity and felt her will 
waver. Agony reached its paroxysm when, obsessed and domi- 
nated, she felt that she was about to be overcome, She even went 
through moments of despair, and the very bottom of the abyss 
of hell opened up undet her feet—a suffering so agonizingly 
acute that the Mother of Dolours alone was able to appease it. 
The prayer of Our Lady of Sorrows, who was so dear to Saint 


SEARCHING TRIALS 179 


Madeleine Sophie, more than once triumphed over the demon. 
Whilst those around her were imploring the Mother of Sorrows 
to intervene on her child’s behalf, Josefa, hitherto impassive 
under diabolic influence, would suddenly throw herself on her 
knees. The veil had fallen from her eyes, and now, liberated and 
humbled, but confident, she protested her love of God which each 
time émerged stronger and more generous from the crucible of 
suffering. 

Jesus and His Mother kept watch over her during these waves 
of tempest, which at the hour decreed by God broke and dis- 
persed. 

Friday, 19th May, the canonical examination for admission to 
the vows took place in tranquillity; the devil did not put in an 
appearance that day, and Josefa was able to testify, in the joy of 
her heart, to her determination to follow Our Lord and to be 
faithful to Him till death. This, of course, increased the infernal 
fury. 

From the 25th May, Feast of the Ascension, to Pentecost on 
4th June the days went by without a single ray of light to relieve 
the tempest. On Sunday, the 11th, the post brought the glad news 
from the Mother House that Josefa was admitted to her First 
Vows. She received the news of this grace of all graces with 
immense joy, and could scarcely believe it to be true. The letter 
bore the date 5th June, a remarkable coincidence, for it was on 
that day two years before that Our Lord had first made Himself 
manifest to her. 

These graces seemed to exasperate the devil, whose rage was 
intensified, and he never stopped attacking her, throwing her to 
the ground, burning and striking her, while with disturbing 
tenacity he repeated again and again: “That day will never dawn. 
. .. I will wear you out. . . . I will torture you. .. . I will 
snatch you away from this place.” 

The Feast of the Blessed Sacrament, 15th June, and the Feast 
of the Sacred Heart, with its privileged Octave, brought no relief 
to poor Josefa’s tormented soul. ~ 

The month of July began in the midst of these relentless fights. 
The 16th, Feast of Our Lady of Mount Carmel, had been selected 
for the ceremony of her vows, and on Friday, the 7th, First 
Friday of the month, she began her preparatory retreat. That very 
day she was seized by an overpowering obsession, which threw 
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her into a state bordering on despair, the most terrible she had 
yet experienced. . . . She afterwards acknowledged that never 
had she felt so near losing her soul. 

These hours of unspeakable agony did not, however, succeed 
in wrenching from the depths of her soul her yearning for God. 
It was the Mother of Sorrows who again ruined Satan’s plans. 

The culminating point of diabolic striving for her soul was 
reached on the evening of the First Friday and during Saturday, 
8th July. 

It was five o’clock in the evening. Josefa, worn out, was seated 
in her little cell, where she had spent the whole of that terrible 
day. She did not seem to hear the Aves whispered beside her, 
appealing to the Virgin Mother, through her Sorrows, to come to 
the aid of her child. Suddenly there came a change over the 
convulsed face . . . its expression.relaxed, her lips parted, and 
gradually she joined in the prayers. Then in the calm which began 
to steal over her the Mothers tried reading to her a few words 
which had formerly been uttered to her by Our Lady, and which 
she had carefully treasured. When they read: “Daughter, you will 
never abandon my Son, will you?” she cried out vehemently: 
*“No, Mother, never.” 

She threw herself on her knees, her face lit up, and before her 
liberated soul stood Our Lady herself, the Immaculate. With a 
transport of love difficult to describe, Josefa repeated the words 
again and again. 

*“No, no, Mother, never.” 

It was a startling moment when the devil’s power crumbled 
and vanished before the sovereign intervention of the Queen of 
Heaven. 

By an unlooked for coincidence, which had surely been arranged 
by Our Blessed Lord Himself, Father Boyer O.P., her Director, 
was announced at that very moment. So Josefa was able to see 
him, and his words of encouragement and confidence restored her 
once more to the arms of God. 


CHAPTER VI 


Titer RIUMPH ‘OF EOVE 


Retreat for First Vows 
8th-16th July 1922 


“Never will I be separated from Thee, but I will follow wheresoever 
Thou leadest?? 


(From Josefa’s notes of retreat) 


We have followed Josefa into the silence of her retreat, of which 
no single day has been exempt from the attacks of the devil. 
Her struggles can be followed in the notes of her retreat, in which 
her rooted love of God’s Will stands out, in spite of the fact that 
it runs so counter to her own attractions, and demands of her 
such costly immolation. 


“Lord,” she wrote on the 8th of July, which had been a day of 
dire distress, ““Thou seest what I am... but rather than give 
Thee up and be unfaithful to the call Thou hast given me, I 
prefer suffering a thousand times over. 

“T begin this retreat devoid of any longings, yet do with me 
whatever Thou willt; all I ask is that Thou wouldst so bind me 
to Thy Holy Will that I may never swerve from carrying out what 
I know to be Thy good pleasure. 

“There was a time when I hailed this day with enthusiasm. It 
has come at last, but it finds me cold, without strength or love... 
but what would become of me had I not my Jesus! I love Him 
without measure, though this love is unfelt. . . . I will therefore 
allow myself to be led; I make the retreat solely because it is His 
Will, and I know that in spite of the darkness He is preparing my 
soul to unite it to Himself.” 


The first three days of the retreat passed in relative peace. The 
evil one, who constantly made his presence felt, tried in vain to 
torment her in every possible way. Nevertheless, she faithfully 
noted down the result of her meditations. These notes, which were 
not intended for any eye but her own, witness to her simplicity, 
uprightness and mental equilibrium. 
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“Jesus has given me my being, my vocation, and the means of 
serving Him according to His own plans,” she wrote. “He has 
every right over me, and I must surrender with entire submission 
to His Will. It matters little if the path chosen is a very costly one 
to myself . . . the measure of my abandonment will one day be 
that of my happiness, and true peace will always be mine if I do 
His will completely, putting self out of count... . 

“The meditation on death has given me strength to endure, for 
what a consolation it will be in the end to have suffered for God. 
. . . Thou knowest, O Lord, that I long to be united to Thee, and 
never to be separated from Thee, so it is not death that I fear, but 
life. . . . Yet my trust is in Thee; I know that Thou wilt never 
forsake me, and if suffering is what Thou requirest of me, I am 
content, provided it comforts Thee. . . . May my life be loyal 
and true, that in death I may find only beatitude. 

“With the Prodigal I long to throw myself into Thy Heart, and 
there leave all my miseries. . . . I am sure of my welcome, for 
however great my sins, much greater is Thy mercy and the tender- 
ness of Thy Heart.” 


When she listened to the Master’s call, during the meditation on 
the “Kingdom of Christ”, anguish and darkness had possession 
of Josefa’s soul: 


“Master! Thou seest my distress. Yet who can contemplate 
Thee leading the vanguard, and not want to follow? .. . I will 
not be kept back by fear, but will joyfully tread in Thy footsteps. 
Do with me according to Thy will for Thou art my King... . 
I surrender all to find all. . . and once more repeat that never 
will I be separated from Thee, but will follow wheresoever Thou 
leadest. 


“I drew fresh courage from the meditation on the Incarnation. 


There I see Jesus humble Himself to do the will of His Father; in 
the same way I must humbly submit to His will, whatever it may 
be . . . loving that dependence and subjection. My soul ought to 
be in the habitual disposition to do all, to suffer all, and to sacrifice 
everything to God’s will. May I lead a life of absolute poverty in 
all things, that so He may carry out His holy will in me.” 


The contemplation of the Nativity revived in her memories 
of past Christmas joys: 
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“Jesus, my life, when I see Thee thus in complete destitution, 
could I desire to possess anything whatsoever? My little Jesus, 
how beautiful Thou art! I draw near the crib where Thou ari 
lying on straw, and kiss Thy little feet and hands . . . deign to 
glance at me with Thy entrancing eyes and let me hear from Thy 
lips “Have no fear’, for Thou art my Saviour and lovest me with an 
infinite"love, and hast said: “My daughter, I want you to belong 
entirely to Me.’ Am I not already Thine, Lord—and for ever?” 


When, on Wednesday, 12th July, Satan’s sombre figure cast a 
heavy shadow across Josefa’s path, suffering and desolation 
invaded her soul. That night during a prolonged descent into 
hell-fire, he placed her in front of the empty niches, destined for 
the souls she had snatched from him, and there tortured her in 
tevenge. She returned to consciousness crushed and worn out, 
but ready to suffer anything for the salvation of souls. Such an 
offering is never made in vain, and Josefa’s soul again re-entered 
shadowy darkness. 

Of all her sad days, Thursday, 13th July, was one of the hardest. 
Her notes bear the impress of the successive waves of overpowet- 
ing desolation which seemed to engulf her spirit. “Jesus,” she 
wrote, “come to my aid; see the night in which Iam sinking .. . 
do not ieave me in the hands of my enemies . . .” 

After the meditation on the Two Standards: 


“Thou, O Lord, knowest that for years past I have longed 
only to belong to Thee, to live for Thee, and to love Thee .. . 
now I am on the verge of giving way. O! look on me, and all will 
be well. O! do look on me, Lord! There are only two more days. 
If I cannot find peace in Thee, whete am I to seek it?” 


How sad were the words which expressed the memory of her 
heart’s longings! 
“Thou knowest how I longed for this retreat for my vows... 


and see, my days are spent in terror, in dismay, in trouble and pain. 
. . . O! why is so much freedom granted to the devil?” 


But thoughts of faith soon replaced these reflections— 


“Lord, I await everything from Thy Heart, I wish to belong 
entirely to Thee, and I affirm it again at the very height of my 
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distress, the worst agony I have ever known, as well Thou 
knowest!”’ 


And as if to give herself courage in reaffirming her resolution 
to be loyal to the end, she jotted down broken words like the 
following: 


“Lord, whither can I go, to whom can I give myself, if not to 
Thee? . . . I no longer hope or desire anything, but I will not 
fail in loyalty. . . . 1am ready to do whatever Thou willest .. . 
to suffer as much as Thou willest, and to follow Thee anywhere, 
giving myself to Thee with entire generosity, for Thou art my 
Saviour and my God and hast chosen me. . . . O! Heart full of 
mercy and love, have compassion on me . . . do not let me 
fall, give me strength to resist, constancy to persevere, and love 
to suffer.” 


Such a cry of distress and love could not but reach heaven. On 
the evening of the 13th Josefa began her Holy Hour, kneeling in 
the oratory of Saint Madeleine Sophie. She was in a state of mind 
difficult to describe, when suddenly—in a flash—her soul became 
immersed in the profoundest peace. Once more Jesus had mani- 
fested His power. In the ineffable joy of that recovery, Josefa, 
delivered, transformed, and radiant, renewed the vows that in 
advance had bound her for eternity to the Heart of Jesus and to 
His Society. The devil was in flight, and in the expansiveness of 
her new-found happiness Josefa wrote next day: “Jesus, I thank 
Thee for having restored me to light and peace. I am ready to do 
Thy will in everything.” 

Then as if speaking to herself, she added: “I have loved Thee 
all my life, Thee alone my God, but no one knew I belonged to 
Thee. Now the heavens and the earth will know that we love each 
other and are espoused for all eternity! . . .” 

During the last two days of her retreat this deep peace con- 
tinued; she could hardly believe in her joy, but nevertheless she 
did not relax in the serious pursuit of perfection, and to the very 
end the devil tried to deprive her of her happiness. 


“Jesus, in the desert, was tempted,”’ she wrote. “The devil was 
allowed to attack God, to give me courage and to teach me that 
temptation is the crucible of all true virtue.” 

“I do not know if Jesus was ever tempted during His Hidden 
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Life, but He willed to experience this trial at the moment when He 
was preparing for His Public Life. 

“When God deigns to make use of a soul He acts in the same 
way: He first of all keeps her hidden, to strengthen her interior 
life, but when the time comes to carry out His designs, He exposes 
her to temptation, in order to build her up, to preserve her from 
self-love and make her more useful to others by the experience 
she has gained. 

“I must trust the Heart that watches over me; and the measure 
of my suffering, as He has many times told me, is the future 
measure of my consolation.” 


The sight of Our Lord in His Agony, braced and stimulated 
her will: 


_ “How many lessons Thou givest me, Lord. In temptation and 
desolation, I must have recourse to prayer if I want relief, but 
especially to obtain strength to carry out Thy will. 
“How hard would be my heart, if at the sight of His Passion 
I hesitated to walk in the path He points out: a path of humiliation, 
denial, and absolute surrender of self.” 


That Friday evening, after the contemplation of the Crucifixion, 
she wrote: 


“Lord, Thou art on the Cross about to die for me and Thy 
Heart will be opened for me. Heart of Jesus, show me the way 
in, then draw me down into Its depth. 

“There is my dwelling; there shall I stay hidden—there shall I 
labour and suffer and lose myself . . . the lowlier I am the more 
I shall be able to sink into Its deepest depths . . . what a joy to 
know that Heart and to be His Bride. . . .” 


A little further on she renewed her promises with intense 
spiritual fervour: 


“J am not capable of much, Lord, but I promise to follow where 
Thou leadest me. If I fail (and it will not be once only), I will not 
be discouraged, but will love Thee still more because of Thy 
tenderness for me who lovest me as though I had never sinned . . . 
even if I do fall, I will rise again and fly to Thy Heart.” 


Saturday, 15th July, eve of her vows, Josefa spent in glad 


186 JHE WAY OF DIVINE LOVE 


expectation. Her joy was at the same time so fresh and so grave 
that it must have ravished the Heart of Him who delights in the 
simplicity and spontaneity of love. 


“Day of great peace, while waiting for the hour that is to unite 
me to Him,” she wrote. “When He comes He must not find 
anything that might be displeasing to Him or hinder His 
entrance. . . . _I must purify the dwelling of my heart. Iam about 
to become the Bride of a King who will bring with Him an abund- 
ance of all good things. I must lay aside my poor judgment, I 
must adopt His thoughts and His will, and subject myself in 
everything to His tastes. . . .” 


Towatds midday the enemy made a final assault, but in vain 
.. . He was not visible to her eyes, but she heard his raucous 
voice: “It’s not too late, if you want to be happy, go away, or 
else I will burn you.” 

But this nefarious cloud cast no shadow over her quiet joy. 
That evening she noted down in detail all her intentions and 
hopes: 


“So numerous,” she said, “‘that I shall not have time to tell 
them all to Our Lord to-morrow, so I will put this letter on my 
heart, and He will read it during my thanksgiving. I shall have just 
made my vows and He will not be able to refuse me anything.” 

This paper has been preserved. It bears testimony to Josefa’s 
pure affection for everyone she knew. She noted down name 
after name of all those dear to her (her writing getting smaller 
and smaller), tunning through all her intentions with a charity 
that extended to the uttermost borders of the earth and took in 
Holy Church, France, and Spain and the whole universe. She felt 
that in that most solemn hour of her life she was powerful over 
the Heart of Jesus, and shared more than ever His unfathomable 
thirst for souls. She concluded: 


“As for me, I give myself up body and soul to Thee, and I have 
no other desire than the glory of Thy Heart which I so love. 
May the whole world know Thee. . . . May those consecrated 
to Thee love Thee ever more and more. . . . Nothing will ever 
separate us, neither life nor death. Enkindle me with Thy love, 
and give me no other consolation than that of consoling Thy 
Heartss ont 
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“Receive this missive through the hands of Our Lady. For time 
and for eternity, I am henceforward Thine. 
“MARIA-JOSEFA MENENDEZ OF JESUS.” 


The day ended in the full glow of the presence of Jesus who 
was near, and the night was spent in desires. 
All was ready for the offering that was about to be accomplished. 


The Offering 
16th July-7th August 1922 


“See, have I not been faithful to you? Now My work is about to begin’ 
(Our Lotd to Josefa, 16th July 1922) 


Ir was a truly heavenly day for Les Feuillants. In the house, where 
ceremonies of Clothing and First Vows were frequent, there was 
in the air a renewal of fervour and gladness, which never failed to 
surround the privileged few who were about to kneel before the 
altar and make their offering. The whole family joined in the 
festive joy of the day, and never does the motto of the Society 
‘Cor unum et anima una in Corde Jesu’ take on a more living 
reality than on such occasions. 

On the morning of Sunday, 16th July, no one foresaw the 
matvels that were about to become realities in the life of the little 
novice, Josefa Menéndez. How jealously God had kept her in the 
shadow of His Face! He had elaborated His plan, formed her and 
wrought in her, crushed and ground her, till the pattern He 
designed had been fashioned and moulded. He had led her through 
chosen paths, and confounded Satan’s devices. His mercy had 
triumphed in her wretchedness and His power in her weakness. 
To-day He Himself was about to lead her to the accomplishment 
of His great plans. The alliance was about to be sealed before 
heaven and earth; and she would become His consecrated Bride, 
not to enjoy Him indeed, but to aid in Love’s enterprise which 
would consummate the union between them. 

She was the only novice to make her vows that day. The Chapel, 
bright with flowers, was filled by the children, and by her 
Mothers and Sisters in religion, when at eight o’clock Josefa 
entered with an air of recollected joy which was not of this earth. 
Her beloved mother and her sister Angela had come from 


188 THE WAY OF DIVINE LOVE 


Madrid. She knew they were there, and “these two loves of her 
heart”, as she called them, were part of the offering she was about 
to make. Her other sister, Mercedes, a religious of the Sacred 
Heart, was united to them in spirit, in her far-off convent of Las 
Palmas in the Canary Islands. : 

Nothing either in her attitude or face, so calm and radiant, 
betrayed the mysterious approach of heavenly visitants. 

In the silence of prayer, which the liturgical chant interrupted 
from time to time, the usual ritual of the ceremony proceeded. 
After a short discourse by the celebrant who alluded to the 
austere joys of religious consecration, Josefa advanced to the 
altar rails, and with a firm voice answered the questions: 

“Is it of your own free will that you renounce the world and 
all worldly hopes and expectations? And do you take JEsus 
Curist for your Spouse with all your heart?” 

Her whole soul exulted in the words: “Yes, Father, with all 
my heart!” 

She then received the crucifix on which is nailed the figure of 
“Him who must henceforth be your Model and the sole object 
of your love”, and the black veil about which the following is 
said: “Receive the yoke of the Lord, for His yoke is sweet and 
His burden light.” 

Holy Mass began. When the solemn moment of communion 
arrived, Josefa, all alone at the altar rails, in the presence of the 
Blessed Sacrament held before her by the celebrant, slowly with 
all the will and love of her heart, pronounced the vows which 
would unite her for ever to the Sacred Heart of Jesus. It was a 
moving moment to those who knew at what a price the favour 
had been bought, through what tempests her little bark had 
reached port, and what miracles of love had opened for her the 
Heart of Him who had been captivated by her littleness. 

Human eyes saw only the simple offering, but another, and this 
a heavenly, scene was. being enacted. 

A few hours later Josefa, still deep in glad recollection, noted, 
so that she might never forget it, what Our Lord had been pleased 
to do for her. 


“After the sermon, I went up to the altdr rails to receive my 
crucifix of vows and black veil. Then suddenly I saw Our Lady 
present, O! so ravishingly lovely, all bathed in light. She held a 
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veil in her hands, and when I returned to my priedieu, she herself 
put it on my head. All round her and framing her person were a 
number of radiant little faces which looked like those of tiny 
children, lit up with joy. With ineffable sweetness she said to me: 
‘While you, beloved daughter, were suffering, these souls were 
weaying this veil for you. All those you prayed for have left 
purgatory and are safe in heaven for all eternity. There they will 
protect you.’ 

“Tt was an entrancing sight: Our Lady looked like a queen with 
her beautiful countenance all purity and tenderness, her golden 
raiment and her exquisitely moulded hands . . . and then the 
souls . . . so many little heads—O! it was wonderful to see, and 
I cannot describe how profoundly it affected me. Besides, I was 
wrapped in the veil, and had my crucifix. I did not know what to 
say . . . I let the flood of happiness just roll over me . . . what 
else could I do? 

“When Our Lady finished speaking, the little faces disappeared, 
one after the other. She gave me her blessing and disappeared, too. 
I thought myself in Heaven. 

“Then came the moment—how brimming with emotion and 
joy—to read the formula of my vows and receive Holy Com- 
munion ... and then, Jesus Himself came. His Heart was 
flooded with effulgent light, the Wound open wide, and from It 
issued a force that drew me into It, and I found myself deep down 
in Its depths. 

““ “Now, I am satisfied,’ He said, ‘for I hold you prisoner in 
My Heart. From all eternity I have been yours; now, you are 
Mine for ever. You will work for Me, and I will work for you. 
Your interests will be Mine, and Mine yours. I have been faithful 
to you, have I not, Josefa? And now My great work will begin.’ 
And saying this He vanished.” 


A few hours later Josefa, whose heart was overflowing, wrote 
in her notes of retreat: 


“Jesus has come; we ate one .’. . does He know what a miser- 
able creature I am, and that in spite of my longing to please Him 
and love Him, I shall disappoint Him more than once, perhaps? 
.. . Yes, He knows it better than I do, but He loves me all the 
same, and He does not mind. He is ready beforehand to repair all 
my faults; that is why He has given me His Heart! . . .” 
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Then she tried to find words which would express in detail 
the vows that bound her to this Sacred Heart: 


“© Jesus, I thank Thee for the incomparable grace of my vows. 
What does my vow of Poverty mean to me? . . . I know that, 
henceforward, I have no right to anything: everything I use is 
given me as an alms. I have given up, too, all that I most cherish, 
my mother, my sister, my home, my country, to possess only 
Jesus Christ. But above all I must be despoiled of myself. Jesus 
will be all in all to me and I shall have no other wish or ambition 
but for Him. He is my strength and my peace; I want nothing 
than Him, and nothing except what leads me to Him. 

“What of my vow of Chastity? Ah! how happy I am in my 
religious life and none can deprive me of this treasure. The world 
no longer exists for me, and I am ina closed garden full of every 
variety of flower, and in this enclosure, and in the midst of these 
flowets I shall spend my life, for they are all set apart for the 
heavenly Husbandman. He cultivates me and I give Him pleasure. 
He loves me and I love Him! . . . What else matters? O most 
pure Jesus, Bridegroom of virgin souls, I love Thee, for Thou 
art purity itself; that is what has attracted me from infancy. Jesus 
is the Spouse of Virgins! such were the words that attracted me as 
a child and made me relish the charms Thou reservest for conse- 
crated souls, and ever since my soul has been the little flower that 
sheds its perfume for Thee, O Jesus! Never allow me to lose the 
spotlessness of grace or the love of virginity. 

“And Obedience? It binds me to all legitimate authority, in 
which I see Thee and through whom Thou speakest to me and 
makest known to me Thy will. But love must go further still; 
I must not only obey all authority, but listen to the interior 
voice to which I am sometimes deaf, because I find it too costly 
to follow its behests, or transmit what it tells me to transmit. . . . 
No, Lord, I will obey for love of Thee and will ask for no reasons, 
nor will I hesitate or complain, for it is not my will but Thine 
that must henceforth live in me, and all I do must be for Thee. 

“All day,” she concluded, “I was so lighthearted that I did not 
know what to say to Jesus and His Mother!” : 


She seemed in very truth to be wrapped in heavenly peace, and 
sunk in God, but ever the same, kindly, simple, full of considera- 
tion for others. She spent the day giving joy to all around her. 
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She paid visits to the infirm and sick, so as to give them the kiss 
of peace that she had been unable to give them in the Chapel. 
Her coming was a ray of sunshine and an expression of charity. 
All the time she could spare was spent with her mother and sister, 
for her supernatural tenderness as daughter and sister had suffered 
no change. 

When evening came, in the much-desired silence of a prolonged 
adoration before the Blessed Sacrament exposed, she repeated 
her consecration to His Heart. 

The following days only strengthened her gift of self, until the 
time when it was Our Lord’s intention openly to discover to her 
the plans of His Heart, thus realizing the words she had heard on 
the morning of her vows: “Now, My great work will begin.” 


“On Tuesday, 18th July,” she wrote, “when the last bell rang, 
I left my mother and sister to go to the Chapel As I went, I 
asked Jesus not to mind if I did not speak direct to Him quite so 
often these days, but to take as spoken to Himself all I shall say 
to them, for He knows I do it for love of Him.” 


As she entered the oratory of Saint Madeleine Sophie, Our Lord 
became visible to her. “Josefa, My Bride,” He said, “have no 
misgivings on this head. I am as much consoled as if you were 
with Me. See Me in them, and live in peace.” 

On Saturday, 22nd July, at the beginning of Mass, He again 
appeared—“‘most beautiful to behold,” she wrote. “In one hand 
He held His Heart and with the other He beckoned to me: “Behold 
the prison I have prepared for you from all eternity,” He said. “In 
My Heart you will henceforth live lost and hidden for ever.” 

After communion, He again spoke: “Josefa, My Bride, let Me 
rejoice in you. My greatness will make your littleness disappear; 
from now on we shall labour together and as one: I shall live in 
you and you will live for souls.” 

And when she timidly reminded Him of her frailty: “Let 
yourself be guided. . . . My Heart will do all that is needful, My 
mercy will be active, My love will annihilate your whole being.” 

“Yesterday,” says a further note, “Our Lady came in the course 
of the morning.” 


This peerless Mother seemed anxious lest Josefa should forget 
the dangers with which her path was beset: 
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“ ‘Be in peace, daughter,’ she said to me. “Have no reserves, 
and be wholly occupied with the present moment. Jesus will lead 
both you and your Superiors. Keep close to them, remain faithful 
and submissive to the will of My Son, especially in difficult 
moments.’ 

Then after a few recommendations: “‘My divine Son intends 
to use this little instrument for His glory and that notwithstanding 
all the machinations of the enemy.’ ” 


So from Mary’s own lips she gathered that the devil had not 
been quelled for long, for though unable to snatch her vocation 
from her, he would never cease trying to frustrate the plan he 
saw divinely inscribed on every page of Josefa’s life. She was at 
first disconcerted to find herself still weak in spite of the grace of 
her vows, when painful temptations again assailed her. 


“On Wednesday, 26th July, I was telling Our Lady of this great 
disappointment,” she wrote, “asking her to obtain forgiveness 
for me from Jesus, to tell Him the joy it is to me to belong to 
Him, and how it is my one desire to love Him, but also would He 
deign to remember my lowliness; and as I was speaking to her so 
frankly and pouring out my troubles, Jesus Himself appeared. 
He came close to me and said: ‘Why fear? I am your Saviour and 
Bridegroom. If only souls understood all these two words 
imply. . . . That is the work I intend to do by your means. The 
most ardent longing of My Heart is that souls should be saved, 
and I want My consecrated ones, especially those of My Heart, to 
know how easily they can give Me souls. By you, I will let them 
know what treasures go to waste by their not sufficiently under- 
standing these two words: Saviour and Spoust.’ 

“Then He let me rest on His Heart, and after a few moments, 
He Himself raised my face so that I could look at Him. How can 
I express the wealth of love in those speaking eyes? 

“*So have no fears, for your shortcomings are repaired by My 
Heart and so are those of all souls. But the one thing that I ask 
is that they should not fail in trust, since I am their Saviour and 
their Spouse. Keep My peace, for you are beloved of My Heart 
and I am not distressed at your littleness. Is it not because of this 
very lowliness that I love you with the folly of a God?’ ” 

Our Blessed Lady re-echoed the same lesson of trust, when on 
the 27th she showed herself to Josefa during night prayers. “My 
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dearest child, do not grieve overmuch at your failings, which will 
occur again, but love will always be there to raise you up, for you 
are sustained by a Bridegroom who loves you and who is your 
God.> 

A few days later she came with a message from Jesus, who was 
going to bring her His Cross: 

“This night He will bring you His Cross,’ and resting her 
hand on my shoulder,” said Josefa, “she added: ‘Do not regard 
your wretchedness, but look at the treasure that is yours, for if 
you are all His, He is all yours.’ ” 

A few hours later, during the night, Jesus appeared bathed in 
radiant light and brought her the Cross which she had not carried 
for a long time. 


*< “Josefa, will you share the Cross of your Beloved?’ and He 
laid it on my right shoulder. 

* “Receive it with joy, and bear it with love, for you do this 
for the souls I love so much. Is it not lighter than before? That is 
because now we are united for ever, and nothing will ever part 
gee 

The faithful Friend who allowed her the day to do her work, 
chose the hours of the night when no one else wanted her, and 
when He knew she would be ever ready to console Him. 

During the night of August 6th: 


“T was already asleep when I heard His voice: “Josefa, My 
Bride!’ 

“There He stood, so surpassingly beautiful, bearing His Cross, 
and all encircled with light. I rose at once. 

“I come to bring you My Cross.’ 

“And He unburdened Himself of it, laying it across my 
shoulder. I told Him what a joy it was to me to relieve Him of it 
in spite of my weakness. 

“I bring it to you at night, for during the day I give it to other 
religious.’ ”” 

Then Josefa spoke to Him at once about souls and especially 
those of sinners, for this was a preoccupation that never left her. 

“< “Yes, there are many who offend Me and many who ate lost,’ 
He answered sadly, ‘but those who wound My Heart most are the 
much-loved ones who always keep something back, and do not 
give themselves wholly to Me. Yet, do I not show them clearly 
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enough how dearly I love them? Do I not give them My whole 
Heart?’ 

“I begged His forgiveness for them and for myself who so 
often keep back something,” she continued humbly, “and I 
begged Him to accept as reparation the acts and the love of those 
who want to console Him. He answered gently: “That is My 
intention . . . to repair the faults of some by the acts of others.’ ” 


That night spent under the Cross was a fitting and immediate 
preparation for Sunday, 6th August 1922, a memorable date in 
Josefa’s history, for it opened out new prospects of the great 
work that awaited her. But the divine Master who can work 
only through the nothingness of His instruments, wished first 
of all to emphasize once more this need of His Heart. She wrote: 


“After communion Our Lord came in all His beauty; His 
Heart was wounded and open wide and He began by looking 
at me; then with great compassion He said: ‘Misery! Nothingness! 
Such you ate . . . Little still implies some being, but, Josefa, 
you are less than that, you are nothingness personified.’ 

“He said this so lovingly that my heart was unlocked, and I 
simply poured it out: ‘Yes, my Master, how true. ...I am 
nothing and would like to be less than nothing, for nothingness 
never resists or offends Thee, since it does not exist, while I do 
resist and do offend Thee.’ 

““He came back during the second Mass and drawing me close 
to His Heart, He said: “Are you, then, quite convinced of your 
nothingness? From now on, none of the words I say to you will 
ever be blotted out.’ 

“T told Him that the thought of His putting His work of love 
into my unworthy hands causes me great alarm, for in spite of 
my good will, I have a tremendous capacity for evil. 

“From His Heart there sprang a flame that burnt me. 

““Abject little one so loved of My Heart,’ He said lovingly, 
‘begin My work, but holding on tight to My Mother’s hand the 
while. . . . Will not that give you courage?’ ””2 

Josefa’s heart bounded at these words, for nothing gave her 
gteater security than to be in the hands of Mary whom she so 
loved. “Yes, Lord,” she answered spontaneously, “great courage 
and great confidence. Tell me what I can do to obtain from this 


1 “A gatrada”—hooked on to, clinging to, a word which does not translate easily. 
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dear Mother that she should never let me fail Thee in Thy work, 
but keep me always faithful to Thy plans, and protect me, and 
that Thy Heart should sustain me; I desire nothing else.” 

There was 2 moment of impressive silence, after which Jesus 
spoke slowly and reflectively words of extreme importance, 

“hs My east wishes to use abject instruments to catty out 
this work, the greatest of My Love, this is what you must do as a 
beginning during the days that precede My Mother’s Assumption. 
You must ponder on and realise the nothingness of the instru- 
ments used. Trust wholly to the mercy of My Heart, and promise 
most solemnly never to resist or refuse Me what I ask of you, 


however crucifying it may seem. 


“On Thursday you will make a Holy Hour to comfort Me for 
the resistance I mect with from souls consecrated to Me. 
“On Friday, 1 ask of you an act of reparation for the offences 


_ and sorrows inflicted on Me by these same souls.” 


That night when writing down Our Lord’s words, Josefa was 
deeply struck at the memory of the grave solemnity with which 
_ He had spoken. She dared not go on writing lest she should 

tecord them inaccurately, and distort her Master’s meaning. He 


_ deigned to appear and dictate to her what follows: 


“ It is of no consequence! When you write I will tell you what 
you have to say. None of My words will be lost. Nothing that I 
tell you will ever be blotted out. It signifies little that you are so 
worthless and wretched, for it is 1 who will do all 
| “ Twill make it known that My work rests on nothingness and 


 misery—such is the first link in the chain of love that I have pre- 


_ pated for souls from all eternity. 1 will use you to show that I 
hove misery, littleness and absolute nothingness. 
__ “4 will reveal to souls the excess of My love and how far I 
_ will go in forgiveness, and how even their faults will be used 
by Me with blind indulgence .. . yes, write . . . with blind 
indulgence. 1 see the very depths of souls, I sce how they would 
please, console and glorify Me, and the act of humility they 
ate obliged to make when they see themselves so fecble, is solace 
and glory to My Heart. What does their helplessness matter? 
Cannot I supply all their deficiencies? I will show how My Heart 
uses their very weakness to give life to many souls that have lost 
it 
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« <T will make known that the measure of My love and mercy 
for fallen souls is limitless. I want to forgive them. It rests Me to 
forgive. I am ever there, waiting, with boundless love till souls 
come to Me. Let them come, nor be discouraged. Let them fear- 
lessly throw themselves into My arms! I am their Father. 

“ “Many of My religious do not understand all they can do to 
draw those steeped in ignorance to My Heart. They do not know 
how I yearn to draw them to Myself and give them life . . . true 
life. 

“ “Yes, Josefa, I will teach you the secrets of My love, and you 
will be a living example of My mercy, for if I have such love and 
predilection for you who are of no account whatever, what am I 
not ready to do for others more generous than you?’ 

““He allowed me to kiss His feet, and then He went away.” 


From this time on, whenever Josefa had to transmit a message 
from the Heart of Jesus to the world, He would be there... . 
He would speak with all the expansiveness of the most burning 
love, and Josefa would write at His dictation these appeals, one 
by one, as they fell from His sacred lips. 

In the note-books, these passages are underlined in red ink to 
make them stand out as exceptionally important. 


“On Monday, 7th August, after communion,” she said, “Our 
Lord appeared, beautiful as ever. 

“What is it you want to tell Me, Josefa?’ 

“Lord, may I renew my vows, so that I may be obedient?’ 

[It will be remembered that many months ago this order had 
been given her, that the snares laid for her by the infernal enemy 
might be discovered. ] 

“Whilst I was renewing them, He smiled a littl—He was so 
wonderfully beautiful, and looked at me with such tenderness and 
compassion! Then He opened His arms, and drawing me to His 
Heart, said: ‘Come, since you are nothing, enter My Heart. How 
easy it is for a mere nothing to lose itself in that abyss of love.’ ” 


“Then He made me enter His Heart . . .” wrote Josefa, but 
she could not comment on so mysterious a favour. 

When at last she emerged from the unfathomable depths of 
Love’s home, He said: 


“ ‘That is how I will consume your littleness and nothingness. 
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“J will act through you, speak through you, and make Myself 
known through you. How many will find life in My words! How 
many will take new courage as they understand the fruit to be 
drawn from their efforts! A little act of generosity, of patience, 
of povetty ... may become treasure that will win a great 
number of souls to My Heart . . . You, Josefa, will soon pass 
out of sight, but My words will remain.” 

“Then I ventured to tell Him how faint-hearted I feel, for I am 
always afraid of not being faithful; He looked at me with eyes of 
unimaginable beauty and clemency, and said: ‘Fear not! I will 
mould and use you as seems best for My glory and for the profit 
of souls. Give yourself over to love, let yourself be guided by 
love and live lost in love.’ ”’? 


1 “Asi ire consumiendo tu pequenez y tu miseria. Yo abrate en ti. Yo hablare por 
ti . . . Me hare conocer por ti. Cuantas almas encontraran la vida en mis palabras! 
Como cobraran animo viendo el fruto de sus trabajos . . . Un actito pequenio de 
generosidad, de paciencia, de pobreza, etc. . . . puede ser un tesoro que de a mi 
Coraz6én gran numero de almas. Pronto, tu no existitas, pues mis palabras viviran 
siempre... .” 

= foncks noted down a few days later words which at the time she did not dare 
tell Reverend Mother: “You will die soon. I will warn you a little beforehand, so 
that your Mother can tell the Bishop everything. But do not be alarmed, for not 
many days after you will be with Me in Heaven.” 
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BOOK TWO 
THE MESSAGE OF LOVE 


Part ONE 


PRELIMINARY EXPLANATION 


As soon as Josefa had made her vows it became clear that God had 
chosen her with a view to a great plan of love. All the grace of her 
vocation, developed in her soul by divine love, had prepared 
her for this work. 

As Spouse of the Heart of Jesus, she must be for Him a living 
response of love . . . and He had revealed to her the secret of 
the love that He looks for from His Society: “the most tender and 
most generous love”’. 

As Spouse of His Heart, she must penetrate into its wound, 
fathom its depths and unite herself with His sorrow at the blind- 
ness and loss of souls. . . . He had taught her that a life surren- 
dered and united to Him in reparation had redemptive power. 

As Spouse of His Heart, chosen by this God and Saviour to be 
an instrument of His love and mercy for souls whom He loves so 
tenderly, she must share His intense longing for them . . . and 
He had shared with her the burning zeal of His Heart, by showing 
her the whole world as the object of their mutual love. 

During the years of her religious formation, therefore, she had 
penetrated deeply into the grace of the special vocation by which 
every teligious of the Sacred Heart is called to live as Spouse, 
Victim, and Apostle. 

Jesus Christ had emphasized, in all His guidance of her, every 
point of the Rule and had also from the beginning of her religious 
life made clear to her His idea of this Society “founded on love”, 
as He said one day, ‘“‘and whose life and end is love” (12th June 
1923). 

a this was still only the preparation for a greater plan. 

He had spoken to Josefa many times of these plans. In spite of 
her fear and resistance, He had led her powerfully though very 
gently towards unconditional surrender of herself to her mission, 
which He gradually explained. On the day of her Vows, after 
reaffirming all His rights over her, did He not say these suggestive 
words: “And now, I shall begin my work” (16th July 1923)? 

This work, which He Himself called the greatest of His love, 
was to become clear and be accomplished during the eighteen 
months that would complete Josefa’s short life on earth. 
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But He who was guiding her and was at work within her kept 
her ever conscious that she was a weak and worthless instrument 
such as God always prefers. This is why Our Lord allowed her to 
experience her weakness in the daily fight in which she would be 
faithful to the end: temptation, the devil, hell itself would ever 
be the greatest of her sufferings. These God put in the balance 
against her graces, so that Josefa became rooted in the conscious- 
ness of her own lowliness and nothingness. These God used as a 
goad which gave her no moment of rest in view of the sins of the 
world, souls to be saved, and the fire that was consuming the 
Heart of her Master. 

Before going on to the last and most important stage ot Joseta’s 
life, ought we not to pause for a moment to look at the past and 
the future? . . . The design of this work of love then becomes 
clearer in a twofold plan which seems to summarize it and at the 
same time allow us to “‘admire all its details”, as Our Lord said. 

What at once stands out in Our Lord’s teaching, as in His 
action on Josefa, is its doctrinal character which sets in relief 
the guiding principles of our faith. He seems to have wished to 
remind souls of these principles by a divine object lesson. 

The Sovereign Dominion of the Creator over His Creature and what 
this implies of dependence on the Divine Will and surrender to 
His guidance appears in the first place as the solid foundation 
of true love. “Do not forget,’ Our Lord said to Josefa, “‘that I 
have all rights over you” (26th August 1922). “Let Me do what I 
like with you.” And these words: “Let Me work .. . Let Me 
act . . . Let Medispose of you . . . Leave Mefreein you . . .” 
constantly recur, insisting on the completeness of His rights. 

At the same time the whole history of Josefa is indeed that of 
Divine Providence which makes no mistakes in its ways. “As you 
ate vety small,” Our Lord said to her one day, “you must let 
yourself be controlled and guided by My fatherly hand which is 
powerful and infinitely strong” (26th May 1923). “I will mould 
you as is best for My glory and for souls” (7th August 1922). “Do 
not fear, for I am looking after you with jealous care, such cate 
as the tenderest of mothers takes of her little child” (3rd May 
1923). Magnificent definition of divine fidelity, which can say to 
us at the turning-point of life, as He said to Josefa: “I never fail 
My word!” 

We are constantly reminded of the Presence of Grace giving life 
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to the soul, the foundation of its incorporation with Christ. “I 
am in her,” He said. “T live in her; I delight in making but one 
thing with her” (5th December 1923). But in return He asks her 
never to leave Him alone . . . to consult Him about every- 
thing . . . to ask Him for everything . . . to clothe herself 
with Him and disappear beneath His life: ““The more you dis- 
appear, the more shall I be your life” (sth June 1923). Is not this 
a commentary on the words of Saint Paul: “I live, now not I but 
Christ liveth in me”’. 

Then light is thrown on the value of this life-giving union with 
Him, transforming the least activities by gilding them with the 
supernatural. More than once and in tangible ways Our Lord 
showed Josefa what love can make of the most insignificant 
actions when they are united to Him. So, He wished to revive 
in souls the joy of believing in the wealth at our disposal. “How 
many souls would regain courage,” He said, “if they realized 
the results of their efforts” (7th August 1922). ““And how gteat is 
the value of a day of divine life” (2nd December 1922). 

Here we reach the dogma which seems central in this wonderful 
teaching, participation in the infinite merits of Jesus Christ. Out 
Lord constantly reminds Josefa of this power over the treasures 
of His redemption given to the baptized soul. If He asks her to 
complete in herself what is wanting in His passion, to repair for 
the world and to satisfy the Father’s justice, it is always with Him, 
through Him, in Him. ““My Heart is yours, take it and repair with 
it” (15th October 1923). Then He makes those offerings all 
powerful over the Heart of the Father, which Josefa heard and 
passed on to us: “Good Father, Holy Father, Merciful Father! 
Accept the Blood of Your Son... His Wounds... His 
Heart! Look upon His Head pierced with thorns . . . do not 
allow His Blood to be once more useless” (26th September 1922). 
“Do not forget that the time for justice has not yet come, but that 
now is the hour of mercy” (11th February 1922). 

Lastly the great reality of the Communion of Saints runs through 
the warp and weft of Josefa’s vocation and forms the background 
of the picture of her life. Our Blessed Lady, Mediatrix of all 
Grace and Mother of Mercy, has her special place in the centre of 
this wonderful exchange of graces and merits, between the saints 
in heaven, the souls in purgatory and the church militant on 
earth. . . . Only hell is excluded. Josefa, a tiny member of the 
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Mystical Body of Christ, learns from Him the repercussions in 
the world of souls of fidelity, sacrifice, suffering, and prayer. 

But beyond these doctrinal lessons which seem already very 
valuable, the Direct Message which the Heart of Jesus will entrust 
to her to pass on to the world is an appeal of Love and Mercy. 
One day she said to her Master: “Lord, I do not understand what 
this work is that you are always telling me about.” “You do not 
know what My work is?” He answered. “Tt is love . . . I want 
to use you to reveal more than ever before the mercy and love of 
My Heart. The words or desires that I give to the world through 
you will rouse zeal in many souls and will prevent the loss of 
many others, and they will gain an ever fuller realization that the 
mercy of My Heart is inexhaustible” (22nd November 1922). 

“From time to time.”’ He said on another occasion, “I long to 
make a new appeal of love . . .” (29th August 1922). “True, I 
have no need of you . . . but let Me ask you for love and let 
Me show Myself once more to souls through you” (15th Decem- 
ber 1922). 

This great plan of love was, indeed, entrusted to Josefa by 
means of heavenly conversations carried on with her from time 
to time during the last months of her life. Jesus would choose the 
day and the time to meet her in the little cell where so often already 
He had shown her His Heart or brought her His Cross. She could 
not foresee His calls. Now He wanted her to be ready to write at 
His dictation on several consecutive days, now He would give 
her no more of His message for some weeks. Sometimes He would 
dictate only a few lines hastily, and at others He would keep her 
a long while on her knees gathering from His sacred lips the secrets 
of His Heart. 

The book, Un Appel a l’Amour (Soeur Josefa Menéndez, 
Religeuse coadjutrice de la Société du Sacré-Coeur de Jésus, 
1890-1923), has already given these words grouped in such a 
way that their meaning is brought out. In the present book the 
natural framework of the day to day writing will make the words 
themselves stand out more clearly. But it seems good to preface 
them with a broad preliminary synthesis so that souls may more 
ne gtasp the meaning of this new manifestation of the Heart of 

esus. 

He wants to reign in souls by giving them a more secure 
knowledge of His goodness, His love and His mercy. This is the 
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testimony that He came on earth to give to His Father: Deus 
Caritas est, and this is what He wants His followers to know and 
say of Him. 

He wants by this new outpouring of His love to gain not only 
their love in return for His own but the trust that He values 
still more because it proves the tenderness of their affection and 
is the source of the most generous love. 

He wants to attract and tevivify souls by faith in the merciful 
kindness of His Heart which is so little understood, ue believed 
in still less. 

He wants chosen souls to have their sense of security in His 
love strengthened by deeper experimental knowledge of His 
Heart, and He expects them to spread the knowledge thus acquired 
to those who know Him but little or not at all. 

He wants His appeal to waken slumbering souls . . . to raise 
the fallen . . . to appease the cravings of the hungry . . . and 
that everywhere, even to the ends of the earth. . . . And He 
expresses this desire so positively that one cannot remain in- 
sensible to this burning appeal of His love. 

At the same time He stresses the fact that in the order of God’s 
Providence His plans depend, in part, on the free co-operation of 
men, a co-operation which He asks of all who have understood 
the meaning of His plans, the eagerness of His expectations and 
the significance of the redemptive means He employs. ‘When 
souls know My wishes,” He said, “they will spare nothing, neither 
trouble, nor effort, nor suffering” (sth December 1923). 

This is exactly how Josefa had understood the divine hunger 
and thirst which were to consume het life in a very few months. 


CHAPTER VII 


THE MESSAGE IS INAUGURATED 


Our Lord’s First Requests 
8th August-30th September 1922 


“T want to make a new appeal of love heard” 
(Our Lord to Josefa, 29th August 1922) 


Tue month of August 1922 had just begun, three weeks had 
elapsed since the graces of July 16th and the days that followed, 
and yet nothing seemed changed in Josefa’s life. She was working 
with her usual earnestness and fidelity. Perhaps her charity was 
mote expansive and her recollection deeper ... But to all 
appearances she had just slipped back into the hiddenness of 
her soul’s secret life. God was about to deepen in her the sense 
of her nothingness as His instrument, a purpose which His love 
could carry out only in hiddenness and silence. 


“T cannot account for the fact that for about a week I have felt 
that I know myself as I never did before,” she wrote on the 1oth 
August. “It seems to me that there is nothing however bad that 
Iam not capable of doing, and I am full of evil propensities. It is 
a sight that fills me with sorrow and shame, especially as Jesus 
is so good to me.” 


On Monday, 14th August, eve of the Assumption, she went on: 


“While I was at my needlework to-day, I was struck by the 
thought: Why am I so ungenerous and always so afraid of pain? 
. . . Lunderstood that I look too much at myself and not enough 
at Him. This cannot continue, for I shall not live long, and soon I 
shall be unable to work for His glory. I have asked leave to make a 
Holy Hour to console Him for my lack of generosity, and a day 
of retreat to ask Him to teach me how to keep my eyes riveted on 
Him, His will, His glory, His Heart, without any self-occupation.” 


On Tuesday, 15th August, Feast of the Assumption, under the 
protection of Our Lady, she began this day of solitude. “As soon 
as I awoke,” she wrote, “I took my stand close to Jesus, and 
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asked Him to teach me how to love Him with a true love: this is 
my one desire.” 

Our Lord answered her prayer by giving her an overwhelming 
conviction of her nothingness. He made her realize her nothing- 
ness and kept her thus annihilated before His face. ““As I made my 
thanksgiving I prayed to be filled with as great a confidence in 
His Heart as shame for my sins.” 

But the Master of love willed that she should delve yet deeper 
into the knowledge of her littleness. He gave her a very clear, if 
symbolic view of it, and Josefa endeavoured to explain it in the 
following terms: 


“During the course of the morning of the 15th, without 
exactly knowing where I was, I suddenly found myself in a very 
dark and foggy place. It resembled a dark and dank little garden 
full of weeds, of thorny bushes whose stems devoid of leafage 
were entwined and twisted together. . . . There then occurred 
a slight lift in the mist, like a ray of sunlight, and I was able to 
distinguish the litter of grass and thistles which concealed a 
murky pond from which arose a fetid odour. Then it all dis- 
appeared. I was at a loss to know what it all meant, but I went to 
the Chapel and thought no more about it. But the one thing I 
kept on begging of Jesus all day was that I might love Him witha 
true love and fix my gaze constantly on Him. Suddenly He came 
before me, O! so wonderfully beautiful, and from His Heart there 
flashed forth a great light, and He said to me with much affection: 

* “My beloved, I am the sun that shows you your misery; the 
greater you see it to be, the more must your love for Me increase. 
Be not dismayed, the fire of My Heart will consume the wretched- 
ness of yours. If your soul is tainted and corrupt and incapable 
of producing any fruit, 1 am He who tills it and I will send a ray 
of sunlight to purify and cleanse it. . . . Iwillsow seed init. . 
Remain small, very small. . . . Am] not great enough? Iam your 
God, I am your Bridegroom, and you are the misery of My 
Heart!’ ” 


The Feast of the Assumption did not end without a visit from 
the Mother of God, and she, too, reminded Josefa that Jesus 
meant to make use of her very misery to further His great work. 

It was while Josefa and her sisters were saying the rosary in the 
oratory of the Noviceship that she appeared: 
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“‘She was clothed,”’ said Josefa, “‘as on the day of my vows, a 
diadem crowned her head, her hands were crossed on her breast 
and a little wreath of white roses encircled her heart. 

“These flowers will be changed into pearls of great price for 
the salvation of souls,’ she said, looking first at the novices 
kneeling round her statue.” 

And then turning to Josefa: “Yes, souls are what Jesus loves 
most; I, too, love them for they are the price of His Blood and so 
many ate lost for ever. Do not resist His will, daughter, and never 
refuse Him anything He asks of you. Surrender yourself wholly 
to the work of His Heart which is none other than the salvation 
of souls.” 

She gave her a few personal directions, and added: ““Have no 
fear—the will of Jesus will be done, and His great work accom- 
plished.” Then she disappeared. 

Our Lady’s words, by throwing light on the work into which 
God’s will was gradually initiating Josefa, reawakened all her 
fears. Never to refuse her co-operation with this divine plan 
would remain to the end of her life a constant struggle for Josefa. 

On Saturday, 19th August, whilst she was at her sewing, Jesus 
came. “‘Go and ask permission,” He said. 

Soon after, He followed her to her little cell, where on her 
knees she renewed her vows. So wondrous was the presence 
before her that she was at a loss how to express her love. “‘Yes, 
say again that you love Me. It matters little to Me if you fall 
again. . . . I love your misery, Josefa!” 

She told Him of the repugnance she could not master, when by 
obedience she had to tell the Mothers the wishes that He com- 
municated to her. “All I ask you to say, hard as it seems to you, is 
for the good of souls. . . . No one will ever know how dearly 
I love them.” 

Then He continued: “None of you know how dear this house 
is to Me. I have cast on it a look of predilection. Here I have 
found misery which I can use as an instrument of My love. I have 
placed My Cross in the keeping of this group of souls. They do 
not carry it alone, for I am with them and I help them. Love is 
proved by deeds. I have suffered because I love them; it is now 
their turn to suffer because they love Me.” 

Two days later Our Lord again reminded Josefa that the spirit 
of faith would keep her in the safe way of obedience. 
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It would seem that before confiding to her His dearest wishes 
for mankind, He wanted to safeguard the authenticity of His 
declarations by Josefa’s dependence on others, which He was to 
exact from her to the end as a sign of His presence. “I tell you,” 
He said to her on Monday, 21st August, “I Myself direct all that 
happens and I will never allow you to be led by any path but the 
one I have chosen. Have confidence, and look only at Me, at 
My hand which is guiding you and at My tenderness which 
sutrounds you with the love of a Father and Bridegroom.” 

The days went by, leaving Josefa expectant, not knowing what 
her Master would do. 

On Thursday, 24th August, during meditation, He showed Him- 
self to her and merely said: “Ask leave for Me to speak to you.” 

Josefa obtained leave, but Jesus did not return. She was not, 
however, upset by this for she had delivered herself over to His 
sweet will whom alone she desired. 

On Tuesday, the 29th, whilst she was sitting alone at her sewing 
in the Sisters’ room, a well-known voice startled her: “‘It is I!” 

She threw herself on her knees; it was Jesus. She prostrated 
herself to the very ground in adoration, and with a full heart 
exclaimed: “‘Is it indeed Thou, dear Lord? I have been expecting 
Thee for the last five days and was beginning to fear that perhaps 
I had displeased Thee.” 

“No, Josefa, I take pleasure in the expectant love of My friends. 
There are so many who never think of Me.” 

Such words reveal to us how great and how many are the dis- 
appointments of a love that ever seeks some compensation for 
the forgetfulness and indifference of the loved ones. 

“Go to your cell; I will come too.” 

In a few seconds Josefa had reached her cell, to find that He 
was already there: 


“T asked Him if it would please Him if I renewed my vows. 

“ “Yes.” He answered at once, ‘every time you renew them I 
tighten the bonds that unite you to Me.’” 

“Then I begged Him never to allow me to resist His will, nor 
to let my wretchedness be an obstacle to His work. 

“ ‘Never will your wretchedness force Me to leave you, Josefa. 
Do you not know that it is on account of it that I have chosen 
your’”’ 
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Hardly able to contain her joy and gratitude, she acknowledged 
all her backslidings, her desires, her fears. 


“He opened His arms wide to me,” she wrote; “4 torrent of 
water was gushing from His wounds. 

“ Draw neat My wounds, and drink in true strength,’ was His 
LODLY o> aia a 

“T felt I could hardly bear such happiness. 

“ ‘Stay here, till your soul has slaked its thirst and is fortified.’ ” 


After a long pause for this mysterious contact, Our Lord spoke 
again and revealed to her something of His predilection and plans 
for the Society of His Heart, then He spoke very solemnly: 
“Write now how My consecrated ones ate to make My fatherly 
Heart known to sinners.” 

Then kneeling at her small writing-table, she wrote under His 
dictation: 


“‘T know the very depths of souls, their passions, their attraction 
for the world and its pleasures; I have known from all eternity 
how many of them will fill My Heart with bitterness, and that for 
a great number both My sufferings and My Blood will be in 
vain. . . . But having loved them, I love them still... . My 
Heart is not so much wounded by sin, as torn with grief that they 
will not take refuge with Me after it. 

“T want to forgive, I want the world to know through My 
chosen ones that My Heart is overflowing with love and mercy 
and is waiting for sinners.” 


“Here,” Josefa said, “I told Him that they know it already, and 
that He must not forget how wretched I am, and quite capable of 
obstructing all His plans... . 

“TI know well that souls do know it,’ He answered energeti- 
cally and kindly, ‘but from time to time I must make them hear a 
fresh call. 

“And now I want to use you, little and miserable one. You 
have but one thing to do: love Me and abandon yourself to My 
will. I will keep you hidden in My Heart and none shall discover 
you. My words will not be read till after you are dead. Throw 


**Ya sé que las almas lo saben—pero de tiempo en tiempo necesito hacer una 
nueva llamada de amor. Y ahora quiero servitme de ti, pequefia y miserable criatura. 
Nada tienes que hacer: d4mame y queda abandonada a mi voluntad. Yo te tendré 
escondida en mi Coraz6n. Nadie te descubrira. Sélo después de tu muerte se leer4n 
mis palabras.” 
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yourself, therefore, into My Heart and with immense love I will 
sustain you . . . Do you not realize, Josefa, My fondness for 
you? Have I not given you enough proofs already?’ ” 


And as Josefa again humbly put forward her many relapses . . . 
“I have foreseen them from all eternity and that is why I love 
you,” was all His reply. 

Two days later, on 31st August, Our Lord made His will clear: 
“| want you to write, Josefa,” and with more insistence, “I want 
to speak to you of the souls I so love. I want them always to be 
able to find in My words a remedy for their infirmities.” 

However, the next day, Our Lord did not summon her to write, 
but He set before her generosity one of those long and painful 
redemptive enterprises of which she had had experience before 
her vows. This appeal is part of the Message that He wished to 
transmit to souls through the very life of Josefa. 

In this month of September 1922 we must watch Our Lord’s 
pursuit of a “much-loved soul” as He Himself called it, the soul 
of a consecrated priest. With Josefa, we must enter into the 
unfathomable grief of Jesus, if we would understand the loving 
reparation demanded, and the redemptive suffering exacted. 


“On the evening of the First Friday, 1st September,”’ wrote 
Josefa, “‘as I was about to retire to rest and was kissing my cruci- 
fix of vows, my beautiful Jesus showed Himself to me. He seemed 
ovetflowing with more than His usual kindness, and He said: 
‘Josefa, I have come to rest in your heart . . . a heart full of 
miseries indeed, but also full of love.’ 

“Of course, I knelt down and renewed my vows, and told Him 
my one desire: to love Him and that others should love Him 
too. 

“Then He spoke of souls with immense tenderness, and especi- 
ally of three that had been confided to our prayers a few days 
before, and as if the thought of them had suddenly become a 
heavy weight on His Heart, He said: “Iwo of them are still far, 
very far from Me . . . but the one that grieves Me most is the 
third. I cannot let justice operate rigorously in regard of the first 
two, as they know Me less well, but the other is a priest, conse- 
crated to Me in religion . . . one I dearly love. . . . He himself 
is opening the abyss into which he will fall, if he continues 
obstinate in sin.’ ” 
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On Sunday, 3rd September, after communion, Josefa again 
saw the Master. He shone with incomparable beauty, and resting 
His eyes on the nuns who were deep in their thanksgiving, He 
said with deep feeling: “I am enthroned in hearts that I have 
Myself prepared. My consecrated ones cannot possibly realize 
how greatly they relieve the sorrow of My Heart by giving Me 
entry into theirs. No doubt they are small and miserable, but they 
belong to no one but Me. Their wretchedness I condone, for 
all I want is their love. Weakness and worthlessness are of small 
account; what I want is their trust. These are the souls who draw 
down on the world mercy and peace; were it not for them, 
divine justice could hardly be restrained . . . there is so much 
sift’; 

“Then,” said Josefa, “His Heart seemed oppressed, and 
appeared as one great wound. . . . I tried to comfort Him. He 
looked at me sadly and continued: ‘Innumerable are the sins 
committed, and innumerable the souls that are damned . . . But 
what wounds My Heart above measure is the sinfulness of those 
that are consecrated to Me... that soul sins, I love him, and he 
despises Me. I have to submit even so far as to descend onto the 
altar at his command, to allow his polluted hands to touch 
Me... and to enter his heart, the hideous home of sin. Let Me 
hide Myself in your heart, Josefa. Poor, poor soul! if he but 
realized the agony he is preparing for himself for all eternity.’ 

“I begged Him to take pity on that soul, and reminded Him 
how he loves to forgive. I offered Him all the affection of His 
Blessed Mother, of the saints, and of all good men on earth, and 
those of the Society He so loves, and then the sufferings of this 
house which are considerable at this moment. He answered: ‘My 
justice will be restrained as long as I find victims who will make 
reparation.’ ” 


He then told Josefa that He would make her go through the 
torments of hell reserved for those who had made vows but been 
unfaithful to them— 


“In order to stimulate your zeal,’ He said, ‘and that later my 
souls may know the sufferings they risk enduring.’ 

“Then as if speaking to Himself, He said: ‘Ah! soul that I love, 
why do you despise Me? Is it not enough that worldlings sin 
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against Me, but you who are consecrated to My service, why do 
you treat Me thus? What an agony My Heart endures when 


treated with such indignity by one whom I chose with so much 
love.’ 


It was on Monday 4th September that Josefa underwent, as the 
Master had decreed, the torments due to religious condemned to 
hell. She had not been in contact with that place of indescribable 
torture since the month of July. This time she was conscious that 
she bore on her the mark of one vowed and consecrated, and 
consequently specially beloved. 

“T cannot explain how terrible that suffering was, for if that of 
a worldling is unspeakable, it fades into insignificance when 
compared with that of a religious.” 

Words cannot render what she endured; she noted, however, 
that the three words Poverty, Chastity and Obedience constantly 
recurred, impressing themselves on the soul with an accusing 
power that was fraught with poignant remorse. 

“Freely you took your vows, knowing fully what it meant... 
you bound yourself . . . you yourself willed it . . .” and the 
inexpressible anguish of the soul lies in the fact that it unceasingly 
assents: “Yes, I did it of my own free will. I could have zot¢ done 
it, but I freely vowed and promised . . . I was free. . .” 

She wrote further: 

““The soul constantly remembers that she had made choice of God 
for her Spouse and that she had loved Him above all things... 
that for His sake she had foregone the most legitimate pleasures, 
and all she held dearest in the world . . . that in the beginning 
of religious life she had enjoyed the sweetness, the strength and the 
purity of divine love, and now, for indulging an inordinate 
passion . . . she must for ever hate the God who had elected her 
to love Him... 

“This fatal compulsion to hate is like a devouring and parching 
thirst . . . memory gives no relief. 

“One of the most acute torments is that of shame . . . it is 
as if all the damned around her continually taunted her with her 
sin. ‘That we should be lost is not extraordinary, for we never 
had the helps that you had. But you! What more could you have 
had? . . . You who lived in the very palace of the King... 
and sat at the board of the elect!’ 
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“All I write is but a pale shadow of the reality, for words cannot 
declare an agony so extreme.” 

After her return from the abyss of everlasting woe Josefa 
devoted herself more than ever to the task of saving souls from its 
dismal depths. She understood as never before the crime of a 
consecrated soul’s defection, the wound in Our Lord’s Heart, 
and above all His burning desire to save from such torments 
souls that He loves so tenderly (see Appendix). 

On Wednesday, 6th September, Our Lord appeared to her at 
Mass; she was startled at the sight of His marvellous beauty and 
deep sadness. His Heart was sorely wounded. She tried to comfort 
Him, and in replying He assumed the aspect of a mendicant asking 
an alms: 

“T ask you only for your heart, that I may hide therein, and 
forget the bitterness caused Me by that soul, when I am forced to 
enter it. O! that it is these very souls whom I love so specially 
who treat Me so: this is My grief!” 

After communion He repeated: 

“You whom I love as the apple of My eye, hide and shelter Me 
in your heart.” 

“I answered Him with all the affection of which I am capable; 
I begged Him to hide in its very depths . . . Would that my 
heart were not so small and that it might afford Him repose. 

“What matter if it be small! I will expand it, but let it be all 
Mine.’ ” 

Then slowly and with long pauses, to sink her deep in each 
longing of His Sacred Heart, Jesus helped her to make her 


thanksgiving. 
“Console Me... love Me... Glorify Me through My 
Heart . . . Make reparation and satisfy divine justice by It . . . 


Offer It to God the Father as a Victim of love for souls . . . and 
in a special way for those vowed and consecrated to Me . . . Live 
with Me and I will live with you . . . Hide in Me and I will 
sink deep into your heart.” 

Then He recalled to her mind the union of reparation He 
wished to realize in her soul: 

“We shall comfort one another, for My pain will be yours, and 
your suffering Mine.” 

Surely this was the same understanding of that union of 
vocation which once drew from the soul of the holy Foundress of 
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the Society of the Sacred Heart the prayet: “May there never be 
any other cross for a religious of the Sacred Heart than the Cross 
of Christ.” 

Every night, as had now become usual, the Master brought 
Josefa His Cross which He asked her to carry for the priest that 
was causing Him such sorrow. 

“Will you carry My Cross?” He asked her. 

And instantly she offered herself to take it from His sacred 
shoulders. 

On Friday, 8th September, towards evening He came ‘as a 
poor man hungry and begging” she wrote, thus accurately describ- 
ing the atmosphere of sad appeal that seemed to envelop His whole 
person. 

“O slake My thirst to be loved by souls, especially to be loved 
by those I have chosen. . . . That soul is oblivious of My love,” 
He went on, alluding to the unfaithful priest. “It is his ingratitude 
that puts Me into this state.” 

“Then,” wrote Josefa, “I begged Him to accept all the little 
acts done here, the sufferings of the house, and above all the very 
real desite we all have to comfort and please Him. I asked Him 
to purify and transform these very little things, and give them 
some value in His sight. 

**T do not look at the act itself, I look at the intention,’ He 
replied. ‘The smallest act, if done out of love, acquires such 
merit that it gives Me immense consolation. . . . I want only 
love, I ask for nothing else.’ ” 

Our Lady could not keep away when there was question of the 
saving of a soul. She came at the worst moments to reanimate 
Josefa’s courage. On the gth September: 

“Suffer with courage and energy, dear child,” she said. ““Thanks 
to what you have been undergoing that soul has not fallen into 
greatert sin.” 

So Josefa kept herself at the disposition of Our Lord’s will, 
and every morning at Mass she saw Him as a poor man worn out 
by fatigue and etief. eae 

“Keep Me deep in your heart and share with Me My bitter 
sorrow,” He said, on 12th September, during her thanksgiving 
after Holy Communion. “1 can bear the insults I receive from that 
soul no longer . . . yet I still love him,” He added with pity 
after a moment’s silence, “I am waiting for him . . . I want to 
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forgive him. . . . With what affection I would greet him if he 
returned to Me! 

“As for you, Josefa, comfort Me, draw near My Heart and 
share My grief.” 

There was silence for a space: 

oh am in pain,” He said at last, “share that pain for it is also 
yours.” 

“On the evening of this 12th September as we were rising from 
our meal in the refectory, I suddenly caught sight of Our Lord. 

“He was standing at the end of the refectory, resplendent in 
beauty, His white raiment shining in the dusk of evening. His 
right hand was uplifted in blessing, and as He passed in front of 
me I heard Him say: ‘Here I am in the midst of My beloved ones, 
for in them I find comfort and rest.’ ”” 

She followed Him up to her cell, and there He repeated the 
same words, adding: 

“Courage, a few more efforts and that soul will return to Me.” 

Others besides Josefa had a share in this ransom: there were at 
that time at Les Feuillants several nuns who by their acceptance 
of illness or infirmity were closely united to Our Lord crucified. 
Speaking of them Our Lord said on 13th September: 

“Many arte willing to entertain Me when I visit them with 
consolation. Many receive Me with joy in Holy Communion, 
but few welcome Me when I visit them with My Cross. When a 
soul is stretched on the cross, and is surrendered to My will 
that soul glorifies Me . . . and consoles Me, and is very close to 
Me.” 

He then made His meaning clearer still: 

“Tt is because of the sufferings of My religious that that priest 
has not fallen lower still; but yet more must be undergone for his 
conversion. 

“When he has come back to Me, Josefa,” He added, so that 
she might not lose sight of her mission, “I will tell you the secret 
of My love for souls, for I want them all to know how great it is.” 

On the Feast of her Seven Dolouts, 15th September, Our Lady 
deigned to come to tell Josefa more about this love of Our Lord’s 
wounded Heart. 

“She was clad in pale mauve, her hands joined on her breast, 
and O! how lovely . . .”” wrote Josefa. 

“I asked her to console Our Lord herself, for though my one 
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desire is to love Him, I do not know how to, and I need her own 
heart with which to love and make reparation. 

“My child,” said Our Lady sadly, “that priest is wounding 
My Son’s Heart . . . but he will be saved”; she added a few 
moments later, “‘but not without much suffering. It is not in vain 
that Jesus has given charge of him to His religious . . . Happy 
are those whom He chooses for so precious a trust.” 


Days and nights passed during which Josefa had no telief 
from her sufferings of soul or body. 

“Be not dismayed,” said Our Lord to her on 21st September, 
“for that soul will not be lost. He will soon be returning to My 
Heart, but when a soul is to be saved, much suffering is needed.” 


This none knew better than Josefa. The devil set himself 
against her in furious assaults as if he had guessed the redemptive 
character of her sufferings for the soul he thought to have securely 
in his clutches. Descents into hell were added to the other painful 
expiations she underwent, and night after night the Cross of 
Jesus lay heavy on her shoulder. On the 25th September, after a 
more than usually painful night, Our Lord manifested Himself to 
her: 


“His Heart had no wound and was transfused with light and 
beauty. “Bride of My Heart,’ He cried, ‘see! . . . that soul has 
come back to Me and has allowed grace to triumph. O love Me, 
and refuse Me nothing to obtain for Me the love of many other 
souls.’ ”’ 

The following day He said to her: “That priest has thrown 
himself into My arms and his sin is forgiven. .. . Go on offering 
your sufferings with Me that he may have the strength to climb 
the steep ascent to a finish.” 

A few days later Our Lord told Josefa with overflowing joy: 
“That soul is seeking Me . . . I await his coming with tender 
longing, and no favours will be too great to bestow on him.” 

Finally on zoth October Jesus confirmed this conversion so 
dearly bought: “He is now deep in My Heart, and his own retains 
only the painful but meritorious remembrance of his fall.” 


Who on reading this account can doubt that the lost sheep is 
ever the best loved—the prodigal son the most eagerly sought 
and the most tenderly received? 
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But Our Lord did not allow Josefa any long respite. Her 
mission ceased neither day nor night, since souls are in peril 
and the world is full of sin. Such is the lesson He seems to be 
teaching us through her, by continually inviting her to new 
enterprises. 


“On the evening of 26th September I met Him neat the chapel, 
His head was crowned with thorns, His face bedewed with blood, 
but His Heart was all fire. 

“ ‘Josefa,’ He said, ‘do not forget to make the Stations of the 
Cross.’ 

“T obtained leave, and as I ended them, He came back and said: 
‘We must save two souls from a gteat danger. Offer youtself as 
a victim for them.’ And stressing all that the word meant to Him, 
He added: ‘That is, leave Me free to do with you whatever I will.’ 

“Straightway my soul was filled with pain and anguish, and I 
knew not what to offer for the salvation of those souls.” 


She obtained leave for certain penances, and unceasingly 
united herself to the Precious Blood. Towards evening Our Lord 
joined her in her cell. 

“With clasped hands and eyes turned heavenward, He said 
gravely and impressively: ‘Eternal Father, Father of metcies, 
accept the Blood of Thy Son, accept His Wounds, accept His 
Heart for these souls.’ He paused, and a moment later repeated 
the same words: ‘Eternal Father, accept the Blood of Thy Son, 
accept His Wounds, accept His Heart. Consider His thorn- 
crowned Head. Let not His Blood be once more shed in vain. 
See His thirst to save these souls for Thee . . . O Father, do 
not allow them to be lost . . . Save them that they may eternally 
glorify Thee.’ Then with a searching glance at Josefa: ‘O conse- 
ctated souls, comfort Me . . . unite yourselves to Me . . . Give 
Me love!’ ” 


The night was spent in anxiety and prayer, for Josefa could 
think of nothing but souls in danger. 

At dawn on Wednesday, 27th September, Jesus, most beautiful,. 
His Heart on fire, stood by her during her thanksgiving. Ever 
faithful to obedience, she renewed her vows. 


“Tell Me once again of your love. Josefa, I will tell you one of 
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the secrets of My Heart. I love souls madly, they must not be 
lost . . . O help Me in this undertaking of love.} 

“Lord,” she answered, hardly knowing how to respond to 

His passionate appeal, “Thou knowest that I have no other 
desire myself . . . I long to give Thee souls . . . that they may - 
console Thee . . . that Thou mayest be known and loved. . . 
but how can my littleness be of any use to Thee?” 
The Master then explained: “There are some souls that suffer 
in order to obtain for others strength not to consent to evil. If 
those two souls had fallen into sin yesterday, they would have 
been eternally lost. The little acts you did obtained for them the 
courage to stand firm.” 


Josefa was surprised that such little things could have such 


vast repercussions. 


“Yes, My Heart gives divine worth to these little offerings, for 
what I want is love! I am in search of love. I love souls and I 
look for a response of love. What is so wounding to My Heart is 
that often instead of love I meet with indifference. Give Me love 
and give Me souls . . . unite all your actions to My Heart. Stay 
with Me who am with you. I am Love and desire only love. O! if 
souls only realised how I wait for them in mercy. I am the love 
of all loves, and it is My joy to forgive.” 


Thus ended with the month of September these enterprises of 
reparation and salvation through which Our Lord seems to have 
wanted to write the preface of His Message. “I will speak by you, 
I will act in you, and I will make Myself known through you,” 
He had said (7th August 1922) and He who in His life on earth 
began by action rather than by preaching, kept faithfully to the 
same method now. 

Before dictating, and even while He was making her write 
down the revelations of His love and mercy, He willed that they 
should be found also one by one and day by day in the ordinary 
course of Josefa’s life. | 

Thus would souls better understand the significance of the 
Message that His Heart was about to give them, if they saw it also 
in the life-history of His messenger. 

1 “Yo también te voy a decit a ti un secteto de mi Corazén. Mira! tengo locura 


por las almas . . . que estas almas no se pierdan! . . . Ayudame en esta obra de 
amor: 2". 3" 
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Appeal to Consecrated Souls 
1st October—z1st November 1922 


“Do My chosen souls know of what treasures they deprive themselves 
and others, when they are not generous?” 
(Our Lord to Josefa, 2oth September 1922) 


As often happened in Josefa’s redemptive life, trials quickly 
followed on the more luminous hours when, together with her 
Divine Master, she had worked for the saving of particular souls. 
The devil revenged himself for his defeats by a recrudescence of 
attacks and the infliction of fresh torments. In reality this was all 
part of the divine plan. Love was endowing the instrument with 
new capacity for grace, in order to unite it more closely to Himself 
and use it at His pleasure. 

The opening days of October 1922 passed painfully enough, 
with nights troubled by visions of hell, and days when her enemy 
continually molested her, but Josefa meanwhile carried on her 
usual occupations. 

It was at this time that she was entrusted with the making of the 
school uniforms, and certainly her skill as a dressmaker marked 
her out as well fitted for the work. This did not prevent her 
helping when all were called to general work in the laundry, 
ironing-room, etc. She had care also of the Auxiliary Chapel 
which was situated at the end of a very large inner courtyard, and 
was separated from the rest of the house. This she kept exquisitely 
neat and clean, under the direction of the Mother Sacristan, who 
gteatly appreciated her help.Added to this she had charge of the 
little oratory which had been the cell of Saint Madeleine Sophie, 
as well as of the chapel of Saint Stanislaus, in which occasionally 
the Blessed Sacrament was reserved. At the same time and until 
the end of her life she looked after an old and infirm nun who 
could not help herself and whom she treated as she would her own 
mother, with respectful solicitude, so that the poor invalid forgot 
the length and weight of her trial. 

It is fitting to remind ourselves from time to time how active 
and incessant was her humble work, that we may be able to judge 
better how great must have been the effort that enabled her to 
catty it out uninterruptedly, while her inner life moved on such a 
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different plane. It helps us to understand how a distress of soul, at 
times overwhelming, was so heroically borne by this generous 
sister. 

On the 6th October, first Friday of the month, she wrote in 
one of those moments of acute mental agony: 


“I was weaty of suffering and reflected on the uselessness of 
these descents into hell . . . when suddenly I saw before me a 
brilliant light. It resembled the sun and dazzled the eyes, and I 
heard the voice of Jesus: ‘God’s Holiness is offended and His 
Justice demands satisfaction. No, nothing is useless. Every time 
I allow you to undergo the pains of hell, sin is atoned for and the 
divine wrath appeased. What would become of the world if 
reparation were not made for offences committed? There are too 
few victims . . . too few... .’ 

*“ “How can I make reparation when my own infidelities are so 
great? I am full of miseries and faults,’ answered Josefa. 

“““No matter, the sun of love purifies you and makes your 
suffering worthy to be used in reparation for the sins of the 
world.’ ” 


This assurance strengthened her, but without diminishing the 
weight of Divine Justice that she bore. 

Ten days later, Monday, 16th October, Our Lady came to 
encourage her by a signal grace, of which she gave the following 
account: 


“Tt was about ten o’clock and I was working at my sewing- 
machine. I had put my rosary on the table nearby and whilst 
working said a few Aves . . . My soul was steeped in sadness as 
on the preceding days, and I felt exhausted by the pain in my head 
and side . . . It seemed as if I could bear no more, and I said to 
myself: ‘What shall I do if things go on like this? . . .” Suddenly 
I saw Our Lady standing in front of the sewing-machine; O! 
how lovely she was, her hands crossed on her breast . . . She 
took my rosary by the cross with her left hand, and holding it thus, 
she slowly dropped it into the palm of her right hand. Then she 
pressed the cross on my forehead three times and said: ‘Yes, 
child, you can do still more . . . you are suffering for souls and 
to comfort Jesus.’ ” 


O marvel! At the very moment of this motherly caress three 
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drops of blood were imprinted where the cross had touched 
the undetcap on Josefa’s forehead. She was not aware of the 
fact. 


“Without giving me time to reply Our Lady put the rosary 
back on the table, and leaving me full of courage to suffer, she 
disappeared.” 

A few moments later one of the novices who was working 
beside her noticed the drops of blood and told her of them. 
Startled, she rose and hurried to her cell . . . Full of confusion 
at what had happened, she would have liked to make this proof 
of heaven’s favour disappear, but she left it like all the rest to the 
keeping of her Mothers. The coif still bore on the exterior of the 
broad hem the three drops of vivid crimson blood, whereas there 
was no mark whatever on thé inher side, which was in contact 
with Josefa’s head. Nor was there the slightest sign of a wound 
on her forehead. 

The next day, Tuesday, 17th October, Our Lord was to say to 
His favoured child: 

“You will never know how much I love you. Remember what 
I did for you yesterday . . . Yes, it was My Blood, look on this 
grace as a mark of My Mother’s tender affection for you. It is 
My Blood that purifies you and fires you with zeal. In it you will 
find strength and courage.” 


That little coif more than once manifested the power of Him 
whose sign it bore. The devil could not resist a blessing given in 
the name of this Divine Blood, and often Josefa was delivered 
ftom his blows and control when touched with those precious 
drops. One day, however, in fury the evil one contrived to get 
possession of the treasure which was kept most carefully under 
lock and key. On 23rd February 1923 it disappeared. It could not 
be found, and the search was given up only when Our Lord came 
and reassured Josefa two days later, on Sunday, 25th: “Do not 
fear; it was the devil who took it, but My Blood is far from 
exhausted.” 


In answer to Josefa’s fears at the constant threats of the enemy 
to burn the books in which she wrote (under obedience) the words 
of her Master, He said to her: “With diabolic craft, he conttives 
numberless plans by which he hopes to spirit away My words, 
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but in this he will not succeed, and to the end of time many souls 
will draw new life from them.” 


On the evening of 15th March 1923, the Feast of the Five 
Wounds, Our Lady renewed the favour of the three drops of 
Bload, and as she pressed the cross on Josefa’s forehead she 
said: “Offer yourself to efface the wounds caused by the sins of 
the world. You know the joy of His Sacred Heart when His 
consecrated souls offer themselves to comfort Him.” 


Once again, on 19th June 1923, through His Blessed Mother 
Our Lord renewed the same pledge of His loving-kindness. The 
two coifs, both stained with blood, are carefully preserved, one 
at Poitiers, the other in Rome, and the following day Our Holy 
Mother, speaking of this signal grace, said to Josefa: “Let the 
Society keep both these treasures, and never forget how Jesus 
left them these precious relics. The day will come when they 
will be one of the proofs that will accredit the reality of His 
goodness in this work.” 


But we have been anticipating, and must now return to the 
end of October 1922, when Our Lord was preparing to begin 
officially the great work by dictating the first Message to Josefa. 

On Friday, zoth October, towards seven o’clock in the evening, 
she was just finishing her adoration before the Blessed Sacrament 
when Jesus appeared bearing His'Cross. 


“Josefa,” He said, “share with Me the flames that are con- 
suming My Heart: I thirst for the salvation of souls . . . O! if 
only they would come to Me! . . . If only they had no fear of 
Me... . if they but had confidence in Me. 


** T am all love,’ He continued, ‘and how then could I treat 
severely those I so love? . . . All indeed are dear to Me, but I 
have a great many whom I very specially favour. I have chosen 
them that I may find comfort in them and overwhelm them with 
favours . . . I will condone all their miseries . . . What I want 
them to realise is that I love them more tenderly still, if after their 
weakness and falls they throw themselves humbly into My Heatt; 
then I pardon them . . . and I love them still.’” 


Josefa was encouraged by such great leniency. 
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“T asked Him if that is the reason why He loves me so much, I 
who offend Him and fall so frequently! . . . for when I ask 
His forgiveness immediately after, I see quite clearly that He has 
granted it, for I receive immediately fresh proofs of affection. 

“Do you not know Josefa, that the more wretched souls are, 
the more Ilove them! . . . _Ifamongst all others you have won My 
Heart, it is on account of your littleness and misery.’ 

“Then I asked Him for His Cross, and why He bore it on His 
shoulder to-day. Was there some soul specially wounding Hime 

“He answered: ‘I am bearing the Cross because among My 
chosen ones, there are many that resist Me in little ways, and the 


sum total of these resistances makes this Cross . . . Remain 
united to My Heart . . . Are you willing to share My sadness in 
any way?’ 


““He came close to me, and pressing me against His Heart, He 
filled mine with heaviness and grief. 

“Do you know why they resist Me? It is because they do not 
love Me . . . yes, they are wanting in love for My Heart... 
their self-love is excessive.’ Then after a short pause: “When a 
soul is generous enough to give Me all I ask, she gathers up 
treasure for herself and others and snatches great numbers of 
souls from perdition. It is by their sacrifices and their love that 
My chosen souls are deputed by My Heart to dispense My graces 
to mankind.’ 

“He continued, as if speaking to Himself: “The world is full of 
perils . . . How many poor souls are dragged towards sin and 
constantly need a visible or invisible help! Ah! let Me say it again, 
do My chosen souls know of what treasures they deprive them- 
selves and others, when they are ungenerous? I do not say that 
by the fact of My choice, a soul is freed from her faults and 
wretchedness. That soul may and will fall often again, but if she 
humbles herself, if she recognises her nothingness, if she tries to 
repair her faults by Jittle acts of generosity and love, if she 
confides and surrenders herself once more to My Heart . . . she 
gives Me more glory and can do more good to other souls, than 
if she had never fallen. Miseries and weaknesses are of no conse- 
quence, what I do ask of them is love.’ ” 


Many a time Our Lord will come back on this great lesson, 
which seems to be the key-note of His Message of Mercy. 
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“Yes,” He continued, ‘in spite of its miseries, a soul can love 
Me to folly . . . But Josefa, you must realise that I am speaking 
only of faults of frailty and inadvertance, not of willed sin or 
voluntary infidelity.’ ” 


And as she begged Him to bestow on them this love which 
must be measuteless in confidence and generosity: “ ‘Yes,’ He 
replied, ‘keep in your heart this desire to see Me loved. Offer 
your life, imperfect as it is, that all My chosen souls may realize 
the beautiful mission that they can carry out through their 
ordinary actions and in their daily struggles . . . Let them never 
forget that I have preferred them to so many others, not because 
of their goodness, but because of their wretchedness . . . I am 
all love, and that flame in Me consumes all their weakness.’ ”’ 

Then addressing Josefa, who had expressed her own fears in 
the face of so many graces and responsibilities: “‘ “Do not fear,’ 
He said, ‘If I have chosen you who are poor and miserable, it is 
that all may realise once more that I want neither greatness nor 
holiness . . . but only love. I Myself will do all the rest. And I 
will again tell you the secrets of My Heart, Josefa. . . But the 
desire which consumes Me is ever the same: it is that souls may 
know My Heart better and better.’ ” 


So on this 20th day of October 1922 the first lines of the 
Message of Love were written. From now on these heavenly 
dictations alternated with direct lessons to herself. They appeared 
as the combined theory and practice of His teaching. 

She herself still needed to progress in abandonment, and to 
advance in the path where Love led, free from personal desires 
and attachments. 

“Shall I give you My Cross?” said Our Lord next day, Saturday, 
21st October. She acquiesced, and the Master, who read her soul 
through and through, spoke thus: “Well, I begin by asking you 
to sacrifice the thoughts that are in your mind at this moment. Put 
your own personal wishes and Mine side byside, and then choose.” 


“T begged Him to forgive me,” she wrote truthfully, “for I was 
just thinking about a little observance of common life to which I 
held very much. ‘But, dear Lord, You know that in reality I 
want only what You want.’ Then I talked to Him about souls... 
of the many that are lost.” 
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He answered sorrowfully: “Poor souls! Many do not know Me, 
but a great number do, yet leave Me for a life of enjoyment. There 
are so many sensual people in the world, and even among My 
chosen ones, there are so many who seek for pleasure! . . . They 
go astray, for My way is one of suffering and crosses. Only love 
can give them the strength to follow Me in it, that is why I want 
love.” 

He then gave her His Cross, saying: “Comfort Me, you whom 
I love! It is because you are so little that you are able to creep so 
deeply into My Heart.” 


How carefully His least words must be treasured, for they give 
us “the mind of Christ” of which St. Paul speaks. 

On Monday 23rd October Our Lord came to bring her into 
close relation with the most secret of His Wounds: ‘““There are 
some souls, dearly beloved by My Heart, who wound Me... they 
ate not faithful enough to Me, and it is precisely because of the 
special love I bear them that I suffer so much.” 

Appeals such as these made Josefa long to repair and compen- 
sate His Sacred Heart. 


“But, dear Lord, Thou knowest me! I am all aspirations and 
never come to acts.’ With ardour such as I cannot express, He 
replied: ‘I hold you so close to My Heart, Josefa, that your long- 
ings for souls are the very same that are consuming My Heart! 
...Itis rest for My Heart to be able to communicate with another. 
That is why I come to repose in you when a soul is grieving Me, 
and it is My craving to do her good that I pass into you, and so 
it becomes yours. It is certain that many do offend Me... but 
there are many others also that love Me and from whom I receive 
comfort.’ ”” 


Then returning to those who wound Him, He said: 


“When two people love one another, a very small lack of 
consideration in one of them is sufficient to wound the other. And 
so it is with My Heart. That is why 1 want those who aspire to 
intimacy with Me to train themselves well so that later on they 
refuse Me nothing.” 


_ Many days of intense suffering followed, which Josefa offered 
up for these unfaithful souls. 
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The devil tried to delude her, and multiplied his snares and 
threats and her nights were spent in the torments of the damned. 
She hesitated to tell all she saw and heard in that abode of sorrow, 
for her soul was dismayed by its horrors. However, she tried to 
speak and Our Lady appeared to her on Wednesday, 25th 
October, and told her that by so doing she was carrying out 
God’s plan: 


“My child, I come to tell you in the name of Jesus how much 
glory you gave His Heart to-day . . . You must understand 
that all He allows you to see and suffer in hell is meant not only 
to purify you, but also that you should pass on the knowledge of 
it to the Mothers. Do not think about yourself but only of the 
glory given to the Heart of Jesus, and the salvation of souls.” 


Night after night she spent almost wholly in these torments, 
and Josefa wrote in great sorrow on November 5th: 


“TI saw souls fall into hell in dense groups, and at times it was 
impossible to calculate their number.” 


This left her terror-stricken and exhausted. 


“Unless I am given special help from on high, I shall no longer 
be able either to work or apply myself to anything . . .” 


On Sunday after one of these terrible nights of expiation Our 
Lord came to her. She was in dire desolation of spirit, and spoke 
to Him of the innumerable souls lost for ever. Jesus listened and 
His face betrayed immense sadness. After a few moments of 
silence, He said: ‘““You have seen the fallen, Josefa, but you have 
not yet seen those who are saved and go up into heaven!” 

“Then,” she wrote, “I saw an innumerable crowd of souls, 
rank upon rank, and they entered into an illimitable space which 
was filled with resplendent light, and were lost in its immensity.” 

The Heart of Jesus was as if on fire and He said: “All those 
are they who have accepted the Cross of My love, and accom- 
plished My will with submission.” 


After a few moments, He came back to the subjects of expiation 
and repatation which He wanted Josefa to undertake, and He 
explained their value to her: . 


“As to the time during which I allow you to undergo the pains 
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of hell, do not for a moment consider it as lost and useless. Sin 
is an offence against God’s infinite Majesty, which therefore calls 
for infinite reparation. When you go down into the abyss, your 
sufferings prevent the loss of many souls, the Divine Majesty 
accepts them in satisfaction for the outrages received from these 
souls and they repair for the punishment their sins have merited. 
Never lose sight of the fact that it is only My great love for you 
and for souls that permits it.” 


Josefa would not forget it, and it seemed as if she were coming 
back to the hardest trials of her Noviceship days in the storms 
that now assailed her. Foreseeing that now the love of Christ’s 
Heart was to be poured out over the whole world, the devil’s 
fury made him fiercely attack the instrument used by Our Lord, 
but he was not able to shake her lowliness or her trust. 


“I hate you,” he said to her, “with all the hatred of hell, and I 
will pursue you until I have driven you from that accursed 
house . . .” “How many souls she snatches from me”—he one 
day acknowledged—“and if she is able to do this now, what will 
it be later on? . . . No, I will put an end to this undertaking, I 
will get hold of her confounded writings and burn them... . I 
will use my power . . . but she is as strong as death!” 


Josefa remained unshakable. “I got back my peace of soul 
with the Mothers,” she wrote simply. 


How can the value of Josefa’s fidelity to duty which never 
slackened during days and nights of torture possibly be gauged? 
We can estimate the importance of the undertaking that was 
beginning, by the devil’s infuriated attempts to prevent it. . . 
Yet these were to be totally unavailing in the face of God’s own 
plans. 

On Tuesday, 21st of November 1922, in spite of the devil’s 
threats, Josefa renewed her vows in public for the first time, 
vows which she had made four months ago. The Feast of the 
Presentation of Our Lady is one that is very dear to the Society 
of the Sacred Heart. It is in memory of the first consecration 
made by their Holy Foundress, St. Madeleine Sophie, that the 
young religious who have not yet made their final profession 
each year renew their vows of Poverty, Chastity, and Obedience 
before the Sacred Host at the moment of Holy Communion. 
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Josefa took part in the ceremony with the others, and rejoiced 
in some moments of light and peace in the midst of her tribula- 
tions. She made her renovation with great joy, in spite of the 
efforts of the arch-fiend to prevent her from doing so. She brought 
to her Lord a clearer conviction of her weakness, but accompanied 
by still greater trust in His love. We find written in her notes of 
the retreat: 


“November 21st: My Jesus, it is now four months since I 
made my vows! How often I have failed Thee during that time! 
. . . It was because I thought more of myself than of Thy glory 
and souls . . . O Jesus, I am sorry and with my whole heart 
beg Thee to forgive me, for my joy in being wholly consecrated 
to Thee has not changed. I renew my vows to-day with more 
joy than when I made them, because I know Thee better and 
Thou hast more often forgiven me... Do not mind, dear 
Lord, when I seem to be ungrateful, for with my will I never 
cease loving Thee; but the devil deceives me and I do not know 
how to hold out against him . . . still my only desire is to be 
faithful to Thee till death.” 

After signing this protestation, she added: ““O Jesus, my very 
life . . . would that I were holy and could love Thee more, not 
for myself, but to give Thee glory and to save many souls.” 


Here indeed is a true expression of the pure love burning in 
het heart, and Satan’s hatred would only kindle it still more. 
Jesus knew it, and His loving eyes rested tenderly on the weak 
creature in whom He saw such love. 


The Redemptive Value of Daily Life 


22nd November—12th December 1922 


“Tove transforms and divinizes all.” 
(Our Lord to Josefa, 5th December 1922) 


On the morning of Wednesday, 22nd November, just before the 
Elevation at Mass, like the rising sun after a dark night, Our 
Lord showed Himself to Josefa, more beautiful than ever.His 
Heart glowed and seemed as if about to escape from His breast. 
He carried the Crown of Thorns in His right hand. 
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“I thought at once that He was going to give it to me,” she 
wrote naively, “but I did not dare ask for it. I renewed my vows 
and said the Divine Praises.”! 

“Josefa,” He said, while His heavenly glance rested on her, 
“Do you recognize Me? do you love Me? and do you know how 
much My Heart loves you?” 

Such questions like arrows wounded and inflamed her heart. 


“T know He loves me,” she wrote; “but to what extent I 
cannot understand. I, too, long to love Himn without measure... 
although I cannot correspond to His loving-kindness . . . I told 
Him how happy I was yesterday at the renewal of vows, and I 
begged Him to keep me faithful, for He knows all the harm I am 
capable of.” 

“ ‘Rear not, Josefa, for in spite of yout littleness and occasional 
resistance, My work is going well, both in you and souls.’ 

“ ‘Tord, I do not understand what You mean by this work to 
which You so often allude’ ” 


Then Jesus, as it were recollecting Himself, spoke gravely and 
with force: 

“You say you do not know what My work is? Josefa, it is one 
of love.? I want this Society which I love so much to save many 
souls, and I want to use you who are of so little account to disclose 
to the world the mercy and love of My Heart. That is why I am 
glorified when left free to do with you and in you what I choose. 
Already your littleness and sufferings have saved many souls . . . 
But later on the words and wishes that I transmit through you 
will fire the zeal of many others and prevent the loss of a multitude 
of souls, and men will get to know ever more how inexhaustible 
is the love and mercy of My Heart . . . I do not ask much from 
them, but I do ask their love.” 


“Here,” she said, “I begged Him to give me that love... 
and I told Him once again how earnest is my desire to leave myself 
totally in His hands. With inexpressible kindness He placed the 
Crown of Thorns on my head saying: ‘Take My Crown, abject 


? For some weeks past Josefa had been enjoined by obedience to add the Divine 
Praises to the renewal of her vows. The devil was never able to repeat after her these 


words of love and benediction, whereas her heavenly visitants gladly repeated and 
commented on them. 


*““No sabes cual es mi obra? . . . pues es de Amorl’ 
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little one, beloved bride of my Heart, and may it remind you of 
your littleness . . . I love you, nor will My tender pity for you 
ever let Me forsake you. Love Me, console Me and abandon 
yourself to Me.’ ” 


That evening, while she was making the Stations of the Cross, 
she saw Our Lord at the eleventh Station, and showing her His 
Cross, He said: ‘Josefa, My bride . . . I bore the Cross for love 
of you. Tell Me once more that for love of Me you are willing 
to bear the Cross that My will offers you.” 


Next day, 23rd November, He gave her to understand what the 
Cross He offered to her generosity was to be. 

He began by saying: “It is in My Heart that souls who know 
- how to deny themselves find true peace.” Then He added: “Ask 
the Mothers to grant you a few minutes every day in which to 
write down what I shall tell you.” 

The time had come when He was about to reveal His secrets 
through her to the world. On Saturday, 25th November, in the 
coutse of the morning, He came to her in her cell. Josefa knelt 
in adoration of His Majesty, and leaving her thus prostrate at 
His feet, after a few moments of silence, He said: ““As you renew 
your vows I want you to make an offering of entire submission 
to Me. I must be free and find no obstacle in your will to Mine... 
So now, write: 


Josefa listened and transcribed the grave and burning words 
that fell from the divine lips. 


“J will begin by speaking to My chosen souls, and to all who 
ate consecrated to Me. They must know Me, so as to be able to 
teach those I shall confide to their care all the kindness and 
tenderness of My Heart, and to tell all that if I am an infinitely 
just God, I am none the less an infinitely merciful Father. Let 
My chosen souls, My spouses, My religious, and priests, teach 
all poor souls how much I love them! All this I will teach you by 
degrees, and thus I shall be glorified in your abjection, in your 
littleness, in your nothingness. I do not love you for what you 
ate . . . but for what you are not, that is to say, your wretched- 
ness and nothingness, for thus I have found a place for My 
greatness and bounty.” 

s 
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Here Jesus stopped: “Adieu, Josefa. Come again to-morrow. I 
will go on talking to you and you will pass on My words with 
burning zeal. Leave Me absolutely free, for in this am I glorified, 
and souls will be saved. Remember that I wish to be served in 
joy of heart and do not forget the nothingness of the instrument. 
Only love like Mine could close its eyes to your weakness. . . 
Love Me ardently, so as to correspond to My goodness to you.” 

When night fell Our Lord brought her back His Cross. “How 
many sins will be committed to-night,” He said, “‘and how many 
will fall into hell.” 

This thought seemed to oppress His Heart. “You at least, 
Josefa, comfort Me and make reparation for so much ingratitude. 
How much I suffer when I consider that all I have done will be 
useless for so many souls... Take My Cross and remain 
closely united to Me, for you are not alone.” 


He vanished, leaving her His Cross. The hours of the night 
were passed under its weight, besides that of the many torments of 
soul and body to which she had now been for so long accustomed. 

Towards morning Jesus returned. His countenance was still 
stamped with the impressive sorrow and beauty that Josefa was 
powerless to describe: 

“Poor souls,” He said, “chow many are eternally lost . . . but 
how many, too, will regain life. You cannot conceive how great 
is the reparatory value of suffering . . . If you consent, I will often 
make you share with Me the grievous sorrow of My Heart, and 
thus you will comfort Me and save many souls. Adieu, think of 
Me, of souls and of My love. 


“Ever since Our Lord had asked the Mothers to give me time 
evety day to write down His words,” she noted, “I was told to 
go to my cell between eight and nine o’clock in the morning. 
The postulants are at their housework then, so there is nothing 
to prevent me sewing or preparing their work.” 


Faithful to these instructions, she repaired every day to her 
cell. As she waited for the coming of the Master she occupied 
herself with her needlework. Sometimes He came at once, at other 
times her waiting was in vain. Our Lord wished her to be pliant 
and abandoned. If by nine o’clock He had not come, she went 
back to her ordinary work. 
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On Sunday, 26th November, although He had arranged it 
with her the day before, He did not come. She did not allow this 
to trouble her and, following His counsels, she thought of Him, 
of souls, and of His love. 

That evening as she was at her adoration before the Blessed 
Sacrament He came, bearing His Cross: “My bride, Josefa, I 
come to rest in you... You cannot think how the world 
treats My Heart; sinners wound Me pitilessly, and not they alone 
but many others pierce Me with painful arrows.” 


“I begged Him to come to us, for though we are so wretched 
(I speak for myself) we so long to love and console Him.” 


“You know quite well that I already do so, do you not see how 
I come here to give rest to My Heart? 

“Listen,” He continued patiently, “when I ask you to be My 
rest and consolation, you must not imagine that you are the only 
one who gives them to Me. If you could but understand My joy 
when souls leave Me free and by their deeds say: ‘Lord, Thou art 
the Master!’ Do you realize how much this comforts Me? Do 
you think that I am not glorified by it? 

“Take My Cross,” He said, giving it to her, “but do not think 
that you are the only one to bear it for Me. I find repose and 
glory in you, but in other consecrated souls as well . . . who 
with so much love and submission receive and adore My will 
and have no other interest but My glory. 

‘Take My Cross, Josefa. Ask mercy for sinners . . . light for 
the blind . . . love for hearts that are indifferent . . . Comfort 
Me, love Me, surrender. One act of abandonment glorifies Me 
more than many sacrifices.” 


The next day, Monday, 27th November, at eight o’clock, 
Josefa was in her cell, waiting, but abandoned to His will. 


“First of all I wrote down all He had said to me yesterday,” 
she noted, “‘then I waited ready to do His bidding.” But as Jesus 
did not come, she was ptepating to leave, when suddenly He 
showed Himself to her. 

“Go to your work, Josefa,” He said. “To-morrow I will tell 
My souls that My Heart is an abyss of love. Think of Me all the 
time. Souls glorify Me so much when they remember Me.” 
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Josefa went away carrying the Cross which was invisible to all 
eyes but which she felt weighing heavily upon her. She cattied it 
through all her work, in her generosity preferring this burden to 
any amount of sweetness. 

Early next day, 28th November, she found Jesus already 
waiting for her in her cell. 

Prostrate on her knees and following her usual bent towards 
self-reproach she asked Him to pardon whatever, even without 
her knowledge, might have displeased Him. “Have no fear,’ He 
answered her; “I know you... but I so love you that no 
wretchedness in you will turn the glance of My love from you.” 

Then with ardour too intense to be restrained, He began to 
speak and she gathered up His burning words: 

{n an admirable epitome of His whole redemptive life, Jesus 
showed infinite love as the central theme: 


“T am all Love! My Heart is an abyss of love. 

“Tt is love that made man and all existing things that they 
might be at his service. 

“It is love that moved the Father to give His Son for man’s 
salvation which through his own fault he had lost. 

“It is love that caused a Virgin who was little more than a child 
to renounce the charms of life in the Temple and consent to 
become the Mother of God, thereby accepting all the suffering 
involved in the Divine Maternity. 

“Tt was love that caused Me to be born in the inclemency of 
winter, poor and destitute of everything. 

“It was love that hid Me thirty years in complete obscurity and 
humble work. 

“It was love that made Me choose solitude and silence . . . to 
live unknown and voluntarily to submit to the commands of My 
Mother and adopted Father. For love saw how in the coutse of 
ages many souls would follow My example and delight in con- 
forming their lives to Mine. 

“It was love that made Me embrace all the miseries of human 
nature, for the love of My Heart saw far ahead. I knew how many 
imperilled souls would be helped by the acts and sacrifices of 
others and so would tecover life. 

“Tt was love that made Me suffer the most ignominious con- 
tempt and horrible tortures . . . and shed all My Blood and die 
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on the Cross to save mankind and redeem the whole human race. 

“And love saw how, in the future, many souls would unite 
themselves to My torments and dye their sufferings and actions, 
eyen the most ordinary, with My Blood in order to win many 
souls to Me. 

“T -will teach you all this very clearly, Josefa, that men may 
know how far-reaching is the love of My Heart for them. 

“And now go back to your work, and live in Me as I do in you.” 

Josefa then left her cell, and gave the precious pages she had 
written to the Mothers. She herself never retained them, for she 
knew herself to be just a go-between, and her supernatural 
detachment gtew as she realized the importance of all that was 
confided to her. But she kept deep down in her own heart the 
remembrance of the moments when Love’s depths were revealed 
to her. She was as it were invested with the sacredness of it all 
and it took all her natural energy of character to throw herself 
wholeheartedly into the work she shared with the Novices. So 
was the mystery of her life carried on. 

Next day Wednesday, 29th November, while she was waiting 
for Our Lord and working, suddenly her cell was filled with a 
soft effulgent light. It was not the Master who had come but the 
Apostle beloved of His Heart. 


“T recognized him at once,” she wrote, “che held the Cross of 
Jesus in his hands. I renewed my vows and he said: 

“Soul, loved of Our Divine Master, I am John the Evan- 
gelist, and I come to bestow His Cross on you. It does not wound 
the body, but makes the heart bleed . . . May the suffering it 
will cause you relieve the bitterness in which sinners steep the 
Heart of Our Lord and God . . . May the blood of your heart 
be as a delicious vintage that will make known to many the sweet- 
ness and attractiveness of virginity . . . Unite your heart to 
Jesus in all you do. Keep carefully the precious evidences of 
His love. Fix your eyes on heaven, for the things of earth are of 
no account. Suffering is the life of the soul and the soul that has 
understood its value lives the true life,” 


Josefa had already noted on Holy Thursday, 1922, how 
heavenly was the expression of St. John’s countenance. He was a 
friend from the other world whom she was to see again many 
times, and whose every visit left her with a sense of peace and 
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security. The Cross brought this day weighed chiefly on her soul. 


“Although in peace,” she wrote, “my heart and soul are 
oppressed and in extreme suffering. 

“The night of z29th-30th November was particularly cruci- 
fying. The Cross, the Crown of Thorns, and the pain in my side 
banished all sleep and obliged me to spend the whole night 
sitting beside my bed. On Thursday, 30th November, Jesus 
appeared at eight o’clock, faithful to His tryst: 


“ ‘Write for My souls,’ He said. And with no other preamble 
He continued: 

“*The soul who constantly unites her life with Mine glorifies 
Me and does a great work for souls. Thus, if engaged on work of 
no value in itself . . . if she bathes it in My Blood or unites it to 
the work I Myself did during My mortal life, it will greatly 
profit souls . . . more perhaps, than if she had preached to the 
whole world . . . and that, whether she studies, speaks or 
writes . . . whether she sews, sweeps or rests . . . provided 
first that the act is sanctioned by obedience or duty and not done 
from mere caprice; secondly, that it is done in intimate union 
with Me, with great purity of intention and covered with My 
Blood. 

***T so much want souls to understand this! It is not the action 
in itself that is of value; it is the intention with which it is done. 
When I swept and laboured in the workshop of Nazareth, I gave 
as much glory to My Father as when I preached during My 
Public Life. 

““*There ate many souls who in the eyes of the world Ail 
important posts and they give My Heart great glory; this is true. 
But I have many hidden souls who in their humble labours are 
very useful workers in My vineyard, for they are moved by love, 
and they know how to cover their deeds with supernatural gold 
by bathing them in.My Blood. My love goes so far that My 
souls can draw great treasure out of mere nothing. When as soon 
as they wake they unite themselves to Me and offer their whole 
day with a burning desire that My Heart may use it for the profit 
of souls . . . when with love they perform their duties, hour by 
hour and moment by moment . . . how ‘great is the treasure 
they amass in one day! 

““T will reveal My love to them more and mote... it is 
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talking all the time, at least they look at each other, and their 
mutual affectionate little kindnesses are the fruit of their love. 

“When a soul is in peace and consolation, doubtless it is 
easier for her to think of Me, but if she is in the throes of desola- 
tion and anguish, she need not fear. I am content with a glance. 
I understand, and this mere look will draw down on her special 
proofs of My tenderness. 

“T will repeat again to souls how My Heart loves them. . . 
for I want them to know Me thoroughly, that they may make Me 
known to those I place in their care. 

“T ardently desire My chosen souls to fix their eyes on Me, and 
never turn them away . . . and among them there should be 
no mediocrity, which usually is the result of a misunderstanding 
of My love. No! it is neither difficult nor hard to love My Heart, 
but on the contrary, it is sweet and easy. They need do nothing 
extraordinary to attain to a high degree of love: purity of intention, 
be the action great or small . . . intimate union with My Heart, 
and love will do the rest.” 


Jesus stopped; then bending down towards Josefa who was 
prostrate at His feet: ““Go,” He said, “‘and have no fear. It is I 
who cultivate this little flower, that it may not perish! Love Me 
in peace and joy.” 

On the evening of this First Saturday of the month Our Lord 
came to comfort her distress, which was caused by the snares of 
the devil, who perpetually tried to take away her peace of mind. 

“Remember the words I spoke to My Disciples: ‘As you are 
not of the world, the world hateth you.’ To-day I say to you: 
‘Because you are not of the devil, Satan persecutes you. But in 
the midst of these torments My Heart is guarding you and is 
glorified.’ Love and suffer Josefa, it is for a soul.’ ” 


And once more He charged her with one of His consecrated 
souls, whose love had grown cold, but to whose generosity He 
held so much. . 


“He went away,” she wrote, “leaving me His Cross.” 


This Cross with all its attendant sufferings would weigh 
heavily on her during the nights and days that followed, while 
Josefa’s mind was fixed on the wound she divined in the Heart 
of her Lord. 
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Three days later, Tuesday, 5th December, He was already in 
her cell when she arrived, She renewed her vows. 

“Yes,” He began by saying, “I am that Jesus who loves souls 
tenderly . . . Behold this Heart that never ceases calling them, 
guarding them, and caring for them . . . Behold this Heart on 
fire with longing for their love, but especially for the love of My 
chosen ones.” 


Then as if these burning words had relieved His love: 

“Write, write more for them. 

“My Heart is not only an abyss of love, It is also an abyss of 
mercy; and knowing as I do that even My closest friends ate not 
exempt from human frailties, I will each of their actions, however 
insignificant, to be clothed through Me with immense value for 
the help of those in need and for the salvation of sinners. 

“All cannot preach nor evangelize distant uncivilized peoples, 
but all, yes, all can make My Heart known and loved... All 
can mutually help one another to increase the number of the saved 
by preventing the loss of many souls . . . and that, through My 
love and mercy. 

*T will tell My chosen souls that My love for them goes further 
still; not only shall I make use of their daily life and of their least 
actions, but I will make use of their very wretchedness .. . 
their frailties . . . even of their falls, for the salvation of souls. 

“Love transforms and divinizes everything, and mercy pardons 
all.” 


After a moment of silence Jesus continued: “Adieu, I shall 
come back again to tell you My secrets. Meanwhile bear My 
Cross bravely. If you love Me Ialso love you. Do not forget this.” 


As He had said, Jesus allowed her to wait several days, bearing 
His Cross all the time. Our Lady’s consoling presence was 
granted to her on the Feast of the Immaculate Conception. 
Josefa had suffered intensely all day. Her heart was in anguish, 
and that evening after Benediction she called on her heavenly 
Mother to come to her aid. 


“I entrusted my whole soul to her,” she wrote, ‘“‘and begged her 
never to let go of my hand. Suddenly she stood there in all 
loveliness! Her hands were crossed upon her breast and her 
white veil reflected gleams of gold. She said only these words to 
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me: ‘My child, if you want to give much glory to Jesus and save 

many souls .. let Him do as He likes with you and give 

yourself up to His love’ i 
“She gave me her blessing, let me kiss her hand, and vanished. 


Josefa with renewed courage faced the offerings and sufferings 
which were required to keep her faithful from one day to another. 

But she was obsessed by one anxiety. It seemed to her that her 
companions had suspicions and misgivings on her account, and 
her humility and love of self-effacement took fright. 


“I wanted to talk over all this with Our Lord during Vespers,” 
she wrote on Sunday, roth December, “‘and hardly had I begun 
than He came: ‘Josefa, why are you sad? Tell Me all about it.’ ” 

She renewed her vows and confided her anxieties to Him. 

“I have told you that you will live hidden in My Heart, why 
do you doubt My love? . . . let My words reach many souls who 
need them.” 

Then, humbling her still deeper in her nothingness: “In any 
case what does it concern you? When a person talks at the bottom 
of a large empty space, her voice resounds up to the highest 
point. So it is with you. You are the echo of My voice, but if I 
be silent, what are you then? 


Such words rooted her in the conviction of her nothingness 
and at the same time revivified her trust and peace. 


“Is it I, Lord, who prevent your coming . . . for now five 
days have gone by without my seeing you?” 

““No,’ He answered with compassionate kindness, ‘you do 
not prevent My coming, but I love to hear you call Me and long 
for Me. Soon I shall again come and speak to you of My souls. 
Besides, if you displease Me in anything, I will make you see 
your misery and nothingness and will manifest My sovereignty 
over you. 

“ “Adieu. Stay hidden in My Heart and let yourself be trained 
in Love’s own way.’ ”” 


As He had said, Our Lord soon resumed the revelations of His 
Heart to Josefa, and on Tuesday, 12th December, He appeared 
at the accustomed hour. First of all He insisted on His promise 
to her: 
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“You, Josefa, as I told you, you must not give in to sadness, 
for My love takes care of you. I will not fail to hide you deep 
down in My Heart, and you must never doubt My love, nor 
forget that I have often told you what a little and miserable 
creature, a mete nothing, you are, and you must abandon your- 
self trustfully into the hands of your Creator, with entite sub- 
mission to His Divine Will. 

“And now, write a few more words for My souls: 

“Love transforms their most ordinary actions and gives them 
an infinite value, but it does more: My Heart loves My chosen 
souls so tenderly, that I wish to use their miseries, their weak- 
nesses, and often even their faults. 

“Souls that see themselves overwhelmed with miseries, attri- 
bute nothing good to themselves, and their very abjectness 
clothes them with a certain humility that they would not have if 
they saw themselves to be less imperfect. 

“When therefore in the course of apostolic work or in the 
carrying out of duties, a consciousness of their incapacity is 
forced upon them... or when they experience a kind of 
repugnance to helping souls towards perfection to which they 
know themselves to be still strangers, such souls are compelled 
to humble themselves in the dust, and should this self-knowledge 
impel them to My feet, asking pardon for their halting efforts, 
begging of My Heart the strength and courage they need, it is 
hardly possible for them to conceive how lovingly My Heart goes 
out to them and how marvellously fruitful I will make their 
labours. 

“Those whose generosity is not equal to these daily endeavours 
and sacrifices, will see their lives go by full only of promise which 
never comes to fruition. 

“But in this, distinguish: to souls who habitually promise and 
yet do no violence to themselves nor prove their abnegation and 
love in any way, I say: ‘Beware lest all this straw and stubble 
which you have gathered into your barns take fire or be scattered 
in an instant by the wind!’ 

“But there are others, and it is of them I now speak, who begin 
their day with a very good will and desire to prove their love. 
They pledge themselves to self-denial or generosity in this or 
that circumstance . . . But when the time comes they are pre- 
vented by self-love, temperament, health, or I know not what, 
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from catrying out what a few hours before they quite sincerely 
purposed to do. Nevertheless they speedily acknowledge their 
weakness and, filled with shame, beg for pardon, humble them- 
selves, and renew their promise . . . Ah! Let them know that 
these souls please Me as much as if they had nothing with which 
to reproach themselves.””? 


The bell was ringing for a community exercise, and Jesus, ever 
faithful to the first indication of obedience, disappeared in a flash. 


Advent and Christmas Graces 
13th-31st December 1922 


“Have you understood My love for souls?” 
(Our Lord to Josefa, 16th December 1922) 


THE month of December 1922 brought to Les Feuillants a visit 
which was both a joy and a trial to Josefa. 

One of the Mothers Assistant General of the Society of the 
Sacred Heart came from Rome to visit the houses in France. It 
was a gteat happiness to receive her at Poitiers, and her visit 
proved a source of grace for the house, its works, and its inmates. 

Warm-hearted Josefa would have loved to share this joy, 
unalloyed by any haunting fear, but she felt her Mothers would 
submit many questions to the Visitor, and that she herself would 
be interrogated. 

Her old fears re-awakened, though she trusted her Master. 


“I recognised once again,” we find her writing on Wednesday, 
13th December, “chow faithfully Jesus keeps His promises. Our 
Mother Assistant General received me for a few moments. . . 
with a kindness I hardly dared expect. Our Lord, however, had 
told me several times: ‘If you are faithful, I shall not forsake you 
and nothing will do you any harm’; and that I see more clearly 
every day.” 

1 Our Lord here establishes a very clear distinction between habitual venial sins, 
unresisted and consented to, and faults of frailty that are repaired. 

He explains that the willed repatation gives Him more comfort than the fault of 
frailty gave Him displeasure. In fact, the humility, ccnfidence, and generosity 


implied in an act of reparation presuppose awareness and complete consent of the 
will—a condition only partially fulfilled in the fault of frailty. 
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The next day, Thursday, 14th December, He came again to the 
silence of her little cell: “Do you see how faithful a Father and 
Spouse I am to you? Never be afraid, even if you feel that the 
storm is about to break,’ Then with an eagerness that His love 
could not restrain: “Tell the Mother that I glory in the surrender 
of My Society, that My Heart allows and disposes all things in 
view of My work . . . that owing to the Society many souls 
will be saved . . . that My words will rekindle the fervour of 
many of My chosen souls . . . and that many others who do not 
sufficiently appreciate the value of the smallest actions done with 
love will find in My words a source of grace and consolation.” 

After He had answered all that still wortied Josefa: “Adieu,” 
He said with overwhelming kindness, “abandon yourself to My 
cate, and never doubt My Love. It matters little even if you are 
often shaken by storms, your lowliness is deeply rooted in My 
Heart. I will come again to speak to you of My souls,” He added 
before departing, “now comfort Me. You may kiss My feet, if 
you wish. Later on I will bring you My Cross.” 

Very soon after, Jesus brought it. 


“T was waiting for Our Lord, and occupying myself meanwhile 
with some needlework,” she wrote on Friday, 15th December, 
“when towards half-past eight He came . . . He was bearing 
His Cross but with no sign of sadness. His Heart and eyes were 
more beautiful than ever.” 


She could find no words to express her admiration. His attitude, 
His resplendent white raiment, and the Cross looming darkly 
against all this radiance was all so beautiful that she could not 
give an adequate idea of it. 


“T knelt down and renewed my vows. I adored Him, and begged 
Him to give me true love, and I said to Him: ‘How glad I am, 
Lord, that Thou hast brought me Thy Cross.’ ” 

“Do you want it?” He said at once—and as she offered herself 
to do His will in all things—‘“Take it and console Me. Be busy 
about My interests, for I will look after you.”’ Then in response 
to the thought He read in her mind: “Yes, it is true that I have no 
need of anyone . . . but let Me ask you to love Me, and by you, 
bride of My Heart, to manifest Myself once more to souls. Let 
My Heart have free access and find repose in pouring out Its love 
on this group of chosen souls. 
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“This time I want the Society of My Heart to be the messenger 
of My love for souls . . . I want all to know how eagerly I seek 
them out, how I long for them that I may fill them with happiness. 

“Tell them not to be afraid of Me . . . and tell sinners not to 
flee from Me . . . Let them come and take refuge in My Heart! 
I will receive them with the most tender and paternal affection. 

“And you, Josefa, love Me, and don’t be afraid of your weak- 
ness, for I will sustain you. You love Me and I love you, you are 
Mine and I am yours. What more do you want?” 


“He said all this with such passionate fervour,’ she wrote, 
“that He left me as it were lost in Him. How can I explain what 
went on in my soul? I asked Him to show me how to love Him, 
for I have no other desire on earth: to live and love my so-good 
Jesus!” 


On the following day, Saturday, 16th December, Our Lord 
taught her the secret of true love. “‘Josefa,”’ He said, “‘since you 
ate My bride, you know that it is your duty to comfort the Bride- 
groom ...and the Bridegroom’s part is to sustain and 
strengthen the bride.” 


““My heart bounded,” wrote Josefa, “‘and I told Him again and 
again how deeply I love Him, and He listened with a loving 
indulgence which was quite unimaginable.” 


“To-day,” He said, “you are going to console Me. Enter into 
the depths of My Heart and offer yourself to My Father with the 
merits of your Bridegroom. Beg Him to forgive the many souls 
that are ungrateful. Tell Him that even in your littleness you are 
prepared to repair for the sins mankind commits against Him. 
Tell Him what a miserable little victim you are, but that you are 
veiled in My Blood. 

“So you will spend the day imploring forgiveness and repairing 
for sin. I want you to unite your soul to the zeal that consumes 
My Heart. May souls really grasp that I am their joy and their 
reward . . . May they not flee from Me, for I love them so much 
. - all of them! but I want My chosen souls especially to know 
how great a predilection I have for them.” 

After speaking to her of the Society of the Sacred Heart, He 
concluded by saying: “And you yourself, Josefa, have you 
understood My love for souls?” 
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“Indeed I have, Lord, for You are always occupied about 
them.” 

“That is why I so love the Society and why My Heart reposes 
with such love init . . . For it has understood the value of souls 
and the glory of My Heart. Adieu, Josefa, comfort Me and make 
reparation.” 


When leaving her Our Lord always gave her the same watch- 
word: Love. As the days and the months went by, Josefa realized 
more and more that her life was to be one of reparation and that 
her vocation bound her to the redemptive Cross of Christ. This 
Our Lord stressed every time He came to her. He never led her 
outside the very sure path of her vocation, but urged her towards 
the true consequences of the total gift of herself to the Sacred 
Heart. 

On Sunday, 17th December, He joined her in her cell a little 
before the nine o’clock Mass. 


“You consoled Me yesterday,” He said to her, “because you 
stayed with Me. So many forget Me and so many others busy 
themselves about a thousand and one trifles, and leave Me alone 
for whole days . . . many others do not hear My voice... 
yet I am always speaking to them . . . but their hearts are earth- 
bound and cling to creatures. I will tell you all this later on, and 
will let you know what consolation is given Me by souls, especi- 
ally by My chosen ones, when they do not leave Me alone... . 
You will continue writing that they may know how dearly I love 
them. Go now . . . I will return.” 


The nine o’clock Mass bell was ringing, she noted. Jesus, the 
faithful Lover of the Rule, had gone. 

Five days passed, and on each of them Josefa expected the 
return of the Master who had said: “TI will return.” But He did 
not come. 

The sovereign freedom He exercised in her regard was not the 
least proof of His action. No doubt He loved abandonment in 
her, but did He not by the uncertainty, the suddenness of His 
coming, wish to give a proof that the visits really were from Him, 
so putting an end to all doubt on the subject? 

On the 22nd December, Josefa wrote: 
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“Five days have passed since Our Lord came, yet He said He 
would return . . . What troubles me is not to know if I have 
displeased Him in something, for I no longer have either His 
Cross or His Crown.” 


Her notes continue: 

“Before I went to bed, I knelt down to say goodnight to Him, 
as I always do, and I added: ‘Dear Lord, for five days I have been 
calling Thee, and Thou hast not come!’ ” 

Hardly had she finished speaking when Our Lord appeared to 
her in all His radiant beauty: “Is it for five days that you have been 
calling Me, Josefa? And I, how many are the days, the months, 
the years, during which I have been calling souls but they give 
Me no answer. When you call Me, I am not far from you, but on 
the contrary very near. When I call souls, many do not hear 
Me... many go away, but you at least comfort Me by calling 
Me and longing for Me. Slake My thirst by your desire for Me.” 


How many souls can read in these words escaped from the 
burning Heart of Jesus the reason why He keeps them waiting 
for His advent . . . how many, too, will take courage and draw 
happiness from the thought that they slake His thirst by offering 
to Him their desires for Him. 

This period which had rooted Josefa firmly in her vocation of 
reparation, and inaugurated the Message she was destined to 
transmit to mankind, ended at Christmas in a scene of utter 
loveliness, which Josefa noted down in all its simplicity... 
her soul becoming more and more attuned to the littleness of 
the Infant God. But there was never any talk between them other 
than that of the redemption of souls. More than ever was this the 
link of love that bound them. We quote her words without 
commentary: 


“Monday, 25th December, 1922: During Vespers I was telling 
the Infant Jesus once more how much I loved Him, for in spite 
of the great temptation of these last days, He knows very well 
that He is my sole love, my King, my treasure. I cannot live with- 
out Him .. . He is the joy of my life. I was saying this when 
suddenly I saw Him; He was quite tiny. He was held up by some- 
thing I could not distinguish, and wrapped in a white veil which 
left only His little hands and feet uncovered. He held His little 
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hands crossed on His breast, and His joyous eyes were so lovely, 
so full of joy, they seemed to speak. His hair was quite short; in 
fact everything about Him was little, and with the tenderest and 
sweetest voice He said to me: ‘Yes, Josefa, I am your King.’ 

“I was so overjoyed to see Him thus that I took up His word: 
“Yes, my Jesus, Thou art my King, and if my enemies and evil 
inclinations try to make me fall they will not succeed, for I will 
fight hard always to remain Thy very own.’ 

“Tt is just because you fight that I am your King. Be not 
afraid, the enemy will not take possession of the battle-field, for I 
will defend you, although I am so small . . . I want you to be 
small too. And now, Josefa, I am going to ask you for a gift. 
You will give it to Me, won’t you?’ 

“T was afraid of what He was going to ask me,” she wrote 
humbly, “but I answered: “Yes, Lord, with all my heart, but Thou 
must give me the strength, for Thou knowest what I am.’ 

“ *T want,’ said the Holy Child, ‘I want you to make Me a little 
tunic adorned with many souls... those souls My Heart 
loves.’ ”” ; 

Then coming back to His first idea: “‘ “You see how small I 
am? Well, I want you to be smaller still. Do you know how? .. . 
By simplicity, humility, and promptness in obedience. Then, 
Josefa, My Heart wants the warmth of love which only souls 
can give Me. Give Me that warmth, and give Me souls. I have pre- 
pared a great number for you. Do not delay My undertaking .. . 

“* If you give Me souls, I will give you My Heart. Which of 
us two will be giving the greater giftP .. . 

«J will return soon . . . Meanwhile, begin to fashion My 
tunic, and give Me souls by your love! See how many turn away 
... Do not let them escape . . . Poor souls . . . do not let 
them flee away, Josefa, for they little know where they are going!’ 


“He said all this,” she noted, “with so sweet a voice! When He 
began to speak He opened His little arms. He was so lovely, so 
ravishing that I was distressed at not being able to kiss His feet, 
but I dared not ask Him. He seemed all aglow. Indeed He was so 
beautiful that I cannot describe Him, and the tender sweetness 
of His utterance was ineffable.” 


This entrancing Christmas feast was to have a morrow: 
te 
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“As I was preparing for Holy Communion,” she continued, 
“on Tuesday, 26th December, I asked our Blessed Lady to give 
me her Son and to teach me to love Him and console Him. I 
spoke to her as one speaks to one’s mother, with great confidence, 
and after communion I begged her to adore Him for me and to 
teach me how to thank Him. 

“Suddenly, she stood there with the Holy Child on her right 
arm. She was clothed in the same pale rose coloured vesture and 
veil as she wore two years ago and the Holy Child was wrapped 
in a white veil, as yesterday, only there was nothing to be seen of 
Him, not even His little head. Then she was so motherly and 
loving as she said to me: 

“ ‘Took, my child, I bring you your Jesus,’ and at the same 
time she uncovered Him. 

“Place Him deep down in your heart. See how cold He is! 
You can warm Him by your love. He is so good, and He loves 
you so much! Let Him be the sole King of your heart.’ 

“Whilst she spoke, the Holy Child lay still in her arms, gazing 
at her and sometimes at me. I told Our Lady how I longed to 
love Him, but that often I am not faithful enough to all He asks 
of me, especially when it is a message from Him that I must 
deliver® 7.2) 


This was the perpetual cause of self-reproach to her. 


“Then in His sweet baby voice He said: ‘Mother, I have asked 
Josefa to make Me a little tunic adorned with many souls, for so 
many escape Me... and you know how many I entrust to 
those who love Me. If they respond to my expectations, this is the 
gteatest consolation that they can give My Heart.’ 

“Our Lady at once replied: “Yes, give Him souls, and do not let 
any go away from Him . . . Look! He is going to weep!’ 

“I told Him that this is my one desire, but that often un- 
knowingly I sadden-Him and resist Him, because I let the devil 
deceive me. 

“Do not fear, my child, Jesus asks only for your good will. 
Try your best and prove your affection in that way. Do you know 
how to do it? Jesus wants you to be very little . . . quite tiny, 
so tiny that you may be able to creep in here.’ 

“And with her hand she pointed to the empty space between 
her heart and the Holy Child who was reposing on it. 
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“She smiled as she said this,” wrote Josefa, “and the Holy 
Child looked at her and smiled too. 

“You little know how happy you would be in there,’ the 
Blessed Virgin continued, and Jesus, waving His little arms, 
called out: “Just try, Josefa . . . and you will see...” 

“As they were both so sweetly kind, I again begged for for- 
giveness for having resisted . . . and for all that courses through 
my imagination in moments of temptation... Our Lady 
answered: 

“Yes, you ate right, there are moments when you are un- 
grateful . . . Do you know why? It is because you are thinking 
of yourself more than of Him. Do not consider whether a thing 
costs you or not, prove your love by doing all He asks of you. 
If He tells you to speak, speak. If to be silent, then keep silence. 
If He tells you to love, then love. What does anything matter, if 
He takes care of your’ 

“T promised her that I would obey Him, and as she began 
covering up the Holy Child before going, I asked leave to kiss 
His little feet. 

*“ “Yes, kiss them,’ she said. 

“While I kissed them, Jesus stroked my head very gently with 
His tiny hand . . . I kissed Our Lady’s hand too. Then she 
covered up her Babe saying: 

** “Adieu, my child, do not forget the tunic. Comfort Him and 
give Him souls.’ Then they both went away.” 


The graces of this exquisite vision ended on Wednesday, 27th 
December, when, on St. John’s feast-day, the friend of virgin 
souls appeared to her. Josefa described him as best she could: 


“He came during my adoration. He was of majestic beauty, his 
right arm extended and his left hand resting on his heart. He is 
very tall, rather taller and stronger than Our Lord, and with 
rougher and more marked features. His eyes are black, and his 
face pale, with dark chestnut coloured hair. He was enveloped 
in a very pure radiance and when he spoke it was so slowly and 
gravely that his words sank deep into my soul. His voice was both 
gentle and strong with something heavenly about it. 

“T renewed my vows and then he said at once: 

“Soul, beloved of the Sacred Heart, since this adorable 
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Master takes delight in pute souls, I come to rekindle in yours the 
fire that must consume you with love for the Divine Heart. 

* ‘Fe loved us fitst; may our love respond to His, with grati- 
tude, constancy, tenderness, and generosity, without any shred 
of self-interest. May His loving-kindness be ever present to our 
minds . . . May it be the prime motive of a love that must seek 
the good and glory of the Beloved. 

“ “Soul chosen by Jesus with so much loye, take up your abode 
in His Heart. Let it catch the fire of His consuming love, and may 
you be purified and intoxicated with heavenly sweetness. 

“ ‘May your passage on this earth be as that of the dove who 
bately touches ground. Like the bee on the flower, may your soul 
ask nothing of this life but the food that is absolutely necessary 
to its existence. 

“<The world is but a dark passage to one who loves the 
Divine Master.’ 

“He crossed his hands on his breast and was silent. He looked 
so beautiful that he might have been an angel. I was afraid to 
speak ... At last I ventured to ask him if Our Lord received 
consolation from religious, He who so loves virginity . . . St. 
John looked up to heaven and his face brightened as he replied: 

** “Virgin souls are the dwellings of love, where the Immaculate 
Lamb takes His rest. But among these souls some are the admira- 
tion of heaven itself. On them, the heavenly Spouse fixes His most 
pure gaze and imbues them with sweet fragrance from His Heart.’ 

“Then extending his right arm he blessed me and said: 

“Let Him possess and consume you. May all your care and 
zeal be concentrated on increasing His glory and love, and may 
His peace keep you.’ ” 


On the evening of this same day the signal grace Jesus had 
granted Josefa on the same date two years before was renewed. 


“Towards eight o’clock He came, O! so beautiful . . . the 
wound in His Heart burning and wide open: ‘Come,’ He said, 
‘enter into My Heart and rest there. Later on you will give Me 
yours to rest in.’ 

SARE her mysteriously to Himself, He plunged her in that 
abyss. 


“I thought it was heaven,” she wrote, incapable of saying 
more. 
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“It is impossible to explain what it means to enter into that 
Heart!” 


After a little more than an hour of this ineffable repose, Jesus 
gave her back to earth, and reminded her of the end and object 
of all these favours: “Do not forget that the souls I choose must 
be victims.” 

Josefa could not forget it, for the Master’s plans were too 
deeply imprinted on her soul; she knew full well that hence- 
forward their union would be consummated only on the Cross. 

But at that moment when He reminded her of it, He willed 
to show her by a symbolic parable that it would always be love 
that would sign her with the Cross. 


“As He was yet speaking, I saw,” she said, ‘a little pure white 
dove; her grey wings were extended as if to take flight towards 
the Heart of Jesus. But she was repulsed in this by a tongue of 

fire that issued from the wound and fell on her little head which 
was tesplendently white. She bore a small black cross imprinted 
just below her throat.” 


Josefa made no comment, but till her death she was from time 
to time to see this little white dove. However, by then the Master 
had explained the significance of the vision, which was an image 
of her soul. 

For the moment the light went out, it was not yet time for her 
to take flight into the Heart of Jesus. A whole year of graces, 
struggles, trials of all sorts, still separated her from her final entry 
into this adorable Heart. But the fire of love would hold her 
captive in torments, that He might continue to reveal Himself to 
the world through her. 


CHAPTER VIII 


THE LEN DRO r9 23 


The Via Dolorosa 
1st January—-17th February 1923 


“<The work of Jesus must be founded on much pain and love” 
(Our Lady to Josefa, 21st Januaty 1923) 


We have reached the opening months of 1923, the year that was to 
end in Josefa’s death. It is therefore a last stage that is beginning, 
and she knew it. On the preceding 3rd December, during a cere- 
mony of Confirmation in the Convent Chapel, Our Lady had told 
her that she would have to transmit Our Lord’s words to the 
Bishop of Poitiers, and she added: “You will see him three times 
before your death.” 

Heaven was almost in sight, and this gave Josefa courage. 
She needed this courage, for many shadows were to darken her 
path, and in the first days of January new trials began. The devil 
again made his appearance, and renewed his previous attacks. 
But in the midst of blows and threats, abductions, and long hours 
spent in hell . . . Jesus who guarded her as His beloved one 
engraved His own likeness in her and in the same measure 
associated her with His redemptive work. She was saving souls 
and preparing the way for His Message of love. In vain Satan 
gtew infuriated, and if occasionally he thought he had triumphed, 
when the hour marked by the Master of heaven and hell struck, 
he vanished in a howl of blasphemy . . . 

On Monday, 8th January, Josefa wrote: 


“I had a great longing for Jesus this morning. The moment of 
communion is a great alleviation to me in these terrible sufferings. 
To-day, after a night of horror spent in hell, I had an over- 
whelming longing for Him. As I was returning from the altar 
rails, | saw Our Lord, walking in front of me. He turned back 
and said to me: ‘Come, Josefa, My Heart awaits you.’ 

“At once I renewed my vows, and Jesus repeated: “Yes, My 
Heart awaits you.’ 
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“I renewed my vows again, and Jesus went on: ‘You have 
given Me rest, it is now My turn to rest you.’ 

“Then His Heart opened and He made me enter in.” 

A few moments which Josefa characterized as “moments of 
heaven” were passed by her in that divine dwelling . . . 

“When I came forth again, she wrote, “I told Him of my fear 
of the devil and his threats . . . I begged Him never to allow 
him to delude me. 

“ Why are you afraid?’ Jesus answered, ‘Do you not know that 
I am more powerful than all your enemies? The devil with all 
his raging fury can do no more than I permit. It is I who allow the 
souls I love to suffer. Suffering is necessary for all, but how much 
mote for My chosen souls! . . . It purifies them, and I am thus 
able to make use of them to snatch many from hell fire.’ ” 

And alluding to the vain threats she continually heard: 

“Do not fear,’ He said, ‘but trust yourself to My Heart, for 
I guard you as the apple of My eye. Yes, Josefa, this house is 
much loved by My Heart . . . although I have more than once 
poured into it the bitterness of My chalice .. . I will return 
soon that you may again write the secrets of My love... 
Meanwhile, go on working at My tunic.’ ” 


After thus reminding her of His Christmas present, Jesus 
disappeared, and Josefa returned to her obscure and stormy path. 

Once more, on 21st January, a heavenly light shone on her 
dark night. Our Lady was ever near her child in such sorrowful 
hours. 

On that Sunday morning with its comparative leisure, Josefa 
finished her notes. It was a labour that cost her obedience much, 
especially when she had to recount what she had seen in the 
bottomless pit, into which at this time she was frequently forced 
to descend. 

“T have done it to obey and to show Jesus my love,” she 
wrote. 

Towards evening Our Lady appeared to her in the Chapel, and 
told her how meritorious the act had been. 
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“As you overcame your repugnance through love,” she said, 
“heaven opened to-day to a soul whose salvation was in great 
peril. If you only knew how many souls can be saved by those 
little acts!” 
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‘“‘She was so sweet and gentle that I took courage to confide 
several things to her . . .,” said Josefa, and she answered: 

“Jesus wishes His words to remain hidden as long as you live. 
After your death, they will be known from one end of the earth 
to the other, and in their light many souls will be saved through 
confidence and abandonment to the merciful Heart of Jesus.” 

And as Josefa, ever fearful of such great happenings, expressed 
her anxiety to this best of Mothers: 

“My child,” she answered tenderly, “why be afraid? ‘The work 
of Jesus must be founded on much pain and love . . . banish 
fear; Jesus is almighty and it is He who acts. He is strong and He 
will sustain you. He is merciful and He loves you.” 

Then she warned her of further tribulations to be encountered: 
“He reads the depths of all hearts and it is He who permits 
circumstances to be as they are. If His plans often seem to you to 
be hindered, it is because He wants to keep you very humble and 
very lowly.” 

Josefa told her that she feared herself to be an obstacle to His 
plans. 

“Tt is true that you are a very wretched little being,” Our Lady 
said with compassion, “but that is just why Jesus has pity on you 
and why He hides you in the depths of His Heart so that nothing 
can possibly harm you. Humble yourself in your littleness and 
misery, my child. Trust Him, for He loves you and will never 
forsake you. Let your only ambition be to win many souls for 
Him, to give Him much glory and much love.” 

“T asked her to bless me. She made the sign of the Cross on my 
forehead with two of her fingers saying: ‘Yes, with all my heart 
I bless you.’ And she vanished.” 


Heaven seemed to close again, and the devil regained power 
ovet Josefa both day and night. 

However, on Thursday, 1st February, St. Madeleine Sophie 
appeared to her as the forerunner of peace. She summoned her to 
the little cell which she herself had once sanctified by prayer and 
holiness. She told her of the entrance into heaven of five of her 
daughters and gave her their names, and as if consecrating 
her presence in that holy spot, she added: 


“You cannot imagine with what joy I see my beloved daughters 
come here. From heaven, I bless them with the tenderness of a 
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mother and obtain many graces for them . . . My desire is that 
each should be a home of repose and love for the Heart of 
Jesus.” 


A few days later, 4th February, she comforted her, saying: 
“Do not weary of suffering. Souls who suffer through love will 
see great things, I do not say here on earth, but in eternity.” 


On Monday, toth February, it was St. Madeleine Sophie again 
who came to tell Josefa of Our Lord’s return after some hard 
days of trial: “May His peace guard your heart, my child . . . 
He will soon come, comfort Him with complete trust. Do not 
forget that if He is your God, He is also your Father, and not only 
your Father, but even your Beloved . . . Have no fear and tell 
Him everything, for He is ever ready to listen to you. O how good 
our God is . . . How compassionate is His Heart.” 

And as it was the eve of the Quarant ’ore: 

“Console and love Him,” she added, ‘‘May His Heart find rest 
here, and may your littleness save many souls for Him. . .” 

Then stressing the leading thought of her life: 

“Console Him by your humility, for all is well where there is 
humility; but when it is absent, everything goes wrong.” 

Then after telling her of some of her motherly wishes: 

“‘Adieu,” she said as she blessed her, “‘refuse nothing to your 
God.” 

That same evening the devil, exasperated by the intervention of 
the saint, and still more by her advice, exclaimed: ‘“That blessed 
one will be the ruin of my power, through her humility alone.” 
And as if forced to reveal his infernal secret— 

“Ah!” he roared, blaspheming, “when I want to keep strong 
hold of a soul, I have only to incite her to pride . . . and if I 
want to bring about her ruin, I have only to let her follow the 
instincts of her pride. 

“Pride is the soutce of my victories and I will not rest till the 
world is full of it. I myself was lost through pride, and I will not 
allow souls to save themselves through humility. 

“There is no doubt about it,” he cried with a yell of rage, “all 
those who reach highest sanctity have sunk deepest in humility.” 


Josefa wrote this diabolic confession with deep feeling, and 
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her filial love rejoiced in the midst of her pains at this unexpected 
tribute to the humility of her Holy Mother Foundress. 

The Quarant ’ore had always been for her a special time of 
reparation. But this year was the last on earth during which Our 
Lord would summon her to carry the Cross with Him for souls 
who are lost during these days of unbridled indulgence and sinful 
pleasure. 

Her love had grown considerably in the year that had passed, 
and it was as His consecrated bride that she now shared the 
bitterness of the wounded Heart of her Master. She was expecting 
Him, for St. Madeleine Sophie had prepared her for His speedy 
coming. 

On 11th February, during the Quarant ’ore Sunday Mass, He 
manifested Himself to her. It was a month since last she had seen 
Him. “Josefa,” He said, “will you comfort Me?” 

She renewed her vows, and expressed the burning desires of 
her soul, not however without a certain reticence, “for,” she said, 
“T was afraid of myself, for I grow more wretched every day . . .” 

“Do not think of what you are,” said Our Lord, “I will give 
you the necessary strength for anything I may ask of you. Remem- 
ber that I permit your miseries and falls, so that in spite of the 
graces I bestow on you, you may never lose sight of your 
nothingness.” 

Then His Heart glowed like fire . . . 

“And now, let us work for souls .. . 

“Many are lost, it is true . . . but we shall be able to save 
many others from the ways of perdition, and this will comfort 
My Heart, in spite of the offences committed against It. Do you 
know, Josefa, how sinners rend Me, and how much I need those 
who will make reparation? That is why I come to rest among 
those I have Myself chosen. May these souls, by their fidelity and 
their love, heal the wounds that sinners cause Me. I need victims 
to repair the bitterness inflicted on My Heart and to relieve My 
sorrow. How great is the number of sins committed! . . . How 
many the souls that are lost!” 

She begged Him to come and rest among His own, and to let 
them know what to do to console so vast a sorrow. 

“T look only for love,’ He answered, “docile love that allows 
itself to be led by the Lover . . . disinterested love, that seeks 
neither for pleasure nor for self-interest, but thinks only of the 
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Beloved. Zealous love, burning, fiery and vehement love, that 
overcomes all the obstacles raised by egoism: that is true love, 
love that snatches souls from the bottomless pit into which they 
cast themselves headlong.” 

Encouraged by such condescension, Josefa plied Jesus with her 
attless questions. 

“How is it,” she wrote, “that when prayer is made for a soul 
month after month there seems to be no result? . . . How is it 
that He who so longs for the conversion of sinners, leaves their 
hearts untouched, so that many prayers and sacrifices are lost? ... 
and I spoke to Him of three sinners and especially of two, for 
whom we have been praying so long!” 

“When a soul prays for a sinner with an intense desire for his 
conversion,’ Our Lord answered graciously, “his prayer generally 
obtains the sinner’s conversion, though sometimes only at the 
last moment, and the offence given to My Heart is repaired. But 
in any case, prayer is never lost, for on the one hand, it consoles 
Me for the pain sin has occasioned, and on the other, its efficacy 
and power are applied, if not to that sinner, then to others better 
disposed to profit by it. 

“There are souls who during life and for all eternity are called 
to give Me not only the glory they owe Me themselves, but also 
that which other souls who are lost should have given Me... 
In this way My glory is not impaired and a just soul is able to 
make reparation for many others. 

“Let this be your constant prayer, Josefa: ‘Eternal Father, who 
out of love for mankind gavest Thy Beloved Son up to death, 
by His Blood, by His merits and by His Heart, have pity on the 
whole world, and forgive all the sins that are there committed. 
Receive the humble reparation offered Thee by Thy chosen 
souls. Unite it to the merits of Thy Divine Son, so that all they 
do may be very effective. O Eternal Father, have pity on souls, 
and remember that the time has not yet come for strict justice, 
but for mercy.’ “Do not refuse Me anything,” He said before 
leaving her, ‘and do not forget that I need souls to carry on My 
Passion, that divine wrath may be restrained. But,” He added 
reassuringly, “I will sustain you.” 


The converse that had taken place in the morning was continued 
that evening. Josefa was busy in the Auxiliary Chapel, when 
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suddenly Our Lord appeared to her. “You cannot know how 
much I count on you,”’ He said graciously. 

“But how is it possible, dear Lord, for I do nothing out of the 
way?” 

Do not be astonished . . . In spite of the number of offences 
committed by sinners, My Heart is consoled, for I have many 
who love Me. I do indeed feel keenly the loss of so many 
souls . . . but this sorrow does not cloud My glory. Understand 
this well, Josefa, when a soul loves Me, she can make up for 
many who offend Me, and this relieves My Heart.” 

“T explained to Him how much I would like to be one of those 
loving souls. What could I do to prove my love? . . . This 
Lent I would try to be very simple and very docile . . . and 
console Him specially by my humility, as Our Holy Mother told 
me the other day; only I am not sure what todo. . .” 

Then as a father bends down the better to explain a lesson to 
his child, Our Lord said to her: 

“The humility your Holy Mother spoke to you about does not 
consist in words or exterior actions exactly, but in the fidelity 
with which a soul moved by grace follows its inspirations, with- 
out letting itself be carried away by self-love. This, of course, 
need not prevent a soul from helping herself by exterior acts to 
acquire true and deep humility. That is what your Holy Mother 
meant. 

“And now,” He said, “this is what you will do to console Me 
for the sins of the world . . . and especially for those of My 
chosen souls. 

“During Lent, you will recite the Miserere every day with true 
humility and you will add a Pager. 

“You will prostrate three times for the space of an Ave Maria, 
to beg for mercy and pardon in the name of sinners, and for the 
same intention you will do whatever penances are allowed you. 

“T also desire that-three times a week between eleven and mid- 
night you place yourself at My disposal, that I may use you in all 
freedom and that we two together may appease the wrath of My 
Father in heaven, and obtain pardon for sinners,” 


She dared not promise to carry out this last request, “for,” 
she said, “I am not sure of obtaining leave.” 
“Submit yourself in this as in all else to the decision of your 
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Superiors,” answered the Master; “and now I am going to go on 
again telling you My secrets. 

“During Lent, I will make known to you anything that 
displeases Me in your soul and I will use you to comfort My 
Heart whenever I need you. Adieu, I will come back soon. . . 
Do net leave Me solitary . . . Do not forget Me.” 


This wish of the Heart of Jesus helped her to endure the painful 
days that followed. How could she leave Him solitary? . . . when 
the sins of men were being multiplied and were for ever calling 
on her thought and spirit of reparation. 

On Tuesday of the Quarant ’ore, 13th February, she once more 
came in contact with that supreme agony that she shared with all 
her soul. Whilst she was making the Stations with her sisters, 
Jesus came, His sacred face very sad and all disfigured with 
blood, but His Heart was on fire. He asked her to stay with Him 
a few minutes. She went to ask leave, and rejoined Him in the 
Chapel where the Blessed Sacrament was exposed. 


“Look at My face, Josefa, it is sin that has thus disfigured it. 
The world precipitates itself into pleasures of all kinds; such a 
multitude of sins are committed that My soul is drowned in 
bitterness and grief . . . Where shall I find relief for My sorrow? 
I here come seeking shelter and love in order to forget for awhile 
the ingratitude of men.” 

*T tried to console Him,” she wrote; “‘and a few minutes later 
He said: ‘Come with Me into your cell. There we shall repair for 
the many sins and offences that are being committed.’ 

“J went out of the Chapel, Jesus walked in front of me... 
then He disappeared, but when I opened the door of my cell He 
was already there. I knelt down and He said: ‘Prostrate yourself 
to the very ground and adore the Divine Majesty despised by 
sinful men. Make an act of reparation and say with Me: “O God 
infinitely holy, I adore Thee. Humbly prostrate in Thy presence, 
I beg of Thee in the name of Thy Divine Son to pardon the many 
sinners who offend Thee. I offer Thee my life, and I long to repair 
for so much ingratitude.” ’ 

“Here He stopped . . . and I asked Him if these sinful souls 
wounded Him. ‘Yes,’ He said, ‘very much, but My chosen souls 
comfort Me.’ 

“T spoke to Him from time to time, telling Him of my longing 


260 THE WAY OF DIVINE LOVE 


to comfort Him .. . but what could I do? . . . so wretched 
and incapable .. . 

“That is true,’ He replied, ‘but do you not know how little 
your wretchedness matters to Me? . . . What I want is to be 
Master of your wretchedness. Do not trouble yourself about 
anything else . . . My Heart transforms everything. Kiss the 
ground once more and say with Me: “My Father, God Holy and 
Merciful, accept my desite to console Thee. Would that I could 
repair for all the sins of the world . . . but as this is impossible, 
I offer Thee the merits of Jesus Christ, Redeemer of the human 
race, in order to satisfy Thy justice.” ’ 

“After a few moments of silence, I asked Him if the devil would 
persecute me again to-night as he had done on the previous ones, 
or whether I could make a Holy Hour with all the others? 

“ “Yes, I will let you spend that hour united to the feelings of 
My Heart which is burning with desire to attract souls to Itself 
in order to forgive them. Poor sinners, how blind they are! I 
want only to forgive them, and they seek only to offend Me. That 
is My great sorrow; that so many are lost and that they do not all 
come to Me to be forgiven.’ ” 


Then taking advantage of Our Lord’s indulgence, for He 
seemed disposed to answer all her questions, Josefa let them 
tumble out one after another with the simplicity of a child. 


“T asked Him if He remembers our faults after we have been 
sorry for them and have obtained His forgiveness.” 

“As soon as a soul throws itself at My feet and implores My 
forgiveness, Josefa, I forget all her sins.’ 

“I asked Him if people will go on offending Him to the end of 
the world.” 

“ “Yes, alas, . . . to the end of the world, but I shall also have 
some who are a comfort to Me.’ 

“I wanted to know if He does not make His voice heard by 
souls that are plunged in sin, in order to induce them to change, 
for I see for myself that when I am in temptation and resist, 
suddenly I feel within me something that makes me know the 
truth and at once I am seized with sorrow.” 

Jesus answered: “Yes, Josefa, I pursue sinners as justice pursues 


criminals. But justice seeks them in order to punish, I, in order to 
forgive.” 
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Then as she offered Him as a consolation the desires of religious, 
which are more than usually ardent during carnival time, He added 
before leaving her: ““My chosen souls are to My Heart a balm to 
a wound. I will return later, Josefa, go on consoling Me.” 


For the moment the consolation that He asked of her was 
fidelity, in spite of the toils in which the devil tried to ensnare 
her, and the agitation he caused in her mind. Of all trials this was 
the most painful, for it obscured her path and she no longer 
discerned where her responsibility lay, and was faced by her all 
natural weakness . . . How many times more would she not have 
to go through these shadows and darkness. 

Saturday, 17th February, all her gloom was scattered when 
Mary brought her the token she most valued, the Crown of 
Thorns of her Son: “It is for you, my child,” she said. “Do not 
worty at all about anything the devil puts into your imagination. 
They are only lies with which he tries to torment you.” 


And as Josefa told her how sad it made her to be unable to 
escape so many traps laid for her, Our Lady suggested this remedy 
to her: “Fix your mind on the Passion and sufferings of Jesus.” 
Then placing the Crown of Thorns on her head: “Take it,” she 
added, as she blessed her; “‘it will keep you in His presence.” 


A few houts after, it was Jesus with His peace who came to 
her: “Come . . . come closer,”’ He said to Josefa as she hesitated. 

“Promise Me never to let yourself be caught again by the 
devil’s snares.” 

That was what she wanted, but she did not dare promise, for 
she was so conscious of her weakness. 

“Never mind, Josefa . . . if you fall again, I will come to your 
help.” 

Then she artlessly confided to Him the counsel given her by 
her Immaculate Mother which she had already been putting into 
practice by fixing her mind from hour to hour on the Passion. 
“Yes,” said Our Lord with great kindness, “think of My 
sufferings.” 

And pointing out the direction His Message was to take in 
future, He added: “Henceforth I will come every day to talk to 
you about My Passion, so that it may be the subject of your own 
thoughts and of My secrets to you for souls.” 
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The Secrets of the Passion: the Cenacle 
18th-28th February 1923 


“Josefa, Spouse and Victim of My Heart, we are going to talk of My 
Passion, so that your soul may constantly feed on the thought of it, and 
that My souls may know where to go to slake their thirst and assuage 
their hunger’ 
(Our Lord to Josefa, znd May 1923) 


Tue gteat love-story of the Passion was about to be unveiled to 
Josefa stage by stage from the Cenacle to Calvary, during the 
Lent of 1923. We must not look for an account of facts of which 
the Gospels ate, of course, the official and authorized record. 
Jesus meant to disclose to Josefa the secrets of His Heart’s 
depths, spoken to one who would understand and sympathize 
with His most intimate sufferings. This revelation was made, 
then, to every soul that longs to penetrate into the sacred depths 
of His Heart, to hear Its pulsations, to share Its feelings and to 
refuse nothing that the Cross may demand of it. 

Josefa was to be the first to enter into this sanctuary, treading 
in the footsteps of her Master, and while He discovered Himself 
to her in the solitude of her cell, she would continue recording 
the Message of a suffering love made manifest to the world. 

A few days passed, however, before the divine promise was 
fulfilled. Our Lord was making His instrument pliant by keeping 
her waiting and abandoned to His will. But He still used her nights, 
and three times every week, Monday, Wednesday and Saturday, 
Josefa had permission to offer herself to His good pleasure 
before retiring to rest, 

After the night from Saturday to Sunday, 18th February, she 
wrote: 


“T offered myself to His sweet will, but as I was afraid of falling 
asleep, I asked Him to be kind enough to wake me. 

“Hardly had I gone to bed than I fell asleep . . . I do not 
remember what the time was when I awoke at the sound of His 
voice calling me. ‘Josefa!’ 

“Stupefied with sleep, I said: ‘O, my Jesus, forgive me. What 
time is it?’ 

““ “What does that matter, Josefa? . . . It is Love’s hour.’ 
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“How beautiful Jesus looked. He was bearing His Cross. I 
renewed my vows and rose at once, and He continued: ‘It is the 
hour when Love comes in search of comfort and relief by leaving 
you My Cross. Let us go and beg for pardon and mercy for 
souls. . . . Take My Cross that I may test a while.’ 

“He gave me His Cross, which weighed me down, and I also 
felt the pain in my side, and my soul was overwhelmed with 
anguish. . . . I longed to be able to comfort Him... but I 
felt so unworthy of bearing His Cross beside Him. . . . 

“That does not matter,’ He said. ‘My Cross will lean upon 
your misery and I will rest in your littleness. . . . My Cross 
will strengthen you and I will support you. 

“* ‘When a soul comes to Me for strength, I do not leave her to 
herself; I hold her up, and if in her weakness she stumbles, I will 
raise her. 

“Now let us ask pardon for souls ... let us repair the 
offences committed against the Divine Majesty. Say with Me: ““O 
God most holy and just . . . Father of all clemency and of 
infinite goodness, Thou who didst create man out of love and 
through love hast made him heir to eternal blessings; if he has 
sinned against Thee through frailty and if he deserves chastise- 
ment, accept the merits of Thy Son who offers Himself to Thee as 
a Victim of expiation. By those divine merits, forgive sinful men, 
and deign to reinstate them as heirs of Heaven. O My Father, 
pity and mercy for souls!’ 

** “Josefa, I leave you My Cross, that you may ease My burden; 
Iam your strength, console Me’... 

“Then He left me His Cross and went away.” 


On Monday evening, 19th February, she renewed the same 
offering before falling asleep. 


“T cannot tell whether it was His voice or His presence that 
woke me at about eleven o’clock. . . . Jesus was there, bearing 
His Cross, and I heard Him say: ‘Josefa, do you love Me?’ 

“Conscious of my misery and that I do not know how to love, 
I did not dare reply. . . . I asked Him to forgive me for letting 
myself be troubled by very small happenings which really are not 
worth it. 

“ “Yes make use of all these small occasions to win souls for 
Me.’ 


U 
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“Then with His usual kindness He went on: “Take My Cross, 
and we shall repair together the many sins committed at this 
hour of the night. . . . If you but knew how many throw them- 
selves into sin.’ 

“He gave me His Cross and I humbled myself in His presence 
. . . Ladored Him, for more than ever I realized my unworthiness 
in contrast with His greatness. He joined His hands and said: 
‘Come, let us adore God’s majesty, outraged by so many offences. 
Let us repair this multitude of sins! 

“OQ God infinitely holy . . . Father infinitely merciful, I 
adore Thee. I long to expiate the insults heaped upon Thee by 
sinners all over the world and at every moment of the day and 
night. Would that I could at least repair for those being committed 
at this hour. O My Father, I offer Thee all the acts of adoration 
and reparation made by souls who love Thee. Above all, I offer 
Thee Thy Divine Son, immolated on the altar in every corner of 
the world . . . at every moment of this hour. O Father, infinitely 
good and compassionate, accept His pure Blood in reparation for 
all the outrages committed by mankind, wipe out their sins and 
have mercy on them.’ 

“Then we remained in silence. Jesus was looking towards 
heaven. . . . My soul was in great anguish and my heart crushed 
with sorrow. ... After a time He spoke again: ‘Offer your 
whole being in reparation for so many sins, and to satisfy the 
Divine Justice.’ 

“T told Him that I felt unworthy to do this, as I too, am, a 
great sinner. 

“Tf your unworthiness and your sins ate great, come and 
immerse them in the torrent of My Heart’s Blood and let yourself 
be purified. Then accept generously all the sufferings My will 
sends you, and offer them up to My Heavenly Father. Your heart 
should burn with desire to console an outraged God, and repair 
for so many sins through My merits.’ 2 


As Jesus was about to go, Josefa ventured to remind Him of 
His promise to speak to her of His Passion. 


? Si tu indignidad y tus pecados son grandes, ven a sumergitte en el torrente de 
sangre de mi Corazén y déjate purificarl . . . y después acepta generosamente todos 
los suftimientos que mi Voluntad te envia para ofrecerlos a mi Padre Celestial. Deja 
que tu alma se abrase en deseo de consolar a un Dios ultrajado y toma mis Méritos 
para teparar tantos pecados.”’ 
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“Yes, I will come back,” He said. “Meanwhile comfort My 
Heart and do all you can in reparation.” 

These nights of reparation were renewed regularly, but they 
never prevented her from resuming her work as soon as it was 
light. During the night of Wednesday to Thursday, 22nd 
February, Our Lord again awoke her, for, worn out, she had fallen 
asleep quickly. “Here I am,” He said. “I have come to rest in 
you.” 

Promptly she rose, renewed her vows, and offered herself to 
ease His divine shoulders of the heavy Cross. “Yes, I will give it 
to you, Josefa, and with it all the pain in My Heart.” 


“At once,” she said, “He gave me His Cross . . . and I did 
my best to comfort Him. . . . He went on to say: “Tell Me, do 
you know a heart more loving than Mine, and any that meets 
with less response to Its love? Is there a heart to be found that 
consumes itself with greater willingness to forgive? And yet in 
payment for so much love I receive only great outrages. Poor 
souls . . . let us go and ask pardon, and repair for their sins. 

“<Q My Father, have ‘pity on souls. Do not chastise them as 
they deserve, but have mercy on them according to the entreaties 
of Thy Son. I long to make reparation for their sins, and render 
Thee the glory which is due to Thee, O God, infinitely holy! 
But cast Thine eyes on Thy Son, He is the Victim who will 
expiate all these sins.’ 

“Remain united to Me, Josefa, and accept with entire sub- 
mission the sufferings that are yours during this hour.’ ” 


Jesus went away and an hour was spent by Josefa crushed by 
excessive pain. “Suddenly,” she wrote, “the devil appeared before 
me and with a shriek of rage he cried: ‘It is my turn now.’ ” 

The rest of that night was passed under his blows, threats, and 
blasphemies. Exhausted, Josefa recovered only enough strength 
to drag herself to the chapel to receive Holy Communion. The 
time had come when, having brought her down to the very 
depths of her weakness and nothingness, Jesus would stoop, lift 
her up, take possession of her, and use her as one uses a perfectly 
mended instrument. That very morning, Thursday, 22nd 
February, when she had gone to her cell to snatch a few moments 
rest in transcribing the prayers she had repeated after her Master 
the night before, suddenly He stood beside her: “Josefa, spouse 
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and victim of My Heart,” He said gravely, “we are going to 
speak of My Passion, that your soul may constantly feed on the 
remembrance of it, and that My souls may find in it food for their 
hunger and drink for their thirst.” 


“I did not dare interrupt Him,”’ she said. “However, I asked 
Him leave to renew my vows. 

“Yes, renew them; it gives Me glory when you tighten the 
bonds that unite Me to you, and I fill your soul with so much gtace 
that not only is it as pure as on the day of your vows, but each 
time it gains a new degree of merit which makes it more pleasing 
in My sight. Thus, all souls united to Me by these close and sacred 
bonds clothe themselves in new merit and draw nearer to My 
Heart which delights in them, each time they renew their vows. 

“And now, Josefa, I will begin by discovering to you the 
thoughts that filled My Heart, while I was washing the feet of 
My Disciples. 

“* “Mark how the whole twelve were gathered together, none 
excepted: John the beloved was there, and Judas who was so soon 
to deliver Me to My enemies. I will tell you why I willed to have 
them all assembled together and why I began by washing their 
feet. 

“““T gathered them all together because the moment had come 
for My Church to be manifested to the world, and for all the sheep 
to have but one Shepherd. 

“It was My intention, also, to show souls that I never refuse 
gtace even to those who ate guilty of grave sin; nor do I separate 
them from the good whom I love with predilection. I keep them 
all in My Heart, that each may receive the help required by their 
state of soul... . 

“But how great was My sorrow to see in the person of My 
unhappy disciple Judas the throng of those who, though often 
gathered at My feet and washed with My Blood, would yet 
hasten to their eternal perdition. 

“TI would have these to understand that it is not the fact of 
being in sin that ought to keep them from Me. They must never 
think that there is no remedy for them, nor that they have for- 
feited for ever the love that once was theirs. . . . No, poor souls, 
the God who has shed all His Blood for you has no such feelings 
for youl! 


THE LENT OF 1923 267 


““Come all of you to Me and fear not, for I love you all. . . 
I will wash you in My Blood and you shall be made whiter than 
snow. All your offences will be submerged in the waters in which I 
Myself shall wash you, nor shall anything whatsoever be able to 
tear from My Heart Its love for you. 


“ “Josefa, let your soul be seized to-day by an ardent desire to 
see all souls, especially sinners, come and purify themselves in the 
watets of repentance ... Let them give themselves up to 
thoughts of confidence, not fear, for I am a God of pity, ever 
ready to receive them into My Heart.’ ” 


Here ended the first of Our Lord’s dictated messages. Josefa, 
who had written rapidly for some twenty minutes, said that He 
spoke “with such eagerness” that it seemed as if He were pouring 
out His Heart and taking intense pleasure in thus expressing 
His feelings. As quickly as she could, she committed to paper 
His burning words, which were only interrupted from time to 
time by a brief pause.? 

He then stopped, gave a long look at Josefa, who had put 
down her pen and was kneeling at His feet; a word of farewell, 
and He was gone. 

Josefa, steeped in the thoughts evoked by what she had just 
heard and written down, remained a few minutes spellbound 
before her open note-book. She did not re-read it, but handed it 
to her Superiors, who were always present. Then she hurried off 
to the workroom, where her sewing awaited her, but all day she 
turned over in her mind the sorrowful secrets that Christ had 
confided to het. 


Our Lord did not leave her long without asking her for more 
reparation for souls in peril. The evening of that same Thursday, 
22nd February, as she was just finishing the Stations of the Cross, 
He came to remind her that He counted on her co-operation. 


This time it was for three souls in peril “who are not only My 
own dearly loved ones, but especially singled out by My Heart’s 


affection’’. 


1 These are the burning outpourings of the Heart of Jesus taken down by Josefa 
whilst fice Master spoke, oa translated from the Spanish (through the French in this 
instance), large extracts of which will be found in the following pages. Our Lord 
did not exactly dictate, but He spoke with ardour and Josefa wrote down His wotds 


as they fell from the divine lips. 
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“That is why I come here to seek comfort in your midst . . . 
Notice, Josefa,” He added, “that what the devil said to you this 
morning is true: many souls find salvation here.” 

Then after making His thought clear: “You attract them to 
truth, souls so loved of My Heart, by your miseries and your 
lovers 

Josefa was surprised at these words: “‘Yes,”’ He continued, “two 
things predominate here: miseries and love. Love is the reason 
why so many souls find here new life, and it is misery that fixes 
the eye of God on this group of religious.” 

The next evening, Friday, 23rd February, at the end of the 
Stations of the Cross that Josefa and the Novices had just made, 
Our Lord became visible to her. 


“He was standing in front of the altar rails,” she wrote. “He 
was bearing His Cross and His loving gaze was on us all. ‘Souls, 
beloved of My Heart,’ He said, ‘how much comfort you give Me! 
Ah! could you but see . . . what marvels you would discover. 
. . . How your prayers are transmuted into treasure for souls!’ 

““As He said these words, He came close to me . . . and gave 
me His Cross. I told Him my fears; these last nights the devil 
had never stopped insulting this house, the Society .. . 

“« “Have no fear, Josefa; he can only threaten you, for you are 
guarded by Me who am almighty. If he hates you, it is because 
I love you. Ah, if only you realized the important work that is 
catried out in this house, and how much is done for My Heart 
and for souls here. . . .” 

“After having thus poured out His overflowing Heart, Our 
Lord continued: “But now My Heart is deep in grief because of 
those three souls whom I entrusted to you. . . . I shall come here 
for consolation as long as they continue to offend Me, for in this 
house I have so many who are My best beloved. . . . I leave you 
My Cross; do not leave Me alone.’ Then He added: ‘Love Me and 
comfort Me, Josefa.’ ” 


The Cross in its most painful form was to weigh on Josefa, for 
the devil, who had been given special power at this time, continu- 
ally vented his rage on her. She was expiating for those souls, 
Christ’s “specially loved ones”, who had allowed themselves to 
be seduced, and she was purchasing the light that would bring 
them back to the truth. 
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On Sunday, 25th February, Jesus visited her in her cell very 
early in the morning. Satan had tried all through the night to 
convince her of sin and her soul was troubled and anxious. 

“Why do you fear?” said Jesus gently to her. “Do you not 
know that your soul is that little dove that nestles in My Heart? 
Your wings are still rather grey, perhaps, for you have still many 
imperfections, but there is no question of the sins the devil 
accuses you of... . Yes, renew your vows and kiss My feet 
three times, each time strengthening the bonds that unite us. . . 
And now, Josefa, do not forget that you are but a tool, and a very 
useless and wretched one. 

“Kiss the ground and write . . . for we are going on with 
Love’s secrets. 

“T will tell you My reasons for washing the feet of My apostles 
before the Last Supper. 

“In the first place I would teach souls how pure they must be 
to receive Me in Holy Communion. 

“T also wished to remind those who would have the mis- 
fortune to sin that they can always recover their innocence through 
the Sacrament of Penance. 

‘And I washed the feet of My apostles with My own hands, so 
that those who have consecrated themselves to apostolic work 
may follow My example, and treat sinners with humility and 
gentleness, as also all others that are entrusted to their care. 

“T girded Myself with a white linen cloth to remind them that 
apostles need to be girded with abnegation and mortification, if 
they hope to exert any real influence on souls. . . . 

“T wished also to teach them that mutual charity, which is 
ever ready to excuse the faults of others, to conceal them and 
extenuate them, and never to reveal them. 

“Lastly, the water poured on the feet of My apostles denotes 
the zeal which burned in My Heart for the salvation of the 
world. 

“The hour of Redemption was, at hand. My Heart could no 
longer restrain its love for mankind nor bear the thought of 
leaving them orphans. 

“So, to prove My tender love for them and in order to remain 
always with them till time has ceased to be, I resolved to become 
their food, their support, their life, their all. Could I but make 
known to all souls the loving sentiments with which My Heart 
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ovetflowed at My Last Supper, when I instituted the Sacrament 
of the Holy Eucharist . 

“My glance ranged across the ages, and I saw the multitudes 
who would receive My Body and Blood, and all the good It 
would effect. . . . how many hearts I saw that from Its contact 
would bud forth virginity! ...and how many others that It would 
awaken to deeds of charity and zeal! . . . How many martyrs of 
love did I see. . . . How many souls who had been enfeebled 
by sin and the violence of passion would come back to their 
allegiance and recover their spiritual energy by partaking of this 
Bread of the strong! .. . 

“Who can describe the overwhelming emotions that filled My 
Soul? Joy, love, tenderness . . . but, alas, bitter sorrow also... . 

“Later I shall continue, Josefa. Go now in My peace; console 
Me, and do not be afraid; the well-spring of My Blood is not 
exhausted, and It will cleanse your soul.” 

Here Jesus stopped. 

“Adieu, kiss the ground. I shall return.” 

She waited several days for this return. Every morning found 
her faithfully in her cell, but He did not come; the devil, on the 
other hand, tormented her ceaselessly. 


The Blessed Sacrament and Sinners 
tst-11th March 1923 


“The Holy Eucharist is the invention of Love, but how few souls 
correspond to that love which spends and consumes itself for them!”? 
(Our Lotd to Josefa, 2nd March 1923) 


On the First Friday, 2nd March, at about nine o’clock, Josefa, 
active and alert, hurried to her workroom. She had waited long 
for the coming of Our Lord in her cell, but once again He had not 
come. She wrote in all sincerity: “I was rather glad to have the 
time, for I had a lot of sewing to do. . . . At times I am haunted 
by the idea that I do no work at all, and that I am of no use, what 
with all those things. . . .” 

This was a return of the old temptation which the devil never 
failed to suggest to her eager and devoted nature. 


“On reaching the foot of the ‘Saint Michael’ staircase, I came 
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face to face with Jesus. He stopped me and said: ‘Josefa, where are 
you going?’ 

““T am on my way to iron the uniforms in the linen-room, 
Lord.’ 

“ “Go to your cell,’ He said, ‘for I want you to write.’ ” 

She smothered the secret wish she had to get on with her work, 
and went upstairs and found that Jesus had already preceded her. 

“Who made you Josefa?” was His first question after she had 
renewed her vows. 


“Thou, Lord.” 
“Has anyone shown you mote love than I? . . . Who has 
forgiven you so often as I, and who will do so again? . . .” 


Full of shame, she was at His feet in an instant. 

“Yes, humble yourself, Josefa; kiss the ground, and never 
resist My will. Now write for My souls: 

“I want to tell them of the poignant sorrows which filled My 
Heart at the Last Supper. If it was bliss for Me to think of all 
those to whom I should be both Companion and Heavenly Food, 
of all who would surround Me to the end of time with adoration, 
reparation, and love . . . this in no wise diminished My grief 
at the many who would leave Me deserted in My tabernacle and 
who would not even believe in My real presence. 

“Tnto how many hearts defiled by sin would I not have to 
enter . . . and how often this profanation of My Body and Blood 
would serve for their ultimate condemnation .. . 

“Sacrileges and outrages, and all the nameless abominations to 
be committed against Me, passed before My eyes . . . the long, 
lonely hours of the day and of the night in which I would remain 
alone on the altars . . . and the multitudes who would not heed 
the appeals of My Heart... . 

“Ah! Josefa, let the thoughts of My Heart sink deep into 

outs. 
; “Tt is love for souls that keeps Me a Prisoner in the Blessed 
Sacrament. I stay there that all may come and find the comfort 
they need in the tenderest of Hearts, the best of Fathers, the most 
faithful of Friends, who will never abandon them. 

“The Holy Eucharist is the invention of Love . . . Yet how 
few souls correspond to that love which spends and consumes 
itself for them! 
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“T live in the midst of sinners that I may be their life, their 
physician, and the remedy of the diseases bred by corrupt nature. 
And in return they forsake insult and despise Me! . . 

“Poor pitiable sinners, do not turn away from Me. . . . Day 
and night I am on the watch for you in the tabernacle. I will not 
reproach you... I will not cast your sins in your face. . . 
But I will wash (hea in My Blood and in My Wounds. No feed 
to be afraid . . . come to Me. . . . If you but knew how dearly 
I love you. 

“And you, dear souls, why this coldness and indifference on 
your part? .. . Do I not know that family cares . . . house- 
hold concerns . . . and the requirements of your position in 
life . . . make continual calls upon you? . . . But cannot you 
spate a few minutes in which to come and prove your affection 
and your gratitude? Do not allow yourselves to be involved in 
useless and incessant cares, but spate a few moments to visit and 
receive this Prisoner of love! . . . 

“Were you weak or ill in body surely you would find time to 
see a doctor who would cute you? . . . Come, then, to One who 
is able to give both strength and health to your soul, and bestow 
the alms of love on this Divine Prisoner who watches for you, 
calls for you and longs to see you at His side. 

“When about to institute the Blessed Sacrament, Josefa, these 
were My feelings, but I have not yet told you what My Heart felt 
at the thought of My chosen souls; My religious, My priests . . . 
but I will tell you all this later on. Go, now, and do not forget 
that My Heart loves you . . . and, Josefa, do you love Me?.. .” 

It was by her courageous fidelity more than by her words of 
love that Josefa replied to this question of her Master. During the 
following night, which was more full of pain than ever, she 
gathered from the blasphemies of the devil that the three souls so 
specially dear to the Heart of Jesus and for which she had suffered 
so much during the past fortnight were about to return to Him. 
This encouraged her. 

On the evening of the First Saturday, 3rd March, she was in 
adoration before the Blessed Sacrament, when Our Lord appeared 
to her with His Heart all gloriously aflame. 

“Josefa,” He said with eager voice, “let Me rest a while in 
you, let Me tell you of My joy: those three souls that I had en- 
trusted to you have come back to Me. . . .” 
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And He continued: “My Cross is heavy. . . . That is why I 
come here to rest and to give a share of it to each of My well- 
beloved souls. . . . My Heatt is in search of victims to lead the 
world to love, and I find them here.” 

With what joy Josefa joined in her Master’s exultation. She 
offered Him all the desires of the house, which she knew were 
sincere and ardent, that His Heart might find comfort and that 
many erring souls might return to Him. Then, as she could not 
forget what Our Lord dictated to her yesterday, she asked Him 
if He would not tell her for His chosen souls what He expected of 
them in the Holy Eucharist. 

“Yes,” He answered, “I want to tell you this, that My best- 
loved and specially favoured souls, My priests and My conse- 
crated nuns, may learn it through you. If their infidelities wound 
Me deeply, their love consoles and delights My Heart to such a 
degree that I, so to speak, forget the sins of many others on their 
account.” 


“Then,” said Josefa, ““He spoke to me at length on that subject, 
but as we were in the Chapel, I told Him that I could not possibly 
remember it all so as to write it down afterwards. 

“* “Never mind; let Me speak to you and pour out all that My 
Heart feels. This night is “our night”’,’ He said as He left me. ‘I 
shall come and take My rest in you.’ ” 


Josefa was never allowed to forget that it was especially in 
suffering that she rested Him, and that there were many ways of 
bearing the Cross. The night was spent like the preceding ones, 
under the power of the arch-enemy, who pursued her with 
obsessions and temptations till the evening of the following day. 
Worn out as she was, and in spite of very great repugnance, she 
yet unceasingly told Our Lord of her unchanging love, and offered 
herself to carry out His will. 

Towards the evening of Sunday, 4th March, just as she was 
finishing the Stations of the Cross, Jesus appeared. 

“You are already forgiven, Josefa,” He said, even before she 
had time to confess her weaknesses and her sorrow. “And if you 
want to console Me,” He went on, “now is the time. To-night, 
very near here, they are holding a meeting in which I shall be 
much insulted. Offer yourself as a victim in such a way as to make 
reparation for the outrages committed by these souls. Poor 
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souls! . . . How they sin against Me! ... And afterwards .. . 
How will they manage to keep out of that place? . . .” 

A few minutes later Jesus joined her in her cell, where already 
she was in prayer, interceding for those sinners. He gave her His 
Cross and Himself guided her prayer: 


“<Q My Father! whilst these sinners offend Thy Sovereign 
Majesty and furiously outrage the Blood of Thy Son, look upon 
this willing victim which united to My Heart suffers and makes 
reparation. Deign to receive her sufferings in union with My 
merits, O Father of all goodness.’ Then He added: ‘Now let Me 
plunge your soul in the bitterness that is in My Heart.’ 

“And He vanished, leaving me in unspeakable anguish under 
the Cross.” 


Night came down on this state of woe and distress which lasted 
till the Master returned. 


**About ten o’clock,”? she wrote, ““He came back and said to 
me: ‘Give Me back My Cross. You have comforted Me.’ 

“T thanked Him for letting me know that He was somewhat 
comforted and I promised Him unconditional surrender. . . 

“Yes, whenever I need you, come and dress the wounds that 
sinners have caused. 

“You have given Me to drink,’ He added finally, ‘and I will 
give you a share in the Kingdom of Heaven.’ ” 


There followed a few days of interruption; then once more on 
Tuesday, 6th March, Jesus came at eight o’clock in the morning. 


ece 


Josefa, are you expecting Me?’ He asked. ‘I am going to 
reveal to you the greatest mystery of My love . . . of love for 
My chosen consecrated souls. Begin by kissing the ground. . . . 
When about to institute the Holy Eucharist, I saw the privileged 
throng who would be nourished by My Body and Blood; some 
would find there the'remedy for their short-comings, others con- 
suming fire for their imperfections. . . . I likewise saw them 
gathered round Me as in a garden, each separately rejoicing Me 
with her flowers and their scent. . . . As a vivifying sun, My 
sacred Body gave them life, and warmed their cold hearts. . . 

To some I went for comfort, to others for refuge, to others again 
for rest. . . . Would that all these cherished souls knew how 
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a they can console Me, harbour Me, or give rest to Me their 
od. 

“Tt is this infinitely loving God who after freeing you from 
the slavery of sin has given you the incomparable grace of your 
vocation and has mysteriously attracted you into the enclosed 
garden of His delights. This God who is your Saviour has made 
Himself your Bridegroom. 

“And He Himself feeds you with His immaculate Flesh, and 
slakes your thirst with His Blood. If you are sick, He will be 
your physician; come to Him, He will cure you. If you are cold, 
come to Him, He will warm you. In Him you will find rest and 
happiness, so do not wander away from Him, for He is life, and . 
when He asks you to comfort Him, do not sadden Him by a 
refusalon:. & 

“Alas, what sorrow it is to see so many who have been 
endowed with My choicest graces become a cause of pain to My 
Sacred Heart! Am I not always the same? . . . Have I changed? 
. . . No, My love is unalterable and will endure to the end of 
time with the same tenderness and predeliction. 

“°That you are unworthy I well know; but not for that do I 
turn away from you. On the contrary, with anxious solicitude I 
look for your coming, that I may not only ease your troubles, 
but also grant you many favours. 

“ ‘Tf I ask your love, do not refuse it. It is so easy to love Love 
Itself. 

* Tf I should ask you for things that cost, know that at the 
same time I will give you all the grace and strength you need to 
conquer yourself. 

*T hope to find in you My comfort, therefore have I chosen 
you. Open your whole soul to Me, and if you are conscious of 
having nothing worthy of Me, say with humility and trust: 
Lord, Thou knowest both the flowers and fruits of my garden 

. come and teach me how I may grow what will please Thee 
most. To one who speaks in this way and has a genuine desire 
of showing love, I answer: Beloved, if such is your desire, suffer 
Me to grow them for you . . . let Me delve and dig in your 
garden . . . let Me clear the ground of those sinewy roots that 
obstruct it and which you have not the strength to pull up... . 
Maybe I shall ask you to give up certain tastes, or sacrifice some- 
thing in your character . . . do some act of charity, of patience, 
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or self-denial . . . or perhaps prove your love by zeal, obedience 
ot abnegation; all such deeds help to fertilize the soil of your soul, 
which then will be able to produce the flowers and fruit I look for: 
your self-conquest will obtain light for a sinner . . . your ready 
patience under provocation will heal the wounds he inflicted on 
Me, will repair for his offence and expiate his fault...a 
reptoof accepted patiently and even with joy will obtain for a 
sinner blinded by pride the grace to let light penetrate his soul 
and the courage to beg pardon humbly. 

« ©All this I will do for you if you will give Me freedom. Then 
will blossoms grow quickly in your soul, and you will be the 
consolation of My Heart. 

“Lord, Thou knowest my readiness to let Thee do with me 
whatsoever Thou willt. . . . Alas, I have fallen and displeased 
Thee . . . wilt Thou forgive me once again? I am so wretched 
and can do no good! ... . 

“Ves, My beloved, even your falls comfort Me. Do not be 
discouraged, for this act of humility which your fault drew from 
you has consoled Me more than if you had not fallen. Take 
courage, go forward steadily, and let Me train you.’ 

“All this was present to Me when I instituted the Blessed 
Sacrament, and My Heart glowed with desire to become the food 
for just such souls. If I have taken up My abode among men it is 
not merely to live among the perfect, but to uphold the weak, 
and sustain the lowly. I will make them grow and become strong. 
Their good resolves will be My solace and I will rest in their 
wretchedness. . 

“But are there not some among these chosen souls who will 
inflict sorrow on Me? .. . For will they all persevere? .. . 
Such is the cry of grief that breaks from My Heart. . . . I want 
souls to hear it. 

“““Rnough for to-day, Josefa. Farewell. You comfort Me when 
you entrust yourself entirely to Me. Let Me tell you My secrets 
for souls, since I cannot speak to them thus every day. Let Me 
make use of you whilst you are still alive.’ ” 


The very next day, Wednesday, 7th March, Josefa heard the 
dolorous plaint of His Heart. “Kiss the ground in all humility,” 
He said as was His wont. 

She fell down in adoration at His feet, and when she had risen, 
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He spoke: “Write to-day concerning the pain endured by My 
Heart, when being constrained by the fire that consumed It, I 
devised the marvel of love, the Holy Eucharist. And while I 
looked at those many souls that would feed on this heavenly 
Bread, I could not but see also the indifference by which so many 


othets . . . consecrated souls . . . priests . . . would wound 
Me inthis Sacrament. There were those who would grow cold 
. . . gtadually yield to routine . . . and wotse than routine... 


to weariness and lassitude, and little by little to tepidity. .. . 
Still, I wait all night and watch in the tabernacle for that soul . . . 
fervently hoping that she will come and receive Me. . . that 
she will converse with Me with all the trust of a bride... 
telling Me of her sorrows, her temptations, her sufferings . . . 
asking My advice and begging for the graces she needs for 
herself or others. . . . Perhaps she has dependent on her or in 
her family souls that are in danger and far from Me? . . . ‘Come,’ 
I say to her, ‘let us discuss everything with perfect freedom. . . 
Be concerned about sinners. . . . Offer yourself to make repara- 
tion. . . . Promise Me that at least to-day you will not leave Me 
alone . . . then see if My Heart is not asking something more of 
you to comfort It. . . .’ This is what I hoped to obtain from that 
soul and from many another. . . . Yet when she receives Me in 
Holy Communion she barely says a word to Me... she is 
distracted, tired or put out . . . her whole mind is absorbed by 
her occupations . . . her family cares . . . her acquaintances 

. of maybe anxiety for her health . . . she does not know 
what to say to Me . . . she is indifferent, bored . . . wishes it 
wete time to go. . . . Is it thus that you receive Me, O soul 
whom I have chosen and for whom I have watched with all the 
impatience of love throughout the livelong night? 

“Yes, I yearned for her coming that I might rest in her and 
share her anxieties. . . . I had prepared fresh graces for her, 
but she does not want them . . . she has nothing to ask of Me, 
neither advice nor strength . . . she just complains to herself 

without so much as addressing Me. . . . It seems then that she 
has come simply out of routine, to go through a customary 
formality, or perhaps because no grave sin prevented it. But it is 
not love nor a true desire for close union with Me that has im- 
pelled her coming. Alas, that soul does not possess the delicate 
love I had hoped to find in her. And priests? . . . Who can 
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express all I expect from each of My priests... - They are 
invested with My own power, that they may forgive sin... . 
I Myself am obedient to their word when they summon Me from 
heaven to earth. . . . I am totally surrendered into their hands; 
they may confine Me to the tabernacle or give Me to the faithful 
in Holy Communion. . . . They are, so to say, My almoners. 

“To each I have entrusted souls that by their preaching, their 
direction and above all their example, they may guide them in the 
path of virtue. 

“What response do they make? . . . Do they all fulfil Love’s 
mission? . . . Will this My minister at the altar confide the souls 
of his charges to Me to-day? Will he make reparation to Me for 
the offences I receive, the secret of which has been entrusted to 
him? . . . Will he entreat of Me the strength he needs to carry 
out in holiness his sacred ministry? . . . zeal to work for the 
salvation of souls. . . . courage in self-sacrifice, more to-day 
than yesterday? . . . Will he give Me all the love I expect... 
and shall I be able to rely entirely on him as on My dear and well- 
beloved disciple? ... O what cruel sorrow for My Heart, 
when I am forced to say: “The world wounds Me in My hands 
and in My feet and it sullies My countenance. . . . My chosen 
souls and My consecrated religious, My priests, #hey rend and break 
My Heart... . How many priests after giving back grace to 
many souls are themselves in a state of sin! . . . How many say 
Mass thus . . . receive Me thus . . . live and die thus! .. . 

“Now you know what anguish oppressed Me at the Last 
Supper when I saw in the midst of the Twelve the first unfaithful 
apostle . . . and after him so many more who would follow 
him in the course of the ages. 

“The Blessed Sacrament is the invention of Love. It is life and 
fortitude for souls, a remedy for every fault, and viaticum for the 
last passage from time to eternity. In it sinners recover life for 
their souls; tepid souls true warmth; fervent souls, tranquillity 
and the satisfaction of every longing . . . saintly souls, wings to 
fly towards perfection . . . pute souls sweet honey and rarest 
sustenance. Consectated souls find in it a dwelling, their love and 
their life. In it they will seek and find the perfect exemplar of 
those sacred and hallowed bonds that unite them inseparably to 
their heavenly Bridegroom. 

“Indeed, O consecrated souls, you will find a perfect symbol 
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of your vow of Poverty in the small, round, light and smooth 
host; for so must the soul that professes poverty be: no angles, 
that is to say no petty natural affections, either for things used 
not for her employments, nor for family or country .. . but 
she must ever be ready to leave, or give up, or change. .. . Her 
heart"must be free, with no attachments whatever. .. . 

“This by no means signifies insensibility of heart; no, for the 
mote it loves the more it will preserve the integrity of the vow of 
Poverty. What is essential for religious souls, is first, that they 
should possess nothing without the permission and approbation 
of Superiors; and secondly, that they should possess and love 
nothing that they are not ready to give up at the first sign. Later, 
Josefa, I will-tell you the rest.” 

Several days passed without any mitigation of her suffering 
state. It seemed to her that several times she had yielded to the 
violent rebukes of the enemy, and she trembled lest she should 
have wounded her Master. 

“T even lost a communion,” she wrote sorrowfully. 

On Laetare Sunday, 11th March, Jesus returned once more, and 
gave her the full sense of security that she was forgiven. 

“Take My Crown and have no fear,” He said. ““The mercy of 
God is infinite and never refuses to forgive sinners, and more 
especially when there is question of a poor little creature like 

ou.” 
: Then alluding to the communion she had missed: “‘O, Josefa, 
if only you had known how I was longing for you to hide Me in 
your heart!” 

She could think of nothing to say to make Him forget that 

ang. 
E “You will make amends,” He said with the utmost kindness, 
“by preparing yourself to-day with very fervent longing for to- 
morrow’s communion. My Heart is consoled each time you tell 
Me of this longing . . . and then,” He went on, “the spirit of 
faith and blind obedience always. 

“But enough of this; you are already forgiven and My Heart 
has forgotten all. Continue now to write for My souls: Tell them 
how they will find in the small white Host a perfect symbol of 
their vow of Chastity. For under the species of Bread and Wine 
the real presence of God lies concealed. Under this veil, I am 
there whole and entire, Body, Blood, Soul, and Divinity. 


MA 
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“Tt is thus that one consecrated to Jesus Christ by the vow of 
Virginity must be hidden under a veil of modesty and simplicity, 
so that under the appearances of her humanity, a purity like that 
of the angels may be concealed. 

“And understand well, you who form the court of the Im- 
maculate Lamb, that the glory you give Me surpasses incompar- 
ably that of the angelic spirits; for they have never experienced 
the frailties of human nature, and have neither to struggle nor to 
conquer in order to remain pure. 

“You thus acquite a relationship with My Mother, who being 
a mortal creature was nevertheless of spotless purity . . . subject 
to all human miseries, yet at every instant of her life absolutely 
immaculate. She has glorified Me more than all the celestial 
spirits, and God Himself, drawn by her purity, took flesh of her _ 
and dwelt in His creature. 

“Further, the soul that is consecrated to Me by the vow of 
Chastity resembles Me, her Creator, as far as it is possible for a 
human being to do so, for when I clothed Myself in human nature, 
its miseries not excepted, I lived uncontaminated by the slightest 
blemish. 

“That is how the soul by its vow of Chastity becomes a pure 
white host, which unceasingly renders homage to the Divine 
Majesty. 

“Religious souls, you will find in the Holy Eucharist the model 
of your vow of Obedience. 

“For hidden and annihilated there, are the greatness and power 
of God. There, you see Me apparently lifeless, who nevertheless 
am the life of souls and the support of the world. I can no longer 
go away or remain, be alone or surrounded: Wisdom, Power, 
Liberty, all are hidden beneath the Host. . . . The species of 
Bread are the bonds that chain Me and the veil that covers Me. 

“Tn like manner, the vow of Obedience is the chain that binds 
a religious soul, and the veil under which she must disappear, so 
that she no longer has either will, judgment, choice or liberty, 
except according to the good pleasure of God as manifested to her 
by her Superiors.” 

Our Lord then stopped after this long discourse and Josefa 
allowed her heart to speak: 


“This morning there was a ceremony of First Communion,” 
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she wrote, “and I reminded Him of the consolation He doubtless 
felt in these pure and innocent souls. 

“His Heart was moved at the remembrance: ‘Yes,’ He said 
tenderly, ‘it is in souls such as these and in those of My nuns that 
I take refuge in order to forget the iniquities of the world. The 
children are like fair rosebuds to Me, where I seek shelter. As for 
My religious, I hide and rest in them, for they are full-blown 
roses who defend Me by their thorns, and comfort Me by their 
love. And you, Josefa, frail little flower, give Me that love. 
Be ready to follow Me to Gethsemane. There I will teach you 
how to suffer, and I will strengthen you by the sweat of Blood 
drawn from Me by the sins of men. Meanwhile console Me by 
your desire to hide Me in your heart. In that way you will repair 
for that lost communion. 

_ “Adieu, do not forget Me. Long for Meas Ilong for you. . . . 
Love Me as I love you. . . . Seek Me as I seek you... . You 
see that I never forsake you.’ ” 


Gethsemane 
t2th-15th March 1923 


“Stay close to Me in Gethsemane and let My Blood water and strengthen 
the root of your littleness.”’ 
(Our Lord to Josefa, 12th March 1923) 


THE very next day, Monday, 12th March, Our Lord called Josefa 
to Gethsemane. He began by reassuring her, for the night before 
Satan had multiplied his threats about her communion, to which 
she had so eagerly looked forward on the preceding day. 

“Have no fear,’ He said, “the power of the evil one is not 
greater than Mine. It pleases Me to hear you call Me, and Iam so 
consoled that every desire of your heart cries out to Me; it is as 
if so many who do not communicate, went to communion. 

“Humble yourself, kiss the ground, and then come with 
Me... let us go to Gethsemane, and may your heart be im- 
mersed in the feelings of bitterness and sadness with which Mine 
was submerged. 

“After having preached to great crowds, healed the sick, given 
sight to the blind, raised the dead . . . after having lived three 
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years with My apostles to train them and teach My doctrine to 
them . . . I finally willed to teach them by example how to love 
one another, to put up with one another, and how mutually to. 
serve each other; and this I did by washing their feet and making 
Myself their food. 

“The hour had come for the Son of God made man, Redeemer 
of the human race, to shed His Blood and give His life for the 
world. And that I might surrender Myself to My Father’s will 
I forthwith betook Myself to prayer. 

“Dearly loved souls, come and learn from your Model that the 
one thing necessary, whatever the revolts of nature, is surrender 
to God’s will in humble submission and by a supreme act of the 
will to accomplish the will of God whatever the circumstances 
may be. Learn also from Him that all important actions should 
be preceded and vivified by prayer, for only in prayer can a soul 
obtain the strength needed in life’s difficulties. In prayer God will 
communicate Himself, will counsel and inspire, even if His 
action be unfelt. 

“T withdrew into the Garden of Gethsemane, that is to say into 
solitude. God is to be sought within, away from distraction and 
noise. To find Him the soul must enforce silence on all the 
disturbances by which nature often fights against grace; on 
interior arguments prompted by self-love or sensuality. These 
constantly tend to stifle the inspirations of grace and keep her 
from finding God within. .. . 

“In order to give you an example, My beloved ones, I took with 
Me three of My disciples, from which learn that the three powers 
of your soul must accompany and help you in your prayer. 

“Let memory recall the benefits and perfections of your God; 
His power, goodness, love and mercy. Let your understanding 
seek out ways of responding to the wonderful graces which He 
has given you. Let the will be strengthened in its resolve to do 
ever more and better for Him. . . . Offer yourself to work for 
sinners in apostolic ‘labours, or in the silence and prayer of a 
humble and hidden life. . . . Submit your will to His... . 
Adore His will for you, whatever it is . . . and humble yourself 
as befits a creature before its Creator. . . . 

“It was thus I offered Myself to carry out the redemption of 
the world. 

“At the same moment I felt all the torments of My Passion 
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burst overwhelmingly upon Me: the calumnies and the insults 
. . . the scourging and the Crown of Thorns, the thirst . . . the 
Cross. . . . All these sufferings thronged before My eyes and 
pressed upon My Heart, while at one and the same time I saw all 
the offences, sins and crimes that were to be committed through- 
out the ages .. Inot only witnessed them all, but was invested 
in them . . . so that under the burden of their ignominy I was 
constrained to present Myself before the face of My all-holy 
Father and implore Him to show mercy. | 

“And there burst upon Me the wrath of an angry and offended 
God, and in order to appease His Majesty I offered myself as 
security for sinful man, I, His Son, to calm His anger and satisfy . 
His justice. But so great was the anguish and so mortal the agony 
of My human nature under the strain and weight of so much 
guilt, that a bloody sweat poured from Me to the ground. 

“O sinners who thus torture Me . . . will this Blood bring 
salvation and life, or will it be shed in vain for you? How can I 
express My sorrow at the thought of this sweat, this anguish, this 
agony, this blood . . . useless for so many souls. 

“That is enough for to-day, Josefa. Console My Heart; to- 
mortow we shall go on. . . Adieu. Remain close to Me in Geth- 
semane that My Blood may fertilize and strengthen the root of 
your littleness.” 

How was it that Josefa succeeded after such confidences in 
adjusting herself to the ordinary give and take of common life? 
Yet she was seen to be ever the same, working from morning till 
night. Only a very special grace could thus keep her present to 
all, whilst she was at the same time oppressed by those momentous 
disclosures from the divine lips. 

That night from the 12th to 13th March, Jesus returned with 
His Cross. It was her right, ratified by obedience; and while still 
reminding her of her unworthiness, Jesus entrusted her with this 
treasure which they shared. 

“TI rest in your nothingness,” He said, “‘but I find comfort and 
relief as well in the midst of My consecrated nuns, for though 
they are unaware of it, I entrust them too with souls who are 
saved and return to Me. . . . Keep My Cross, and to-morrow 1 
will tell you more of My secrets.” 

The night as usual was spent in diabolic attacks, and early 
next morning Jesus resumed His narrative. 
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“Kiss the ground,” He said to His messenger, whom He liked 
to see thus lowly at His feet. “I am not attracted by your merits but 
by My love for souls. 

“Yes”? He continued, “I have come to reveal to you the feel- 
ings of My Heart, and also to rest among you all. Ah! how 
happy I am when souls receive Me with joy . . . for I come 
either to console them or to seek in them My consolation. But 
they do not always recognize My presence, especially when it is 
accompanied by suffering. 

“And now let us continue our prayer in Gethsemane: 

“Draw near Me, and when you see Me submerged in an ocean 
of grief, rise, and go with Me to the three disciples whom I had 
left a stone’s throw away. 

“T had chosen them that they might share My agony, pray with 
Me and by their company afford Me some consolation .. . What 
wete My feelings to find them asleep? O the pang of loneliness, 
and to have none to share in My sorrow.... 

“How often My Heart suffers this same grief. . . how often, 
hoping to find solace among the souls It loves, It finds them 
slumbering! .. . 

“Tt is useless for Me to attempt to awaken them, to make them 
leave themselves and their preoccupations, their vain and fruitless 
conversations . . . too often the reply that reaches Me in act if 
not in words amounts to: ‘I cannot now, Iam too busy . . . too 
tired . . . I need repose’. Then gently insisting I say to this soul 
‘Come for a little while. Come and pray with Me, I need you, do 
not be afraid of sacrificing your rest for Me; I will be your 
reward’... .” And the same answer is repeated. . . . Poor sleeping 
souls who cannot watch one hour with Me.... 

“Beloved souls, learn from this how useless it is to seek comfort 
in creatures. How often you will receive only an increase of 
distress because they are asleep and respond neither to your hope 
not love. 

“I went back to.My prayer, and again falling on My face I 
worshipped My Father and implored His help. . . . I did not 
call Him ‘My God’ but ‘My Father’. It is when harrowed with 
pain that you too must call God your Father. Beg for His help, 
expose your woes . . . your fears, your longings . . . and let 
yout cry of anguish remind Him that you are His child. Tell 
Him that your body is exhausted . . . your heart is sorrowful 
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even unto death . . . that your soul is experiencing what seems 
a very sweat of blood. Pray with a child’s confidence and expect 
relief from your Father’s Heart. He Himself will comfort you 
and give you the strength necessary to endute the tribulation or 
suffering, whether it be your own or that of the souls confided to 
your care. 

“My soul, already shattered and a prey to sadness, had to endure 
still more deadly grief, for crushed by the weight of the sins of 
men, and in return for so much suffering and love, I saw only 
outrages and ingratitude. The Blood now pouring from My body 
and which I was soon to shed from countless wounds would be in 
vain for so many souls . . . many would be lost... . a still 
greater number would sin against Me . . . and myriads would 
not so much as hear My name . . . I would pour out My Blood 
for all, offer My merits to each soul. . . . Blood of aGod... 
infinite merits . . . yet to be in vain for how great a number! 

“Yes, I will shed My Blood for all and all will be loved with 
great love . . . but for some that love will be more tender, more 
intimate, more ardent . . . so from these chosen souls I will 
expect more consolation and love, more generosity and abnega- 
tion . . . in a word, a fuller response to My loving-kindness. 

“Alas! At this moment I see how many will turn away from 
Me. . . some will not listen to My call . . . others will hear 
but will not follow Me . . . others will respond for a time with 
a certain amount of generosity to the call of My Heart, but then 
will gradually grow drowsy and one day will say to Me by their 
deeds: ‘I have worked enough . . . I have been faithful to every 
detail of my duty . . . I have overcome nature ... I am no 
longer a child . . . so many privations . . . so much vigilance 
are no longer necessary ...I1 need no longer endure this 
restraint, etc... .’ 

“Poor soul! is this how you begin to go to sleep? . . . soon I 
shall return and as you are asleep you will not hear Me... I shall 
offer you My grace and you will not receive it . . . Is there any 
hope that later on you will be roused? Must one not fear that you 
will grow weak through lack of food and be unable to throw 


off your lethargy? .. . 
“Beloved souls, know that death has stolen upon masses while 
they were thus sleeping soundly! ... Where and by what means 


have they been awakened? . . . 
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“T saw all this and felt it in My Heart. What shouldI do... 
turn back, ask My Father to free Me from this torment? . . . Show 
Him the uselessness of My sacrifice for so many souls? . . . No! 
again I surrendered Myself to His holy will and accepted this 
chalice, to drink it to the dregs. 

“O souls that I love, I did it to teach you not to faint under your 
burdens. Never count them as useless, even if you are unable to 
reckon the result; submit your judgment and leave the divine 
will free to do with you whatsoever it wills. 

“T Myself would neither go back nor escape, and knowing that 
My enemies would come and seize Me in that very garden, I 
stayed where I was. 

“To-morrow we shall continue, Josefa; be on the alert, that I 
may find you awake if I need you.” 

A full hour passed in silence in the cell where Josefa, still on 
her knees, had not stopped writing for a moment. At last she 
ended her task and Jesus looked down at her and said: “Kiss My 
feet and remain in My peace. I am always with you even when you 
do not see Me.” 

He went away, but not for long, and early on Wednesday 
morning, 14th March, without further introduction, He resumed 
His narrative: 

“After having been comforted by an angel sent by My Father, 
suddenly I saw Judas coming, one of the Twelve, and with him 
those who were come to take Me prisoner. They carried staves 
and stones, chains and ropes to seize and bind Me. I arose, and 
drawing near, I said to them: ‘Whom seek ye?’ Then Judas, put- 
ting his hands upon My shoulders, gave Me a kiss. Ah! Judas, 
what are you doing? . . . Why do you betray Me with a kiss? 

“To how many souls cannot I also say: ‘What are you doing? 
. . . What does this kiss mean?’ : 

“Beloved soul, you who come to receive Me, so often assure 
Me of your affection . .. and you have hardly left Me than 
already you have betrayed Me to My enemies! You know very 
well that in that company you find so attractive there will be 
conversations that wound Me, you who communicated this 
morning and to-morrow will do so again... these are the 
occasions in which you lose My costly grace. . . . 

“And why do you carry on transactions of doubtful integrity? 
I say to another. Do you not know these are unlawful gains, 
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unlawful this rise in social position . . . this wealth? . . . In so 
doing you receive Me as Judas did with a kiss, for in a few 
moments, a few hours at most, you will give My enemies a sign 
by which they will recognize Me and so lay hands on Me. Now I 
speak also to you Christian souls: you betray Me by this dangerous 
friendship, you cast stones at Me and cause another likewise to 
betray Me. Why do you do this? You who know Me and so often 


have gloried in your almsgiving and church-going? . . . These 
acts which might be highly meritorious are but a cloak of your 
malice. . . . O soul whom I love . . . why are you enslaved 
by passion? . .. 

“Friend! whereto art thou come? . . . Judas, dost thou betray 
the Son of Man with a kiss, your Master and your Lord! He who 
loves you and is ready to forgive again . . . one of My Twelve! 


. . who sat at My table and whose feet I have washed? .. . 
“How often must I speak thus to the souls I love most dearly? 
“T do not ask you to free yourself, for I know it is not always 

in your power, but what I do ask of you is to keep up the struggle 
against your passions. . .. What are passing pleasures . . . if not 
the thirty pieces of silver for which Judas sold Me, and what did 
he gain? The loss of his soul. 

“How many have sold Me and will sell Me for the low price of a 
passing pleasure? . . . Alas, poor souls, whom seek ye? Is it I? 
This Jesus whom once you knew and loved... 

“Listen to My words: ‘Watch and pray, fight your evil inclina- 
tions and suffer them not to grow into confirmed habits.’ 

“The grass in meadowlands has to be mown every year, and 
in some cases even at every recurring season. The ground needs 
to be ploughed up, manured, and freed from weeds, and so must 
work be carried on in souls and evil tendencies carefully corrected. 
Do not imagine that it is always a serious fault that leads to the 
worst sins. The greatest faults are often the result of neglect of 
little things: a small satisfaction indulged in, a moment of weak- 
ness yielded to, a consent to do a thing in itself lawful but immor- 
tified, a pleasure not sinful, but ill-advised here and now. ... All 
these things recur unheeded, and little by little the soul is blinded, 
grace loses its power, passion increases and finally triumphs. 

“Ah! how infinitely sorrowful for the Heart of God, whose love 
is boundless, to see so many insensibly approaching nearer and 
nearer the abyss... . 
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“That will suffice for to-day, Josefa. Do not forget that My 
Heart is drawn here not by your merits, but by your misery and 
the compassion I feel for you.” 

Late next night, Josefa awoke at the call of her Master. He 
brought her His Cross, as had been agreed, and only said: “Take 
My Cross and be afraid of nothing. Never will it be beyond your 
strength to bear, for I have measured and weighed it in the 
balance of love. Ah! do you know the depth of My love for you 
and for souls? . . . It is for them that I use you, for little as you 
are, and worthless, yet I make use of your littleness by keeping it 
united to My merits and close to My Heart. 

“Keep my Cross, and suffer for souls and for love of Me.” 

This nightly endurance of pain, so dear to the Heart of Jesus 
as also to Josefa, continued till dawn. Jesus was thus preparing 
her for the tryst He had not failed to keep for many days. 

No sooner had Josefa reached her cell on the morning of 
Thursday, 15th March, the Feast of the Five Wounds, than He 
joined her. Standing before the table in front of which she knelt 
after having renewed her vows, He said as usual: “Kiss the ground 
and humble yourself, Josefa.” 

By this act she each time offered herself once more to do His 
will, 

“T have told you, Josefa, how those who offend Me gravely 
deliver Me over to My enemies to put Me to death, or rather they 
make themselves My enemies and the arms they use against Me 
are their sins. 

“But it is not always a question of grave lapses . . . there are 
souls and even highly favoured ones that are false to Me by 
habitual faults, by evil tendencies acquiesced in, concessions to 
immortified nature, failings against charity . . . obedience. . . 
silence, etc. And if sin and ingratitude from worldlings ate hard 
for My Heart, how much more grievous when inflicted by those 
I dearly love. . . . If the kiss of Judas caused Me so much gtief, 
this was because he was one of the Twelve, and from him I 
expected more love, more consolation, more sympathy! 

“O chosen souls, marked out by Me for My home of rest, the 
garden of My delights, from you also I expect more tenderness, 
consideration and attentions prompted by love, than from others 
who are not so closely united to Me. 

“You can be a healing balm to My wounds, you can cleanse 
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My defiled and disfigured countenance . . . you can help Me 
to enlighten blind souls who in the darkness of night seize Me to 
bind Me and lead Me to death. 

“Leave Me not alone . . . awake and pray with Me, behold 
the enemy is at hand. 

“When the soldiers came forward to seize Me I said to them: 
“It is I.’ Such, too, is the word I utter when a soul is about to 
yield to temptation: ‘It is I.” You come to betray Me and to deliver 
Me up. . . . No matter, come, for I am your Father, and if you 
consent, then it will not be you that bind Me with chains of sin, 
but I that shall bind you with chains of love! 

“Come, it is I who love you, it is I who have poured out all 
My Blood for you. . . . I pity your weakness, I long to open My 
arms and clasp you in Love’s embrace! 

“Come, My chosen one, come My priest . . . I am infinite 
mercy . . . do not fear that I shall punish you. . . . I shall not 
repulse you, but shall open My Heart to you and love you with 
even greater tenderness. I shall wash away your sins in the Blood 
of My wounds. All heaven will rejoice and wonder at your 
regained beauty, and My Heart will find rest in yours. 

“Alas, how sick at heart Iam when after words so tender there 
still remain some who would bind Me and lead Me to My 
eeat 2. 

“After he had given Me the traitor’s kiss, Judas left the garden, 
and realizing the gravity of his crime, gave way to despair. Who 
can measure My sorrow at the sight of My apostle casting himself 
into hell.!. .. 

“The hour had come, so yielding to the soldiery I meekly gave 
Myself up as a lamb into their hands. At once they dragged Me to 
the house of Caiphas, where they heaped insults and mockery on 
Me and where one of the soldiers struck Me a blow in the 
face. 

“The first buffet. . . . Mark My words, Josefa, do you think it 
gave Me more pain than the scourges of the flagellation? Doubtless 
no, but I saw in this first blow the first mortal sin of many souls 
who until then had lived in My grace. . . . And after the first, 
how many more . . . and how great the number of souls who 
would follow that example and fall into the same danger . 
perhaps into a like misfortune: death in mortal sin. . . 

“To-morrow we shall continue; meanwhile, Josefa, spend the 
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day in reparation and prayer that many souls may realize where 
their dangerous path is leading them.” 

The Feast of the Five Wounds was not to pass without the 
favour of a visit from Our Lady, and the gift of the drops of 
blood, which has already been related. The visit, however, was 
a brief one, and when Josefa timidly asked if she might state 
some of her difficulties, she answered: “I will return, and then 
you can ask me whatever you like.” 


The Flight of the Apostles 
16th March 1923 


“T will make My plaint resound by My apostles of the past and by My 
chosen souls of to-day” 
(Our Lord to Josefa, 16th March 1923) 


Our Blessed Lord came, anticipating His Mother, on the morning 
of the 16th March, and Josefa thanked Him for the signal grace 
conferred on her the day before. 

“If you ate faithful in your love,” He answered, “shall I not be 
faithful, too, in consoling you? I am preparing another proof of 
My love for you. Yesterday, Josefa, you received a few drops of 
My Heart’s Blood, to-day you will share the pain of the nails. 
. .. I will leave you My Cross, that you may bear it all day and 
that your love may comfort Me. I will sustain you, for I also do 
not cease loving you. Do you not see that I give you proofs of 
My affection? I shall go on doing so till the day when I take you 
to heaven with Me. 

“Now continue writing for the sake of souls: 

“My disciples have all fled; Peter alone, impelled by curiosity, 
but full of fear, slinks in among the soldiery. All around Me are 
false witnesses uttering lie upon lie calculated to increase the anger 
of the iniquitous judges. They call Me a seducer, a profaner of the 
Sabbath, a false prophet, and the servants and menials, stimulated 
by these accusations, utter cries and threats against Me. 

“Where then were you, My disciples and apostles, witnesses 
of My life, of My doctine, and of My miracles? . . . And all 
those from whom I had every reason to expect help and protec- 
tion—none was there to defend Me. I was alone, accused of the 
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wolves, 

“They all ill-treat Me; one strikes Me in the face, another 
spits upon Me, a third makes a laughing-stock of Me... . 

“And while I offered Myself to be thus ill-used for the sake of 
souls held captive by sin, Peter, whom I had constituted Head of 
My Church . . . Peter, who but a few hours before had vowed to 
go with Me to torments and to death . . . Peter, who has the 
Opportunity of giving testimony of Me, answers a simple 
question, first by a denial . . . and when the question is repeated, 
as fear takes an ever stronger hold of him, he swears that he has 
never known Me and has never been My disciple. . . . 

“Ah! Peter, do you swear that you do not know your Master? 
You not only swear it, but at a third question you deny Him, 
uttering horrible imprecations. . . . 

“O My chosen followers . . . can you fathom the pain of My 
loving Heart when My own chosen ones deny Me? When the 
world revolts against Me, when so many souls pour scorn upon 
Me, ill-treat Me, seek My death, and then turning to My own, I 
find nothing but loneliness and desertion. . . . What sorrow, 
what bitterness for My Heart! 

“To you as to Peter I say: ‘Have you forgotten the proofs of 
love I have given you . . . the links that bind youto Me... 
the oft-repeated promises of fidelity given to Me, and of defending 
Me even to death itself? ... 

“Tf you are weak and afraid of yielding to human respect, have 
recourse to Me for strength to conquer yourselves. Do not trust 
yourselves, but come to Me confidently, for I will sustain you. 

“All you who live in the world in the midst of perils and 
occasions of sin, be on your guard against danger, for would 
Peter have fallen, if resisting courageously he had not yielded to 
vain curiosity? 

“All of you who labour in My harvest-field or in My vineyard, if 
at some time you feel yourselves drawn to work by the attraction 
of a merely human enjoyment, fly. But if obedience, zeal for My 
glory or the good of souls, imposes a duty on you, have no fear; I 
will defend you, and you will pass victoriously through the danger. 

“While the soldiers were leading Me to prison, I saw Peter in 
the crowd and I looked at him . . . turning, he looked at Me and 
forthwith began to weep bitterly for his sin... . 
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“Tt is thus that I look on guilty souls—but they? . . . Do they 
look at Me? . . . Do our eyes meet? . . . Alas, how often I look 
in vain . . . that soul does not see Me, for he is blind! I urge him 
gently, but he does not respond. . . . I call the sinner by name, 
but receive no answer. . . . I send the trial that might awaken 
him, and still he slumbets. . . . 

“Beloved souls, unless your eyes are turned heavenward, you 
will in time become like animals that have no reason. Lift up 
your heads, gaze on your true fatherland which awaits you. Seek 
your God. You will find that He returns your earnest look and in 
His glance are peace and life. 

“Here we stop for to-day, Josefa; to-morrow we shall continue. 
Keep My Cross and comfort Me.” 

It was now three weeks since Our Lord had begun to reveal 
to Josefa for souls the secrets of His Passion. 

So forcibly did she become associated with His feelings that her 
life was saturated by this mysterious participation, and she was 
unable to detach her thoughts from it. She went about, she 
wotked and prayed and devoted herself, without for a moment 
losing sight of the sorrows that each morning were imprinted on 
her soul. 

Nights of reparation had their place in this consecrated life, 
continually bringing to Josefa’s mind the fact that she had been 
chosen not only to transmit a Message to souls, but to co-operate 
effectively in their salvation. The unity of this twofold mission 
was inscribed by Our Lord on every page of her life. She is 
victim, she is apostle, such is the true meaning of her vocation. 

On the 16th of March Our Lady responded to Josefa’s request 
of the day before, and gave her a fresh proof of her motherly 
love. 

“You wanted to ask me something yesterday?” she said kindly, 
when that evening she came while Josefa was at her needlework. 
“What was it?” 

Josefa answered that she wanted to know how best to pray to 
Our Lord so as to give Him pleasure. 

“I shall tell you,” was Our Lady’s reply, “but go up to your 
cell, where you can write.” 

A ne had hardly reached her cell when she was joined by Our 
ady. f 
“What pleases My Son most is love and humility—so write: 
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“O sweet and dearly loved Jesus, wert Thou not my Saviour, I 
should not dare to come to Thee, but Thou art both my Saviour 
and my Bridegroom, and Thy Heart loves me with the most 
tender and burning love, as no other Heart can love.. Would that 
I could correspond with this love of Thine for me. Would that I 
had for Thee, who art my only love, all the ardour of the sera- 
phim; the purity of the angels and virgins, the holiness of the 
Blessed who possess Thee and glorify Thee in Heaven. 

“Were I able to offer Thee all this, it would still be too little to 
honour Thy goodness and mercy. That is why I offer Thee my 
poor heart such as it is, with all its miseries, its weakness and good 
desires. Deign to purify it in the Blood of Thy Heart, to transform ~ 
and inflame it Thyself with an ardent and pure love. Thus the 
poor creature that I am, who can do no good but is capable of 
every evil, will love and glorify Thee as do the seraphim who in 
heaven are consumed with adoring love. 

“Lastly, I ask of Thee, O gentle Jesus, to give my heart the very 
sanctity of Thy Heart, or rather to plunge it in Thy Divine Heart, 
that in It I may love and serve and glorify Thee, and lose myself 
in Thee for all eternity. I beg this same grace for all those whom 
I love. May they render Thee for me the glory and honour of 
which my sins have deprived Thee.” 

Then Josefa shyly asked this most kind and indulgent Mother 
to tell her of an ejaculatory prayer that she could repeat over and 
over again while at her work. 

“Say these words which He will love: ‘O my Beloved, who art 
also my God, make my heart a flame of pure love for Thee.’ 

“And evety evening before you fall asleep, say with much 
respect and confidence: 

***Q Thou who knewest all my misery before Thine eyes were 
fixed on me—Thou didst not turn away from my wretchedness 
. . . but because of it Thou didst love me with a love more sweet 
and tender. I beg pardon for having corresponded so little to 
Thy love. . . . I beg of Thee to forgive me, and to purify my 
actions in Thy Divine Blood. I am deeply grieved at having 
offended Thee, because Thou art infinitely holy. I repent with 
heartfelt sorrow and I promise to do all in my power to avoid 
these faults in the future.’ 

“After which in all tranquillity and joy take your rest.” 

The day came when Our Lord matched the gentle courtesy of 
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His Mother, but in order to recount this sequel of divine con- 
descension we shall have to anticipate, and go on to 26th August 
of this last year of Josefa’s life. 

“Josefa,” He said to her that night, “‘is it true that you would 
like something to say to My Mother that would please her? Write 
what I tell you.” 

‘Then in ardent, burning, even enthusiastic words,” she noted, 
He said this prayer: 

‘© tender and loving Mother, most prudent Virgin, Mother 
of my Redeemer, I come to salute you to-day with all the love that 
a child can feel for its mother. 

“Yes, I am indeed your child, and because I am-so helpless 
I will take the fervour of the Heart of your Divine Son; with 
Him I will salute you as the purest of creatures, for you were 
framed according to the wishes and desires of the thrice-holy 
God. 

“ “Conceived without sin, exempt from all corruption, you were 
ever faithful to the impulses of grace, and so your soul accumu- 
lated such merit that it was raised above all other creatures. 

“Chosen to be the Mother of Jesus Christ, you kept Him as 
in a most pure sanctuary, and He who came to give life to souls, 
Himself took life from you, and received nourishment from 
you. 

“© incomparable Virgin! Immaculate Virgin! Delight of the 
Blessed Trinity, admiration of all angels and saints, you are the 
joy of heaven, Morning Star, Rose blossoming in springtime, 
Immaculate Lily, tall and graceful Iris, sweet-smelling Violet, 
Garden enclosed kept for the delight of the King of heaven«. . . 
you are my Mother, Virgin most prudent, Ark most precious 
containing every virtue! you are my Mother, most powerful 
Virgin, Virgin clement and faithful! you are my Mother, O 
Refuge of sinners! [ salute you and rejoice at the sight of the 
gifts bestowed on you by the Almighty, and of the prerogatives 
with which He has crowned you! 

“ “Be blessed and praised, Mother of my Redeemer, Mother of 
poor sinners! Have pity on us and cover us with your motherly 
protection, 

“I salute you in the name of all men, of all saints and all 
angels. 


“Would that I could love you with the love and fire of the 
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setaphim, and as this is too little to satisfy my desires, I salute and 
love you by your Divine Son who is my Father, my Redeemer, 
my Saviour and my Beloved. 

“TJ salute you with the purity of the Holy Spirit and the 
sanctity of the adorable Trinity. Through these Divine Persons 
I bless you and desire to render you filial homage constant and 
pure for all eternity. 

““O incomparable Virgin, bless me, since I am your child. 
Bless all men! Protect them and pray for them to Him who is 
almighty and can refuse you nothing. 

* “Adieu, tender and sweet Mother; day and night I salute you, 
in time and for eternity.’ 

“Now, Josefa, praise the Mother with the words of the Son, 
and the Son with those of His Mother.” 


> 


“Never,” said Josefa, “had I seen His Heart so resplendent, 
not heard in His voice such burning enthusiasm!” 


From the Prison to the Scourging 
17th—-z1st March 1923 


“Look at My Wounds! Has any one else suffered so much to prove His 
love?” 
(Our Lord to Josefa, 21st March 1923) 


> 


“Tr is twenty-two yeats to-day,” wrote Josefa (Saturday, 17th 
Match 1923), “‘since I heard the voice of Jesus for the first time, 
when I was preparing for my First Communion. I was reminding 
Him of this during my thanksgiving when suddenly He appeared 

. such loveliness! His garment seemed of gold and His Heart 
one blaze of fire . . . How can I describe It?” 


“ “Josefa,” I said to you then, ‘I want you to be all Mine.’ 
To-day I can say to you: ‘You are all Mine.’ Then I was preparing 
to attract you to My Heart . . . to-day you are imprisoned in It. 
Come .. . enter and rest therein, since it is your dwelling.” 

Then He opened His Heart to admit Josefa. . . . “It was like 
heaven,” she wrote, “and I thought myself no longer on this 
earths a 


W 
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These ineffable moments were of short duration; every time 
that she enjoyed their strength and peace she knew it to be but a 
pause between two phases. Such were heaven’s designs. 

A few hours later she was at her post of waiting, till it pleased 
Him to lead her still further into His sorrowful Passion: 

“Contemplate Me in the prison where I spent the greater part 
of the night. The soldiers came and, adding words to injuries, 
insulted Me, mocked Me, outraged Me, and gave Me blows on 
My face and on My whole body. 

“Tired of their sport, at length they left Me bound and alone 
in the dark and noisome place, where, seated on a stone, My 
aching body was cramped with cold. 


“Compare the prison with the Tabernacle . . . and especially 
with the hearts that receive Me. 
“In the prison I spent only part of one night . . . but in the 


Tabernacle, how many days and nights? 

“In the prison I was insulted and ill-treated by soldiers who 
were My enemies. In the Tabernacle most often it is they who call 
Me their Father who treat Me thus, but how unlike that of children 
is the treatment! .. . 

“Tn the prison I endured cold, sleeplessness, hunger and thirst, 
pain, shame, solitude, and desertion. And there passed before 
My mind’s eye all the tabernacles where in the course of ages I 
should lack the shelter of love . . . the icy-cold hearts that would 
be as hard and unfeeling as the stones of the prison floor were to 
My numbed and wounded body. 

“And how often should I wait for this or that other soul to 
visit Me in the Blessed Sacrament and receive Me into his heart 
- . » how many nights should I spend longing for his coming . . . 
but he would let business or carelessness or anxiety for his health 
get the better of him . . . and he would not come! 

“How often should I hunger for souls . . . for their fidelity 
. . . for their generosity . . . would they satisfy that eager 
hunger by a little victory over self or by a slight mortification? . . . 
Would they comfort Me in My sorrow by their tenderness and 
compassion? . . . In some hard moment would they endure the 
pain... neglect... scorn... opposition . . . grief of soul or 
family . . . would they come to Me and say: “This I offer Thee 
to console Thy sadness, to keep Thee company in Thy solitude.’ 
O! if they would thus unite themselves to Me, with what peace 
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would they face difficulties . . . how much fortitude they would 
win and how they would gladden My Heart! 

“In the prison what shame I felt at the obscene words of those 
around Me . . . and My distress was increased by the thought 
that like words would one day fall from lips I love. 

“When blows and buffets were rained upon Me by the filthy 
hands of the soldiery it recalled to My mind how often those 
who would receive Me into hearts fouled by unrepented sin 
would shower reiterated blows on Me by habitual and willed 
sin. 

“And in the prison when they pushed Me and let Me fall to the 
ground bound and helpless, so many were present to My mind 
who would prefer a moment’s satisfaction to Me, would load 
Me with chains by their ingratitude, would push Me back and 
again cause Me to fall, by leaving Me alone. 

“O you who are consecrated to Me, draw near to the Bride- 
groom of your souls in His prison. Gaze steadfastly upon Him 
during that night of pain and see that sorrow continued in the 
loneliness of countless tabernacles and the coldness of many 
hearts. 

“If you are desirous of proving your sympathy, open your 
hearts and let Me find a prison therein. .. . 

“There bind Me with chains of love . . . there clothe Me with 
loving attentions. . . . Appease My hunger by your generosity. 

. Assuage My thirst by your zeal. . . . Comfort Me in My 
sorrow by keeping Me faithful company and wiping away My 
shame by your purity and uprightness of intention. 

“Tf you wish Me to take My rest in you, prepare for My coming 
by acts of self-denial . . . master your imagination and calm the 
tumult of your passions . . . then in the stillness of your soul 
I shall sleep in peace and you will hear My voice speaking gently 
within you: O Bride of My Heart! to-day you are My repose, but 
for all eternity I shall be your rest. . . . Tenderly and with love 
you have harboured Me in the prison of your heart. I shall be your 
reward exceeding great and you will never regret any sacrifice 
you have made for Me during your life! 

“Let us end, Josefa, and let Me spend to-day in the prison 
of your soul. Keep it in deep silence, that you may hear My words 
and respond to the wishes I shall confide to you.” 

Three days were spent in this contemplation, not without 


298 THE WAY OF DIVINE LOVE 

bringing to Josefa the grace of tribulations through which she 
kept watch with the Divine Prisoner. She was unconscious of the 
rOle assigned to her, which one would have expected would 
always be nothing but a delight to her. But the kind of love her 
Master demanded was of a sterner sort, fed on strife, humiliation, 
and suffering: “It is good for you,” Our Lady had once said to 
her, “to love without knowing or feeling it.” 

Throughout this history this will be the one lesson Jesus and 
His Mother never cease inculcating on those chosen souls who 
ate to be the instruments of His infinite mercy and of His redeem- 
ing love. 

In the evening of Tuesday, zoth March, while she was hanging 
out the linen in the garden, suddenly Josefa met Our Lord, who 
looked at her with compassion. 

“Go up to your cell,’ He said. “I want you to write.” 

Hardly had she reached it than He rejoined her. He was bearing 
the Crown of Thorns on His head, and she begged Him to give 
it to her. 

“Yes, I will give it to you with great love... Take it and let 
us write for My souls. 

“After having spent the greater part of the night in the damp, 
obscure and sordid prison . . . after having been subjected to 
outrages and ill-treatment by the soldiery . .. to the insults 
and mockeries of the servants, who wete curious to see what 
would become of Me . . . when My body was already exhausted 
by so many torments . . . listen, Josefa, to the burning desires 
of My Heart: 

“What filled Me with love and made Me long for more suffer- 
ing was the thought of so many who would follow in My foot- 
steps. 

“I saw them faithfully imitating Me and learning from My Heart 
not only to accept suffering and contempt with patience and 
serenity, but also to extend their love to those who would per- 
secute them. 

“Like Me they would rise to the height of offering themselves 
up in sacrifice for those who ill-treated them. 

“I saw them, strengthened by grace, answer the divine call, 
become religious, imprison themselves in solitude, bind them- 
selves with chains of love, give up all they cared for, endure 
courageously rebellions of natute, accept willingly misjudgments, 
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contempt, slander, the condemnation of their life as foolishness 
. and throughout all this keep their hearts intimately united 
to their God and Lord. 

“So, in the midst of outrages and infamous treatment this 
prospect enkindled Me with a burning desire to catty out the 
divine will in all things. Hence, alone and in much pain, but in 
close union with the will of My Father, I offered Myself to make 
amends to His outraged glory. 

“You, O religious souls who live in the prison chosen by Love, 
often deemed useless and even dangerous in the eyes of the 
world, have no fear; in your solitude and moments of stresst, le 
the world rant against you . . . only join your heart yet rclose 
to God, the one object of your affections, and do all you can to 
repair for the sins and the outrages of mankind. 

“At dawn next day, Caiphas ordered Me to be taken to Pilate, 
that he might condemn Me to death. 

“Pilate questioned Me shrewdly, hoping to discover a true 
cause for My condemnation, but finding none, his conscience 
soon told him of what a grave injustice he would be guilty . . 
so to evade the responsibility He sent Me to Herod. 

*Pilate’s soul is typical of those who, tossed between the 
impulses of grace and the allurements of their own passions, 
blindly yield to human respect and excessive self-love; for if they 
ate faced by a temptation or a dangerous occasion of sin, they 
blind themselves and argue, until they gradually persuade them- 
selves that there is no harm, no peril in it . . . they are wise 
enough to decide for themselves and have no need of advice .. . 
they are afraid of seeming ridiculous in the eyes of the world . . 
they lack energy to overcome themselves, and not making use of 
grace they fall into one occasion of sin after another, until, like 
Pilate, they deliver Me up to Herod. 

“When it is question of a religious, there is perhaps no intention 
of offending Me gravely. But to resist, a humiliation would have 
to be accepted, or some annoyance borne . . . and if, far from 
following the inspiration of grace, and honestly manifesting the 
temptation, this soul in self-interrogation decides that there is 
no reason to avoid this danger or to refuse herself this satisfaction, 
she will soon fall into graver peril. . . . Like Pilate, she will be 
blinded and lose the courage to act with straightforwardness, and 
gtadually, if not soon, she will come to delivering Me to Herod.” 
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Jesus stopped, and addressing Himself to Josefa, said: “Remain 
in peace and in the consciousness of your miseries and nothing- 
ness. It takes so little to shake you . . . but have no fear; My 
mercy and love ate infinitely greater, and your weakness will 
never sutpass My strength.” 

This principle Our Lord never grows tired of repeating. He 
wants through Josefa to teach other souls of whose wretchedness 
He is fully aware, but whose humble trust and brave hearts 
rejoice His; they will learn that nothing interferes with His 
plans, and that weakness does no more than hinder them for a 
moment. 

At eleven o’clock He came again, for it was one of the nights 
He had chosen. But He was not bearing His Cross, which at 
once made Josefa anxious. 

“For,”’ she said, “He always brings it at night, and I have the 
permission of my Mothers to wait for Him at this time only in 
otder to comfort Him. . . . I care nothing for my own rest; 
IT only want His.” 

Jesus read this in her heart—He loved the simple and very 
true protestations of the affection which He knew so well. ““Have 
no fear,” He said. “Where I am, there is My Cross.” And sud- 
denly she felt its weight upon her shoulder. Jesus continued: 

“Carry it with reverence and affection for the salvation of many 
souls that are in peril.” 

After a few minutes of silence spent in an attitude of intense 
supplication, He united her with Him in prayer and said gravely: 

“Offer to My Eternal Father the sufferings of My Passion; say 
with Me: 

“O heavenly Father! look upon the wounds of Thy Son and 
deign to accept them, that souls may accept Thy grace. 

“May the nails which pierced His hands and feet pierce those 
hardened hearts, and His Blood touch them and lead them to 
repentance. May the weight of the Cross on the shoulders of 
Jesus Thy Divine Son obtain for them the grace to unload 
themselves of their sins in the confessional. 

“I offer Thee, O heavenly Father, the Crown of Thorns of Thy 
beloved Son. By the agony it caused Him, grant true contrition 
to souls for all their sins. 


“O Father! O God of mercies, I offer Thee the abandonment of 
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Thy Son on the Cross, His thirst and all His pain, that sinners may 
recover peace and consolation in sorrow for their sins. 

“Lastly, O God of all compassion, in the name of the perse- 
veting prayer of Jesus Christ Thy Son for the very men who were 
crucifying Him, I beg and implore Thee to grant to souls love of 
God And perseverance in well-doing. 

“And just as the torments of Thy beloved Son ended gloriously 
in eternal bliss, so may the sufferings of penitent souls be crowned 
by the everlasting reward of your glory. 

“Keep my Cross, Josefa—remain united to My sufferings and 
continually offer to God the Father the wounds of His Son.” 

After a few moments’ pause Jesus departed, leaving Josefa 
alone with the weight of the Cross on her shoulder. 

On the morning of the 21st March He returned and resumed 
the same subject as on the previous day: 

“Go on writing, Josefa.” 

“To all Pilate’s questions I answered nothing, but when he 
said ‘Art Thou the King of the Jews?’ then gravely and with full 
responsibility I replied: “Thou sayest it; I am King, but My 
Kingdom is not of this world.’ 

“So, when an occasion of conquering human respect and 
accepting bravely either humiliation or suffering (even if it could 
easily be avoided) presents itself, a soul should answer: ‘My 
Kingdom is not of this world’, for that reason I do not seek 
human favour; I go to my true fatherland, where rest and joy 
await me. Meanwhile I will do my duty faithfully and make no 
account of the opinion of the world. If for this I must seek 
humiliation or suffering, I will not draw back; I will listen to the 
voice of grace and disregard that of nature. If I am unable to do 
this alone, I will ask advice, for I know how often self-love and 
passion blind me and entice me into the paths of evil. 

“Consider, O beloved souls, my repulsion when brought face 
to face with so vicious a man, whose questions, gesticulations, 
and movements filled Me with shame. 

“O virgin souls and pure . . . come near Me and defend Me. 
. . . Listen to the false witnesses . . . see the implacable desire 
of this crowd avid for scandals and before which I am made a 
laughing-stock. Herod expected Me to reply to his sarcastic 
remarks, to justify and defend Myself, but I opened not My lips 
and kept the most profound silence in his presence. 
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“This silence testified to My sovereign dignity, for the obscene 
comments of so perverted a man were not worthy of exchange 
of words with the All-pure. 

“During this interview My Heart was closely united to My 
Heavenly Father. I desired ardently to shed the last drop of My 
Blood for souls whom I love so much, and I was all inflamed with 
love at the thought of those who would follow My example and 
My generosity. Not only did I rejoice during this terrible inter- 
rogatoty, but I was urged from within to hasten the moment of 
My suffering on the Cross. 

“After undergoing these ignominies in complete silence, I 
allowed Myself to be treated as a fool and arrayed in a white 
garment, the sign of derision, and thus was I led back to Pilate 
amid the jeers of the multitude. 

“Look at Pilate! See how afraid and disturbed he is; he is at 
his wits’ end in order to calm the fury of the people who demanded 
My death; he orders Me to be scourged. 

“Such is the soul that has not enough courage and generosity 
to break energetically with the world’s demands, her nature or 
her passions. Instead of obeying conscience and making short 
work of temptation which she knows does not come from the 
good spirit, she yields to one fancy or another, to a slight satis- 
faction . . . if she overcomes herself on one point, she gives in 
on another, which would need greater effort; if she does some 
mortification, she hesitates about others which would ensure her 
fidelity to grace or the Rule, but would deprive her of some 
small pleasure. She allows herself half of what nature or passion 
demands and so soothes her conscience. 

“We will suppose that there is question of divulging some 
fault, real or imagined, that she has found in another. It is neither 
fraternal charity nor zeal for the general good that prompts her, 
but a hidden envy, the result of passion, which is her true motive. 
Grace and conscience alarm her, and act as a warning of the spirit 
inspiting the injustice she is about to commit. There may be a 
moment of interior struggle, but immortified passion soon 
deprives her of the light and courage to reject so diabolic a 
purpose. Then she contrives a way of suppressing part of what she 
knows, but not all, consoling herself with the thought that it is 
tight that such things should be known. . . . I will confine 
myself to a hint . . . ete. 
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“Like Pilate you give Me up to the scourges! Do not think 
you will satisfy passion thus . . . to-day so much, to-morrow 
more. . . . And if you have given in on only a small provoca- 
tion, how will you act when temptation is violent? 

“Contemplate Me, O My beloved, being led away as a meek 
lamb to the shameful and terrible punishment of the scourging. 

“Blow after blow is discharged by the executioners on My body, 
already covered with bruises and broken with fatigue. . . . With 
whips and knotted cords they strike Me with such violence that 
My very bones ate shaken and I am torn with innumerable 
wounds . . . bits of My divine flesh are rent off by the scourges 
. . . blood flows from every limb, and I am reduced to such a 
state of pitiable disfigurement as no longer to resemble a human 
being. 

“Can you contemplate Me in this sea of sorrow and remain 
unmoved? Pity I did not expect from My executioners, but from 
you, O My chosen souls, I do look for compassion! 

“See My wounds! who has suffered for love of you as I have? 
Then addressing Josefa, Jesus continued: 

“Contemplate Me in this state of ignominy, Josefa.” 

Jesus was silent and Josefa raised her eyes to the Master she 
so loved. . . . He stood there before her in the woeful state to 
which the scourging had reduced Him. For a long time He kept 
her eyes on that sorrowful sight as if to imprint it for ever on her 
soul. Breaking silence at last: 

“Tell Me,” He said, “will not My wounds give you strength to 
conquer and resist temptation? .. . 

“Tell Me if you find not in them generosity wherewith to hand 
yourself over and sacrifice everything to My will? 

“Yes, Josefa, gaze on My wounds and let yourself be guided by 
grace and by the desire to comfort Me who am the victim of sin. 

“Do not be afraid that your torments will ever equal Mine. ... 
My grace will help you to do whatever I ask of you. 

“Adieu, keep Me thus before your eyes!” ' 

Our Lord then disappeared, and Josefa, her eyes closed, te- 
mained motionless, with an expression of unspeakable emotion 
on her face. Silence reigned in the little cell where such an amazing 
scene had just been enacted. Jesus had reminded souls that “it 
is not for nothing” that He has loved them with a love we can 
only call “frighteningly serious’’. Little by little Josefa came back 
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to herself; her tears began to flow freely . . . speech was 
impossible . . . but she remembered that she was merely the 
instrument to catty a Message, a witness to the excesses of this 
love, and that souls had a right to receive from her the message 
of boundless love. 

She took up her pen, and still trembling, wrote: 


“T saw Him in the state in which the scourging had left Him. 
This sight has filled me with such compassion that it seems to me 
that I should have courage to endure any suffering, however 
intense, to the end of my life... . 

“No pain could come anywhere near His agony. . . . 

“What struck me most was the expression of His tortured 
eyes—those eyes usually so beautiful and so expressive... 
to-day they were closed, swollen and filled with blood, especially 
the right eye. His hair damp with blood fell over His face, eyes 
and mouth. He was standing, but bent and bound to something 
... but I saw nothing but Him—His hands were tied together 
at the height of His waist and covered with blood. His body was 
furrowed with wounds and dark bruises, the veins of His arms 
all swollen and blackened. From His left shoulder hung a frag- 
ment of torn flesh about to detach itself, and the same was the 
case in several other parts of His body. His garments lay at His 
feet, crimsoned with His blood. A very tight cord held a rag of 
cloth round His waist, but its colour was quite indistinguishable, 
so impregnated was it with blood.” 


Hete Josefa stopped; she was unable to go on . . . “I cannot 
give an account of what I saw . . . for words failme . . .” 

The whole day passed under the unspeakable sensations caused 
by what Josefa had witnessed, which her face expressed in its 
deep sadness. Nothing else, however, betrayed this consuming 
inner life. 

Who would have imagined that on this Wednesday in Passion 
week Our Lord would have deigned to manifest His wounds to 
the most obscure and hidden of His consecrated religious? No 
doubt His divine eyes were fixed on the many souls who would 
read in this account the proof of His infinite love, and who, with 
faith reanimated at the thought of such tortures endured for love 
of them, would, like Josefa, draw courage to refuse Him no 
sacrifice. 
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From the Crowning with Thorns to the Despair of 
Judas 
22nd—25th March 1923 


“Be attentive, O souls that I love, to the sufferings of My Heart’ 
(Our Lord to Josefa, 24th March 1923) 


JoseFA had not seen Our Blessed Lady for several days, but it 
was she, who in the night of the 21st-2znd March, brought her 
the Cross. 


“I was awakened by a slight noise,” wrote Josefa, “‘and at once 
I saw her standing by my bed. She was bearing the Cross on her 
right arm: 

“Tt is I, daughter,’ she said, ‘and I come to entrust the Cross 
of Jesus to you, that you may comfort Him, for a great many 
sinners are offending Him. But one in particular is causing Him 
intense grief.’ ” 


Then after reminding her that the first and best way of repairing 
was to allow herself to be used according to His will, she con- 
cluded: “‘Now keep this precious treasure and pray for souls... .” 

Her prayer for souls, begun thus under the Cross of Christ, 
was continued in the pains of hell, where for some time past she 
had nightly “fulfilled that which was wanting in the Passion of 
Christ’’. 

On Thursday, 22nd March, Our Lord appeared to her just as 
she was preparing to leave her cell at nine o’clock in the morning. 
“Kiss the ground,” He said, “‘and let your whole soul be pene- 
trated with what I am about to confide to you.” 

Humbly she threw herself at His feet; she rose, to write rapidly 
the sorrowful confidences that escaped the divine lips. 

“When at last, exhausted by their exertions, these hard and cruel 
men desisted, they wove a crown of thorns and drove it deep into 
My head, and as they filed before Me, they mockingly cried out: 
‘We salute Thee, O King!’ Some insulted Me, others savagely 
struck Me on the head, and each and all added new agonies to 
those which already racked My body. 

“O you whom I love, contemplate Me condemned to death, 
given over to the insults and profanations of the mob, scourged 
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at the pillar, and as though all this were not sufficient to reduce 
Me to the most humiliating condition, now crowned with thorns, 
clothed in a purple rag, and derisively hailed as mock king . . . 
and treated asa fool... . 

“I, the Son of God, who hold the universe in the palm of My 
hand, willed that in men’s eyes I should appear as the last and 
most contemptible of all. Far from flying from such humiliations, 
I willingly endured them to expiate man’s pride and draw souls 
to follow in My footsteps. 

“T expiated by this painful crowning the pride of those who 
refuse to accept anything that lowers them in the eyes of the 
world. 

“T allowed My shoulders to be covered by that cloak of mockery 
and Myself to be treated as a fool, so that many souls would not 
scorn to follow Me in a way that the world holds as vile and 
humiliating and which to them might seem beneath their 
condition. 

“No path is contemptible or humbling when it is once marked 
out by the will of God. You who feel interiorly drawn to this 
way ... do not resist, do not try by the arguments of pride to 
do God’s will while you follow your own. You will not find 
peace and joy in a position more or less brilliant in the eyes of 
men, but only in the accomplishment of God’s will and in entire 
submission to all He may require of you. 

“There are also in the world a number of souls who are bent on 
settling their future here on earth. Perhaps one or other feels 
drawn by a secret attraction towards someone in whom she finds 
good qualities, honour, faith, and piety, conscientiousness in 
business matters, a sense of duty to his family, all that she longs 
to see in one she loves. . . . But suddenly pride takes possession 
of her mind. Doubtless in this way the longings of her heart will 
be satisfied, but not her vain ambition to shine in the eyes of the 
world. Then this soul turns away, looking for what will gain for 
her more attention from creatures by making her appear richer 
and nobler. How deliberately she is blinding herself . . . No, 
indeed, you will not find the happiness you seek in this world; 
and God grant, that although you put yourself in such grave 
danger, you may find it in the next. 

“And what shall I say to those whom I call to a life of perfection 
and love and who turn a deaf ear to My voice? How exposed to 
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illusions are those who imagine themselves ready to do My will, 
to follow Me and unite themselves to Me . . . and yet thrust 
deeply into My head the thorns of My crown... . 

“There are souls whom I desire for My own; I know them 
intimately, and loving them as I do with infinite tenderness, I 
draw them in the direction in which My wisdom has prepared 
the most sure way of sanctity for them. There I propose to unveil 
My Heart to them, there they will give Me most love . . . and 
most souls, too... . 

“But what resistance and what disappointment! How many of 
them, blinded by pride or the desire to satisfy nature or paltry 
ambition, their minds filled with vain thoughts, end by turning ~ 
away from the path marked out by love. 

“O souls specially chosen by My Heart, do you think that in 
following your inclinations you are giving Me the glory I expect 
of you. . . or doing My will when you resist the call of grace 
or refuse through pride to follow Me in the way of love? 

“Ah! Josefa, how many souls are blinded by pride! To-day 
will you multiply acts of humility and submission to the divine 
will, to win for many souls the grace of following the way I have 
ptepared for them with so much love. 

*To-mortow, Josefa, we shall come back on this essential 
point.” 

Early on the morning of 23rd March, Friday in Passion week, 
Josefa was waiting, but her Master did not come; she therefore 
took her needlework and sat by the table on which her note-book 
lay open. Suddenly He appeared: “Josefa, are you expecting Me?” 

“Yes, Lord,”’ was her answer. 

“J have been here some time, but you did not see Me. Kiss 
the ground, and kiss My feet, too. We are going to make souls 
understand how many allow themselves to be deceived by pride. 

“Crowned with thorns and clothed in the purple mantle, and 
amidst overwhelming insults and mockeries, I was brought back 
by the soldiers to Pilate. . . . Finding in Me no crime worthy 
of death, he questioned Me again and asked Me why I did not 
teply, seeing that he had power to crucify Me or release Me. 

“Then breaking silence I said: “Thou wouldst have no power 
overt Me unless it were given thee from above, but the Scriptures 
must needs be fulfilled.’ After which I resumed My silence, 
surrendering Myself wholly to God. 
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“Pilate, meanwhile troubled by a message from his wife, and 
wotried by the remorse of his conscience and fearing that the 
people might turn against him if he refused to sentence Me to 
death, sought for a pretext to release Me. So, presenting Me to the 
people in the pitiable plight to which I had been reduced, he 
offered to free Me and condemn instead Barabbas the thief. But 
the multitude cried out angrily with one voice: ‘Let Him die! ... 
He must die and let Barabbas be set free.’ 

“© all ye who love Me, consider how I was compared to a 
thief . . . or rather valued lower than a degraded criminal, one 
of the wickedest of men. Hear their cries of rage against Me and 
their vociferous clamours for My death. 

“Far from seeking to escape this affront, I lovingly accepted it 
for love of souls, for love of you. . . desirous of showing you 
that My love was leading Me not only to death, but to contempt, 
ignominy and hatred of those very men for whom I should shed 
My Blood in such profusion. 

“T was treated as a disturber of the peace, as insane, a madman, 
and I accepted it all with the utmost meekness and humility. 

“Do you think that in My human nature I felt no repugnance 
and grief? . . . I willed to know experimentally all that would 
have to be undergone by you, that you might draw strength from 
My example for all the circumstances of your life. So I did not free 
Myself, though this would have been easy, I accepted all lovingly, 
that thus fortified you might understand how to sacrifice every 
repugnance in order to accomplish the holy will of God, My 
Father ... repair His glory . . . expiate the sins of the world 
and win the salvation of many souls. 

“Here I once more address Myself to the souls to whom I 
spoke yesterday. You who are called to a life of perfection, who 
parley with grace, and answer thus: ‘How can I live in continual 


obscurity? . . . Iam not accustomed to that kind of life . . . to 
such lowly work » .. my family and friends will think me 
ridiculous . . . for I am gifted and could be more useful else- 


whete, etc.’ 

“To you I make answer: “When I was to be born of poor and 
humble parents . . . far from My own country and home. . . 
ina stable . . . in the severest season of the year and the coldest 
of nights . . . did I hesitate? did I refuse?’ 

“During thirty years I knew the hard toil of an obscure work- 


THE LENT OF 1923 309 


shop, bearing the contempt and indifference of those for whom 
My father St. Joseph worked . . . nor did I disdain to help My 
Mother in the humble and hidden occupations of her poor 
household. Had I not more knowledge than was needed for the 
humble trade of a carpenter, I who at twelve years of age taught 
the Doctors in the Temple? But such was My Father’s will and 
consequently it was in this way that I gave Him glory.... 

“From the beginning of My Public Life, I could have made 
Myself known at once as the Messiah and Son of God, so as to 
attract the attention and veneration of men to My teaching. I did 
not do so, because My one desire was to follow in all things My 
Father’s will. 

“And when the hour of My Passion had struck, see how in 
spite of the cruelty of some, the insults of others, the desertion of 
My own, the ingratitude of the crowds . . . the unspeakable 
martyrdom of My body and the intense repugnance of My 
human nature, I embraced with ever more love that holy will. 

“Thus when you submit yourselves generously to the will of 
God in spite of natural interior opposition to it . . . the resist- 
ance of your family . . . the judgments of the world . . . when 
you have given yourself generously to the will of God, then shall 
you be closely united to Him and taste ineffable sweetness. 

“What I have said to souls who experience this keen repugnance 
to a humble and hidden life, I repeat to those called on the contrary 
to spend themselves in the service of the world, when their whole 
attraction is for a life of solitude and hidden labour. 

“O chosen souls, your happiness and perfection do not lie in 
following your attraction, nor in living known or unknown to 
the world, in using or hiding the talents with which you have been 
endowed, in being thought much of or little . . . in having 
good health or not . . . but only and solely in embracing with 
love God’s will, and being in perfect conformity with it in all it 
requires of you for His glory and your holiness. 

“Rnough for to-day, Josefa; we shall go on to-morrow. Love 
and carty out My will with joyful alacrity, since it will mark out 
the path of love for you in all things.” 

That evening, Josefa made the humble avowal that her Mastet’s 
recommendation was very much to the point. He wanted her 
through self-conquest to obtain a like grace for souls very much 
in need of it. We can learn His valuable lesson from her words. 
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“I again feel in myself,” she wrote, “a sort of revolt at this 
extraordinary kind of life. It disturbs my peace, I should so like 
to be allowed to work hard. . . .” 

But Our Lord took no notice of this revulsion of feeling in 
her which changed neither His will nor hers, and on Saturday, 
Passion week, 24th March, He was once more there to keep His 
tryst with her. 

“Let us now return to the Passion,’”’ He said to her, as if to 
drag her away from her own thoughts. This is undoubtedly the 
means of self-forgetfulness that Jesus offers to all souls. 

“Meditate for a moment on the martyrdom of My supremely 
tender and loving Heart at finding Barabbas preferred to Me, and 
how, at seeing Myself so scorned, I felt cut to the quick by the 
cties of the crowd urging My death. 

“T called to mind the sweet caresses of My Mother when she 
ptessed Me to her heart . . . the toils of My adopted father, and 
the care with which he surrounded My life... . 

“T reviewed in spirit the benefits so liberally bestowed by Me 
on this ungrateful people . . . how I had given sight to the 
blind . . . health to the sick . . . healing to the lame . . . how 
I had fed the multitude in the desert . . . and even raised the 


dead to life . . . and see now to what a contemptible state I am 
reduced . . . more hated, too, than perhaps any man has ever 
been . . . condemned to death as an infamous thief . . . the 


multitude has demanded My death. . . . Pilate has now given 
sentence. O all ye who love Me, attend and see the sufferings of 
My Heart! 

“After the betrayal in the Garden of Olives, Judas wandered 
away, a fugitive, a prey to the reproaches of his conscience which 
taxed him with the most execrable of sacrileges. And when he 
heard that I was condemned to death, he gave himself up to 
despair and hanged himself. 

“Who can measure the deep and intense grief of My Heart 
when I saw this soul so long taught by love . . . the recipient of 
My doctrine, one who had so often heard from My lips words of 
forgiveness for the most heinous crimes, finally throw himself 
into hell fire? 

“Ah! Judas, why not throw yourself at My feet that I may 
forgive you too? If you are afraid to come near Me because of 
the raging mob that surrounds Me, at least look at Me. . . . My 
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eyes will meet yours, for even now they are lovingly intent upon 
you. 

“O all you who are steeped in sin, and who for a time mote or 
less long have lived as wanderers and fugitives because of your 
crimes . . . if the offences of which you have been guilty have 
hardened and blinded your hearts . . . if to grant satisfaction to 
one ot other of your passions you have sunk into evil ways. . . 
Ah! when the motives or accomplices of your sin have forsaken 
you, and you realize the state of your soul, O then, do not yield 
to despair! For as long as a breath of life remains a man may 
have tecourse to mercy and ask for pardon. 

“Tf you are still young, if already the scandals of your life have 
lowered you in the eyes of the world, do not be afraid... . 
Even if there is reason to treat you as a criminal, to insult and cast 
you off . . . your God has no wish to see you fall into the 
flames of hell. . . . On the contrary He ardently desires you to 
come to Him so that He may forgive you. If you dare not speak 
to Him, at least look at Him and let the sighs of your heart reach 
Him, and at once you will find His kind and fatherly hand 
stretched out to lead you to the springs of pardon and life. 

“Should it happen that you have spent the greater part of your 
life in impiety and indifference, and that the sudden approach of 
the hour of death fills you with blinding despair . . . Ah! do 
not let yourself be deceived, for there is still time for pardon. If 
only one second of life remains to you, in that one second you 
can buy back eternal life! 

“Tf your whole life has been spent in ignorance and error .. . 
if you have been a cause of great evil to other men, to society at 
large, or to religion, and if through some set of circumstances 
you have come to realize that you have been deceived . . . do 
not allow yourself to be crushed by the weight of your sins and 
of the evil of which you have been the instrument; but with a 
soul penetrated with deep contrition throw yourself into an abyss 
of confidence, and hasten to Him who awaits your return only to 
pardon you. 

“The case is the same for a soul that has been faithful to the 
observance of My law from childhood, but who has gradually 
cooled off into the tepid and unspiritual ways of an easy life. She 
has so to say forgotten her soul and its higher aspirations. God was 
asking of her greater efforts, but blinded by habitual failings, she 


x 


312 THE WAY OF DIVINE LOVE 


has fallen into tepidity worse than actual sin, for her deaf and 
drowsy conscience neither feels remorse nor hears the voice of God. 

“Then, perhaps, that soul awakens with a shock of realization: 
life appears to have been a failure, empty and useless for her 
salvation. . . . She has lost innumerable graces, and the evil one, 
loath to lose her, makes the most of her distress, plunges her into 
discouragement, sadness and dejection . . . and finally casts her 
into fear and despair. 

“O soul whom I love, pay no heed to this ruthless enemy . . . 
but as soon as possible have recourse to Me, and filled with 
deepest contrition implore My mercy and have no fear. I will 
forgive you. Take up again your life of fervour, and you will 
have back your lost merits, and My grace will never fail you. 

“Finally, shall I speak to My chosen souls? Supposing that one 
has spent long years in the constant practice of the Rule and of her 
religious duties . . . a soul that I have favoured with My grace 
and instructed by My counsels . . . a soul long faithful to My 
voice and to the inspirations of grace . . . and now this soul 
has cooled in her fervour on account of some petty passion . . . 
occasions of faults not avoided . . . some yielding to the claims 
of nature and a general relaxation of effort . . . and in conse- 
quence has fallen to a lower level . . . to a commonplace kind 
of life . . . then lastly, to give it its true name, tepidity. If, for 
one cause or another, you awake from this torpid state, the devil 
will instantly attack you in every way, jealous of a soul he hopes 
to claim. He will try to persuade you that it is too late, and that 
any effort is useless, he will accentuate your repugnance to make 
an avowal of your state of soul . . . he will, so to speak, throttle 
you to prevent you from speaking and accepting the light . . . 
he will do his best to stifle trust and confidence in your soul. 

“But listen rather to My voice, and let Me tell you how to act: 
As soon as your soul is touched by grace, and before the struggle 
has even begun, hasten to My Heart; beg of Me to let a drop of 
My Blood fall on your soul. . . . Ah! hasten to My Heart... 
you know that in your Superiors whoever they may be . . . I 
am there concealed under the veil of faith. . . . Lift the veil and 
tell Me all about your sufferings, miseries and falls with complete 
confidence . . . receive My words with respect and be without 
fear for the past; all has been swallowed up in the abyss of My 
mercy, and My love is preparing new graces for you. The memory 
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of your lapses will be an incentive to humility and a source of 
merit, and you cannot give Me a greater proof of affection than to 
count on My full pardon and to believe that your sins will never 
be as great as My mercy, which is infinite. 

“Remain hidden, Josefa, in the abyss of My love, praying that 
souls may be filled with the same sentiments.” 

Passion week was to close with a sorrowful appeal in which the 
tender and strong compassion of the Heart of Jesus for souls 
once more became apparent. 

It was some days since the night of 21st March when Our Lady 
had brought Josefa the Cross of Jesus and told her: “Many 
sinners ate grievously offending Him, but one especially is filling 
His Heart with sorrow.” 

Such words were never wasted on Josefa. Anxiety about 
souls was an ever present appeal for her prayer, her work, her 
sufferings. But when she knew of some soul in need of her special 
acts of reparation, because it was causing Him sorrow, she could 
scarcely distract her mind from it. 

On Saturday, 24th March, Our Lord appeared to her at half- 
past eight in the evening, just as she was coming out of her cell. 
He stopped her and said: “‘Josefa, are you willing to comfort Me 
for that soul that is wounding Me?” 

He was carrying His Cross, and His face was sad but full of 
beauty. Prostrate at His feet, she instantly offered herself to do 
whatever He wished. 

“Take My Cross and help Me to bear its weight,” He said. 
“Let us go and beg of My heavenly Father to give her a ray of 
light to enlighten her and help her to repel the danger that 
threatens her. Let us present ourselves before Him as intercessors, 
that He may have compassion on that soul. . . . Let us beg Him 
to help her, to enlighten her, to sustain her, that she may not fall 
into temptation. Repeat with Me these words: 

“<Q most loving Father! God, infinitely good, look upon Thy 
Son Jesus Christ, who placing Himself between Thy divine 
justice and sinners implores Thy pardon. 

“CQ God of Mercy, pity human frailty. Send Thy light upon 
wandering souls that they may not be seduced and entrapped. . . . 
Strengthen souls that they may avoid the snares laid for them by 
the enemy of their salvation, and with fresh fervour return once 
more to the paths of virtue. 
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“© Eternal Father, look on the sufferings which Jesus Christ 
Thy divine Son endured in His Passion. Behold Him as a victim 
offered up to obtain for souls light and vigour, pardon and mercy.’ 

“Josefa, unite your sorrow with Mine, your anguish with My 
anguish, and offer them to My Eternal Father together with the 
metits and sufferings of all just souls. Offer Him the agonies of 
My Crown of Thorns to expiate the perverse thoughts of that 
soul, Say with Me once more: 

“© all-holy God, in whose presence the angels and saints are 
not worthy to stand, forgive all the sins committed by thought 
and desire, Receive in expiation of these sins the thorn-crowned 
Head of Thy Son. Accept the Blood that flows so copiously from 
His wounds. Purify minds that are sullied . . . enlighten and 
illumine the darkness of their understanding, and may this Blood 
be their strength, their light, and their life. 

“Receive, O Holy Father, the sufferings and the merits of all 
who, united to the sufferings and merits of Jesus Christ, offer 
themselves to Thee, with Him and by Him, that Thou mayest 
extend Thy pardon to all mankind. 

“““O God of mercy and love, be the strength of the feeble, the 
light of the blind, and may all men love Thee.’ 


“A long time was spent thus in prayer,” Josefa wrote. “Jesus 
was silent from time to time. The heavy weight of the Cross was 
on my shoulder and I endured keen suffering both of body and 
soul. He said again: ‘Repeat with Me: 

““O God of love, Father of all goodness, by the prayers and 
sufferings of Thy Beloved Son give that soul the light she needs, 
that strengthened by Thee she may reject evil and with energy 
accomplish Thy holy will. Do not allow her to be the cause of so 
much evil both for herself and for other pure and innocent souls.’ 

“It was getting late. Jesus said: “Now, Josefa, keep My Cross 
till that soul has realized the truth and has opened her heart to 
admit true light.’ 

“Then He went away, and I remained suffering much, till 
morning dawned.” 


These mysterious sufferings were of great intensity; Josefa 
bore them humbly and with singular courage, uniting herself to 
her Master. She knew that He alone gave them a reparatory value 
and could render them efficacious to transform that poor soul. 
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She spent the whole of Palm Sunday in painful intercessory 
prayer, and while she offered herself as a victim, Jesus was 
drawing, detaching, touching and once more taking possession 
of that wandering soul. O marvellous exchange of the Com- 
munion of Saints! 

That evening the Good Shepherd with exulting Heart would 
bear the lost sheep home, while heaven rejoiced in Love’s victory. 


Holy Week 
25th March-rst April 1923 


“You will adore Me, you will humble yourself to the dust, you will comfort 
Me, and all this in a spirit of zeal to obtain that many others may do the 
same” 

(Our Lord to Josefa, 25th March 1923) 


Wuutst Josefa was in adoration before the Blessed Sacrament 
exposed on Palm Sunday, 25th March, Our Lord showed Himself 
to her. He came to outline all He expected of her during the 
great week about to begin, the crowning of so many graces 
received during Lent. 

“*This,”’ He said, “is My wish: 

“You will devote these days to adoring My divine Person 
outraged by the torments of the Passion. I will keep you constantly 
in My presence. I will manifest Myself to you, now with the 
majesty of the Deity, again with the severity of a Judge, and 
oftenest covered with wounds and the ignominies of My Passion. 
Thus in your adoration, profound humility, and reparation of 
every moment, I shall find relief for My great sadness and 
bitterness.” 

Hardly had a few minutes elapsed than Josefa witnessed this 
triple manifestation of Jesus: as God, as Judge, as Saviour. 


“T suddenly saw Him again,” she wrote, “unchanged as to 
features, but surrounded with such majesty that my soul was 
crushed with extreme reverence and confusion. I wanted nothing 
‘so much as to hide myself, and disappear from His presence. 
After renewing my vows, I begged Him to purify me that my 


316 THE WAY OF DIVINE LOVE 


nothingness might bear the sight of His majesty. He replied to 
me in tones that wete grave and awe-inspiring: 

“Humble yourself before the majesty of your God, and 
repair thus the pride of human nature, which is so often rebellious 
against the rights of its Creator.’ ” 


Then Josefa felt, weighing her soul down to the very earth, 
the pressure of divine justice, and filled with terror she prostrated 
herself at His feet. 


“T reminded Him,” she wrote, “that He is my Saviour, my 
Father, and my Beloved, and that He can, if He so wills, forgive all 
my sins and consume my wretchedness. Jesus, when answering 
me, spoke kindly but with great authority. “You speak rightly. 
I am your Saviour, your Father and your Beloved, and it is My 
intention to consume your miseries in the burning flame of My 
love. But I wish you to understand, Josefa, how greatly you must 
humble yourself, annihilate yourself, and retire into nothingness 
in your will and whole being, so that God’s will may reign and 
triumph, not only in your person, but in many other souls. They 
must acknowledge their sinfulness and misery, and they, too, 
must humble themselves by yielding entirely and wholly to the 
divine will. 

““*That is what I expect of you this week; you will adore Me, 
you will humble yourself to the dust and will comfort Me and do 
all this in a spirit of zeal to obtain that many others may do the 
same. 

“ “Adieu. Later on I will tell you what I want of you.’ ” 


These holy days thus dawned on Josefa’s attentive soul. Step 
by step her Master would lead her through the rugged ways He 
had assigned her, and in which she was to follow Him. 
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Monday in Holy Week 
On the way to Calvary 
26th March 1923 


“Thé procession winds its way to Calvary; Josefa, follow Me still” 
(Our Lord to Josefa) 


Earzy on Monday in Holy Week, 26th March 1923, Our Lord 
summoned Josefa to meet Him in her cell, for He had other 
secret sorrows to confide to her. 

“Kiss the ground and acknowledge that you are nothing,” He 
began. “Adore the power and majesty of your God, but do not 
forget that if He is infinitely just and powerful, He is also 
infinitely merciful. 

“And now let us go on, Josefa. Follow Me, bowed under the 
weight of the Cross, to Calvary. 

“While the loss of the soul of Judas was filling Mine with 
sadness, the executioners, devoid of every feeling of humanity, 
now placed a hard and heavy Cross upon My lacerated shoulders. 
I was to consummate on the Cross the mystery of man’s redemp- 
tion. 

“Angels of Heaven! look on the God before whom you are 
ever prostrate in adoration . . . See the Creator of all the world’s 
wonders going to Calvary carrying that holy and blessed Cross 
on which He is to die. 

*“O souls who desire to imitate Me faithfully, gaze on Me like- 
wise: wearily I dragged Myself forward, for My body was broken 
by many torments and bathed in sweat and blood. I suffered, 
but there was none to compassionate Me. The crowd followed 
Me, the soldiers pitiless as ravening wolves surrounded Me, no 
one had pity on Me. So great was My exhaustion and so heavy the 
Cross that I fell on the way. . . . See how roughly the inhuman 
soldiery raised Me to My feet once more . . . one seized an arm, 
another My garments which clung to My open wounds... a 
third grasped hold of Me by the neck . . . and another by the 
hair. Some showered blows on Me with their clenched fists and 
others brutally kicked My prostrate body. . . . The Cross which 
fell upon Me crushed Me with its weight. My face bruised and 
torn, mingled the blood which covered It with the dust of the 
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highway, blinding My eyes and adhering to My sacred face. I 
became the vilest and most contemptible of all creatures! 

“Come a little further with Me. . . . There you will see My 
blessed Mother, whose heart is pierced with grief. She comes to 
meet Me, and that for two reasons: that seeing Me, her God, she 
may have fortitude to endure, and then to give Me, her Son, 
courage to catry on and complete the work of Redemption 
helped by the sight of her heroism. 

“Consider the martyrdom of these two hearts. What does this 
Mother love more than her Son? . . . And far from being able 
to help Him, she knows that the sight of her anguish increases His. 

“And I, what do I love more than My Mother? Not only can 
I offer her no comfort, but I know that the terrible plight in which 
she sees Me pierces her heart with a sorrow like My own; for if 
I suffer death in the body, she suffers death in her heart. 

“See those eyes fixed on Mine, as Mine dulled and blinded with 
blood are fixed on hers! No word is spoken, but what a world 
of intercourse our two hearts exchange in one heart-rending 


glance, Y 
There was silence. ... Jesus appeared absorbed by the 
memory of His Mother’s agonized look. . . . Josefa was pene- 


trated by this long silence, which at last she broke timidly by 
asking Him if Our Lady knew of His sufferings during those 
dreadful hours? 

“Yes,” He answered, ““My Mother was present in spirit at all 
the torments of My Passion by divine revelation. Some of the 
disciples, though afar off for fear of the Jews, also tried to find 
out what was going on in order to report it to her. As soon as 
she knew that My death sentence had been pronounced she came 
forth to meet Me and did not leave Me any mote till I was placed 
in the tomb. 

“Meanwhile the procession advanced on the way to Calvary. ... 

“Fearing that I might die before crucifixion, those wicked men 
inspired by hatred, not compassion, looked around for someone 
to help Me carry the Cross, and for that purpose, offering a small 
reward, seized on a man of that neighbourhood, called Simon. . . . 

“This is enough for to-day, Josefa; we shall continue to- 
morrow. Go and ask whether you may make a Holy Hour every 
day this week and also whether I may be free to call you whenever 
I want you.” 
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Josefa felt an instinctive hesitation rising within her at these 
words, but her Master spoke forcibly: “Do not forget that I have 
evety tight over you. Your Superiors alone who represent Me 
can dispose of you, and they grant Me full liberty.” 


“Full of confusion,” wrote Josefa humbly, “I fell at His feet 
and begged His forgiveness.” 


The cause of this momentary weakness was never the fear of 
suffering but her vehement desite to work and to serve—a 
desire she was never quite able to extinguish. To the very end, 
this would be to her a source of renunciation and food for her 
love. 

That evening, according to Our Lord’s desire a series of mag- 
nificent Holy Hours was inaugurated, and during them His Heart 
again revealed Itself to souls. 

He was waiting for her at nine o’clock in the little tribune of 
St. Bernard. His whole appearance bore the impress of one under 
the burden of overwhelming sadness. His face was covered with 
dust and blood. 

“Josefa,” He said, as soon as she had renewed her vows, “I 
want you to keep Me company during this hour, and share My 
sorrow in the prison. See Me in the midst of that insolent group. 


. . . Look into and penetrate My Heart deeply . . . watch It, 
consider how It suffers from loneliness, for all have forsaken 
Me. . . . My friends have all abandoned Me. 


“« “C) Heavenly Father, I offer Thee the sadness and solitude of 
My Heart, that Thou mayest deign to be the companion and 
support of those who are facing the passage from time to 
eternity.’ ”’ 


“T adored Him,” she wrote, “and then begged Him to let me 
have His Cross. 


“Yes,” He said, “I will give it to you and your heart will be 
pierced with the same sadness as Mine. 

“O how gteat is your littleness, Josefa, when you ate one with 
Me. . . . Fill your heart with sentiments of humility, of zeal, of 
submission and of love, just as I did when bearing the affronts 
to which I was subjected duting My Passion, My only object was 
to glorify My Father, to give Him the honour of which He had 
been deprived by sin, and to repair for the many offences com- 
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mitted against Him. That was why I lowered Myself in such 
profound humility, by submitting to all that His good pleasure 
demanded and full of zeal for His glory and of love for His will, 
I accepted such suffering with complete resignation.” 

Again there was a long pause, then Jesus continued: 

“My God and My Father, may My dolorous solitude glorify 
Thee! May My patience and submission appease Thee. Restrain 
Thy just wrath against sinful souls and look upon the face of Thy 
Christ. 

“See His hands bound by the chains with which His execu- 
tioners loaded Him. In the name of the admirable patience with 
which He bore such tortures, forgive sinners, support them, 
permit them not to fall under the weight of their iniquities, be with 
them in the hour when they suffer imprisonment, and give them 
the grace to bear up under the miseries and misfortunes of this 
life, perfectly submissive to Thy holy will.” 

After a long silence, Jesus finally said: “Go now, Josefa; take 
My Cross and do not leave Me alone this night, but’ keep Me 
company in My prison.” 

““How shall I manage, Lord?” she asked diffidently. “I am afraid 
of falling asleep and of not being able to think of Thee any more.” 

With divine condescension Jesus replied: 

“Yes, Josefa, you must sleep and you can do so without 
leaving Me alone. When souls are unable to remain long hours 
in My ptesence as they would like to, either because they must 
take their rest or go to preoccupying work which takes up all 
their attention, there is nothing to prevent their making a con- 
vention with Me, for when love is ingenious it can prove its 
worth in this way even more than by the ardour of its devotion 
when free and tranquil. 

“So go to rest as you must, but before doing so, lay on the 
powers of your soul the obligation of rendering Me all night 
the worship of your love. Set the tenderest affections of your 
heart free, that through the slumber of your senses, they may not 
cease to remain in presence of the only object of your love. One 
instant is enough to say to Me: ‘Lord, I am going to sleep or to 
work, but my soul will keep Thee company. Its activity alone will 
rest to-night, or is engaged in this work, but all my powers will 
still belong to Thee and my heart keep for Thee its tenderest and 
most constant affection. 
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“Go in peace, Josefa, and may your heart remain attached to 
Mine.” 

This direction, carefully preserved by Josefa, was to be one of 
her great comforts during her last months here below. Her 
wording is perhaps unskilful, but faithful souls will know how to 
draw from these lines the value that lies in intention when it is 
directed to the ever-present Guest within, who in all the wealth 
of His life dwells there. Hours that otherwise might seem to be 
wasted will acquire, through union with Him, full redemptive 
significance. 


Tuesday in Holy Week 
Simon of Cyrene 
27th March 1923 


“When a soul loves truly, she neither measures what she does nor weighs 
what she suffers” 
(Our Lord to Josefa) 


On Tuesday morning in Holy Week Our Lord resumed the 
dictation that had been interrupted the day before. 

Before beginning, Jesus required of Josefa an act of conformity 
to the divine will, and in the silence of her little cell she repeated 
after Him the offering He deigned to teach her. 

“My Lord and my God, behold me here in company with Thy 
Divine Son, who in spite of my unworthiness is also my Bride- 
groom. I submit my will to Thine and I deliver myself over to 
do and to suffer whatsoever Thou wilt ask of me, with the one 
intent of giving glory to Thy infinite Majesty and co-operating 
in the salvation and sanctification of souls. Receive then for this 
intention the merits of the Heart of Jesus Christ Thy Son who 
is my Saviour, my Father and my Beloved.” 

Josefa then kissed the ground and took up her pen in readiness. 

“And now,” said He, “let us carry on our work. 

“Contemplate Me on the way to Calvary loaded with My heavy 
Cross, watch Simon carrying it behind Me and consider two 
things; though he was a man of good will, yet he was mercenary, 
and if he carried My Cross, it was for pay. So when he began to 
tire, he allowed the weight to bear more and more on Me, and 
that is how I fell twice. 
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Secondly, this man helped Me to bear part of My Cross, but 
not the whole of it. 

“There are many souls following in My footsteps who accept 
to help Me carry My Cross but they are troubled about their own 
rest and comfort. . . . Many consent to come after Me, and for 
that reason embrace a perfect life, but they do not give up all 
self-interest, which still in some cases remains their chief interest. 
They hesitate and let My Cross fall when it weighs too heavily 
on them. They try to avoid suffering, count the cost of abnegation, 
turn away from humiliation, work or fatigue whenever they can. 
They look back regretfully at what they have given up and 
try to obtain at least certain pleasures. In a word, their souls 
ate so egoistical and selfish that they follow Me more for their 
own sake than for Mine. They accept only what they cannot 
avoid, or what is of strict obligation . . . and so carry only a 
small part of My Cross and in such a way as barely to acquire the 
merit indispensable for salvation. In the next world they will see 
how far behind they lagged. 

“On the other hand, there are many souls who, urged on by the 
hope of salvation but still more by the motive of love, are resolute 
in their determination to follow Me in the Way of the Cross. 
They eagerly embrace the perfect life and devote themselves to 
My service in order to carry, not part of the Cross, but the whole 
of it. Their one desire is to relieve and comfort Me. They offer 
themselves for all My will may ask and seek out all that may give 
Me pleasure. They think neither of reward nor of their own 
merits, nor of the fatigues and sufferings that may accrue to them, 
theit one object being to show Me their love and console My 
Heart. 

“If My Cross comes to them in the shape of illness, if it is 
hidden under some employment that goes against the grain or is 
little adapted to their talents . . . if it has all the appearance of 
being the result of forgetfulness or opposition from those around 
them, they recognize and accept it with all the submission of 
which their will is capable. 

“Sometimes it happens that, urged by greater love and zeal for 
souls, they have done what seemed to them best in such or such a 
circumstance and things turn out differently from their expecta- 
tions and there follows a whole train of humiliations and trials. 
These souls, moved solely by love, joyfully accept these un- 
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expected consequences of their action, for in them they see My 
Cross; they worship it, offer it up, and use it to procure My 
greater glory. 

“These are the souls that truly bear the Cross after Me. Theit 
interests and their gain are none other than love. These are they 
who repose and glorify My Heart! 

“Be persuaded that if your self-denial and suffering bear fruit 
but late or bear no fruit at all, they have not been in vain or use- 
less. Some day you will bear abundant sheaves and reap a great 
reward. 

“When a soul loves truly, she neither measures what she does 
nor weighs what she suffers; never looking for reward, and seek- 
ing only what she believes to be for God’s greater glory, she never 
says ‘enough’ when labour or fatigue are in question . . . and 
because of the purity of her aim, whatever the result, she neither 
excuses herself nor protests her good intentions; her motive 
being love, her efforts and sufferings always give glory to God. 
She is not troubled nor does she lose her peace of mind if she 
meets with contradiction or persecution or humiliation, as her 
sole motive is love and she leaves results in Love’s hands. 

“These souls are not mercenary; they only want Me to be 
consoled; they desire only My rest and glory. That, too, is why 
they have shouldered the whole of My Cross and carry its full 
weight.” 

Jesus wants generous and devoted souls to help Him carry 
His Cross, and their love must be loyal and disinterested. 

If He has deigned to delineate the kind of co-operation His 
Heart loves is it not perhaps to reawaken the love of many such 
as were described by Saint Teresa, ‘“one whom you know belongs 
wholly to you” . . . souls totally abandoned to Him, ready to 
follow Him whithersoever He goes . . . even to the death of 
the Cross . . . resolute souls, who will carry His Cross after 
Him, never letting its full weight fall on Him... . 

That night, when silence reigned in Les Feuillants, Jesus 
brought His Cross once mote to Josefa, She was awaiting His 
coming in the tribune where she had gone to make her Holy Hout. 

“‘Josefal are you there? . . . Come, stay with Me. .. .” and 
Jesus handed her His Cross. ““Come quite close to Me to defend 
Me from the insults and outrages to which I was subjected in the 
presence of Herod.” 
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“Contemplate the shame and the confusion with which I 
listened to the railleries and derision poured on Me by that 
MAL Arts % 

“Josefa, give Me constantly loving proofs of your adoration 
and reparation. 

“Adieu. Keep My Cross. . . . To-morrow I shall prepare you 
for the great day of Love.” 

The night ended for Josefa in diabolic persecutions. Our Lord 
had taught her once again to recognize His Cross and help Him 
carry it, no matter under what aspect it was presented. She trusted 
His love in all these sufferings. 


Wednesday in Holy Week 
The Crucifixion 
28th March 1923 


“Be attentive, Angelic Spirits, and all ye who love Me” 
(Our Lord to Josefa) 


On the morning of Wednesday in Holy Week Our Lord was to 
lead Josefa after Him to Calvary. 

“Kiss the ground,” He said to her as He entered her cell at 
nine o’clock that day. “Humble yourself, for you are not worthy 
to hear the words I am about to speak. . . . But I love souls and 
it is for their sakes that I come to you. 

“We have neatly reached Calvary. The crowd is growing 
excited while I drag Myself along with the utmost difficulty, and 
soon, worn out with fatigue, I fall for the third time. 

“By My first fall I obtained for sinners rooted in evil, the grace 
of conversion. . . . By My second fall, encouragement for those 
weak souls blinded by sadness and anxiety, so that rising up they 
might make a fresh start in the way of virtue. My third fall will 
help souls to repent in the supreme hour of death. 

“We have now reached the summit. Look at the officiousness 
with which these hardened sinners surround Me... some 
seize hold of the Cross and lay it on the ground . . . others tear 
My garments from Me, reopening all My wounds . . . My blood 
flows afresh. . .. 

“Think, dear souls, of My shame in seeing Myself thus exposed 
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to the gaze of the mob . . . what physical agony, what confusion 
for My soul. The tunic woven by My Mother, with which she 
had so lovingly clothed Me in My infancy, and which had grown 
with My stature . . . these cruel men despoil Me of it and draw 
lots whose it shall be. .. . Think of the affliction of My Mother 
as she witnessed this terrible scene. . . . How she longs to take 
possession of that tunic now impregnated with My Blood 

“The hour has come! The executioners stretch Me upon the 
Cross. They violently seize and extend My arms that My hands 
may teach the holes they have prepared in the wood. Every shock 
causes My thorn-crowned head to come into violent contact 
with the Cross . . . the thorns are driven deeper and deeper 
into it. Hear the first sound of the hammer that fixes My right 
hand . . . deep into the very earth it resounds. Listen again: 
they fasten My left hand. The very heavens tremble, and the 
Angels fall prostrate at the sight. . . . 

“As for Me, I keep the deepest silence—not a murmur escapes 
My lips. 

“Having nailed My hands, they pull pitilessly at My feet; My 
wounds burst open afresh . . . the nerves are severed . . . the 
bones dislocated . . . the torture is unspeakable! . . . They 
pierce My feet and My blood is poured forth upon the ground! 

“Stay a while and contemplate these pierced hands and feet . . . 
this body covered with wounds. . . . This head pierced through 
and through by cruel thorns, fouled with dirt, bathed in sweat 
and blood. 

“Wonder and marvel at My silence, patience, and resignation 
under such brutal treatment. Ask yourself who suffers? Who is 
the victim of such barbarity? It is Jesus Curist, the very Son of 
God, Maker of heaven and earth and of all things . . . who 
causes the plants to grow and every living thing to prosper. . . 
Who created man, and whose power sustains all things... . 
Behold Him unable to move, an object of scorn, despoiled of all. 
But soon what a multitude will follow Him, throwing away 
fortune, comfort, honour, family and homeland . . . everything 
that the world can give, to render Him honour and glory and the 
love that is His due. 

“Be attentive, O ye Angels of heaven, and all ye who love Me! 
The soldiers are about to turn the Cross in order to rivet the nails 
so as to prevent the weight of My body from drawing them out. 


326 THE WAY OF DIVINE LOVE 


My sacred body gives the kiss of peace to guilty earth... 
Then Calvary witnesses a wonder indeed. . . . At My Mothet’s 
prayer, for though she stands impotent to help Me she is imploring 
mercy of My heavenly Father . . . at her prayer legions of angels 
crowd around to support My body and prevent it from being 
gtazed by the ground and crushed by the weight of the 
Cross. 

“Then while the soldiers inhumanly make the air ring with their 
blows ... the earth trembles . . . there is silence in heaven, 
angelic spirits are prostrate in adoration. . . . God is nailed to 
the Cross! 

“Josefa, see thy Jesus extended on the Cross, He cannot stir 
hand or foot, He is exposed naked, without honour or liberty. 

. . Nothing remains to Him. 

“No one pities Him, none compasonate His sufferings, but 
instead fresh mockeries, new insults, simore and more pain ar 
added to what He already endures. If you love Me truly what will 
you do to resemble Me? Will you refuse anything My love asks? 
... Will you spare any efforts to console Me? 

“And now, Josefa, prostrate to the ground and listen to My 
words: 

“May My will triumph in you... . 

“May My love consume you. .. . 

“May your misery glorify Me.”’ 

Long Josefa remained prostrate on the ground. What secret 
intercourse passed between her and her Master? To what depth 
of annihilation was it not His will to see her reduced? . . . What 
words were exchanged between them? His words are never in 
vain, and in one instant are able to effect what He wills in the soul 
that is wholly abandoned to His divine action. 

When at last she rose Jesus had departed. 

It was ten o’clock when she went to the Auxiliary Chapel to 
folow Him to Calvary. Jesus was waiting for her. “I will 
accompany you in the state in which I was when I went through 
the streets of Jerusalem bearing My Cross.” 


“He was wearing a red mantle over His white tunic,”’ she wrote; 
“it was soiled with blood and torn in many places. The Crown of 
Thorns was pressed deep on His forehead and His mournful face 
bore traces of the ill-treatment He had received and was all dis- 
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figured with clotted blood. He came to me and said: ‘Josefa, 
come and contemplate Me on the sorrowful way of Calvary, 
adore My Blood so copiously shed and offer it to My heavenly 
Father for the salvation of souls.’ ” 


She rose and followed Him. He went before her and stopped 
at each Station. She on her part prostrated herself on the ground, 
kissed it to adore the Precious Blood and then listened to the 
outpourings of the Sacred Heart. . . . He reminded her in a 
few words of the measure of His sufferings and made an appeal 
for love to the souls whom He calls to follow Him.1 

Josefa spent the whole day in this atmosphere of pain and love, 
for her soul was penetrated through and through by it. How could 
it be otherwise? 

Yet, as in the past and in the future to the very end, so now she 
allowed nothing to interfere with her daily duties which she 
faithfully carried out . . . truly a mystery of heavenly fortitude 
which possessed and used her according to the divine will and 
the grace of the present moment. 

In the evening of Wednesday in Holy Week whilst all slept in 
the great old monastery of Les Feuillants, Josefa went to the 
tribune where she had leave for a Holy Hour. She had hardly 
begun her prayer when Jesus Christ manifested Himself to her. 
He was resplendent in beauty, every trace of pain had disappeared, 
and His Sacred Heart seemed to be plunged in a sea of fire. 

“Josefa,” He said with vehemence, “to-morrow is the day of 
Love! Look at My Heart: It cannot contain the ardour with which 
It longs to impart Itself, and deliver Itself over, and remain 
always with sinners. How I long for them to open their hearts 
to Me, to enclose Me in them, and that the fire that consumes 
Mine should fortify and enkindle theirs.” 


“His Heart dilated in the midst of the flames. How lovely It 
was! No words can express it,” wrote Josefa. “I asked Him to 
consume me with this true love which never resists Him, and 
He went on speaking: 

‘Tet Me enter into you, work at you, consume and destroy 
you, so that it is no longer your will that acts, but Mine. Behold 


1 Two days later, on the morning of Good Friday, Our Lord came to repeat and 
dictate the secrets of the Via Dolorosa, thus showing how careful He was that none 
of His words should be lost. 


x 
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My Love exulting at the sight of souls who to-morrow will 
receive Me, accept divine grace, and console Me.” 

“ “Yes to-mortow Love will flow over . . . will give itself... . 
O happy and consoling memory . . . My soul is devoured with 
longing . . . to sacrifice Itself for them . . . and that they should 
give themselves to Me... . You at least, Josefa, give Me all your 
heart, and let your littleness be no obstacle. Let Love possess and 
transform you.’ ” 


Saying these words, Jesus vanished. . . . Josefa spent the 
remainder of that night in the thought of Christ’s great love for 
souls. 


Love’s Great Day 
29th March 1923 


“Love humbles Itself... Love surrenders Itself” 
(Our Lord to Josefa) 


““JosEFA, to-day is My great day, the day of Love... . Its 
feast-day,” said Our Lord on the morning of Holy Thursday. 

She was at prayer in her cell and suddenly He came as on the 
preceding day, with a Heart surrounded with flames. She re- 
newed her vows and fell on her face in adoration before Him. 
He spoke: 

“To-day is the day on which I give Myself to souls, that I may 
be for them just what they wish: If they will look on Me as their 
father I shall be a father to them. . . . If they desire Me as their 
beloved I shall be their Beloved. . . . If they need strength I 
will be their strength and if they long to console Me, I will let 
them console Me. . . . All I want is to give Myself to them .. . 
and to fill them with graces prepared for them. . . . I cannot 
withold them any longer. What, Josefa, shall I be to you? 

“My All, Lord, for I am nothing! 

Jesus leant down towards her and with His own divine sim- 
plicity said: “Well do you say ‘Jesus, Josefa’s all . . . Josefa the 
misery of Jesus.’ ” 

Tranquil peace and gratitude filled Josefa’s heart, and so she 
went to Mass, then to Holy Communion. On returning to her 
vydce she at once renewed the complete offering of her whole 


THE LENT OF 1923 329 


person to her good and beloved Master, definitely abandoning 
herself into His hands for ever. Jesus ratified the offering: 

“It is on account of your nothingness and utter misery that you 
must let Me kindle your heart’s fire, consume and destroy it. 
You surely know that ‘nothing’ and ‘misery’ cannot resist . . . 
but.must simply surrender. . . .” 

Josefa spent the whole day under the power of “Love that 
gives” . . . and Love that humbles Itself before Its own”. . . 
She would hear these words from Our Lord’s lips while in the 
silence and recollection of that day she lived through the cere- 
monies of religious life, the last actions, the last outpourings of 
the love of our Saviour among His own. 

At about four in the afternoon Josefa was at prayer in her cell 
near a statue of Our Blessed Lady, and was thinking over the 
mysterious words of Jesus, when He Himself appeared. 

“Yes, Josefa, I did indeed say that Love gives Itself to Its own 
and it is true. . . . Come, draw near My Heart and enter in, and 
taste and see what its overwhelming emotions are.” 


*‘Here,” she wrote, ““‘He drew me close to His Heart: 

“Love gives Itself as food to Its own and this food is the 
substance which gives them their life and sustains them. 

** “Tove humbles Itself before Its own . . . and in so doing 
rasises them to the highest dignity. 

* “Love surrenders Itself in totality, It gives in profusion and 
without reserve. With enthusiasm, with vehemence It is sacri- 
ficed, It is immolated, It is given for those It loves. . . . The 
Holy Eucharist is love to the extreme of folly.’ ” 


It looked as if Our Lord at that moment was unable to restrain 
the burning effusions of His Heart, then His voice changed and 
He spoke with gravity, saying: “This love will lead Me to My 
death! .. .” 

Then, turning to Josefa, He addressed her directly: “To-day 
you ate sustained, consoled, and strengthened by love; to-morrow, 
Josefa, you will accompany Me to Calvary and suffer with 
Me.” 

The sombre shades of the Passion were about to descend on a 
day which had been all light. During the night, spent in part in 
the Chapel in prayer at the “Sepulchre” she was again allowed to 
share in the Cross, the Crown, the anguish and the sorrows of 
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her Master, treasures she had learnt to bear and to esteem for His 
sake. 

Towards midnight He appeared and called on her to share with 
Him the solitude of the dungeon. His white tunic was in shreds 
and stained with blood; His sacred countenance bore vivid traces 
of the injuries and ignominy to which it had been subjected. 
“Josefa,” He said, “you have been My comfort . . . now I come 
to take back My Cross.” 

Then, fixing on her a penetrating glance that pierced her to her 
soul’s depths, He said: : 

“Keep Me company now. .. . Do not leave Me alone in 
ptison. . . . When I raise My eyes, let Me find yours looking 
at Me. The presence of a sympathetic heart greatly consoles one 
who suffers. Do you tealize this? You who have experienced the 
tenderness of My Heart, can gauge what My heartache is at being 
so outraged by My enemies and deserted by My friends. . . .” 

Jesus then left her, saying: ““No need to say adieu, for are you 
not always with Me?” 


Good Friday 
The Seven Words 
30th and 31st March 1923 


“Write all that you see” 
(Our Lord to Josefa) 


From vety early on Good Friday morning Our Lord united Josefa 
in with Himself in the scenes of the Crucifixion. 

He was about to manifest His dolours to her visibly, so that they 
should be imprinted both on her body and on her soul. Following 
in His footsteps she would share the compassion of His Mother, 
whilst hour by hour.the happenings of that dread day were un- 
folded before her eyes. 

Who can say how intimate, intense and real, was Josefa’s par- 
ticipation in the sufferings of Jesus Christ? 

She endeavoured to write down something of what she was 
privileged to see, to hear, and to suffer. But her power of expres- 
sion broke down in the attempt. Nevertheless the simplicity of 
her record gives it special value. 


THE LENT OF 1923 331 


“At about six in the morning when at prayer,” she noted, 
“I saw Him as during the night, but a red mantle had been thrown 
over His white tunic. He seemed utterly spent. At once He said 
to me: “Josefa, My enemies are soon going to load the Cross on 
My shoulders. It is so heavy.’ 

“I implored Him to let me carry it, for I so long to help 
Aims .. 

“ “Yes, take it,’ He said, ‘and may your love mitigate My pain. 
. . . I have made My sufferings known to you . . . follow Me 
in them . . . accompany Me and share in My agony.’ ” 


In the course of the morning He returned to dictate to her the 
Stations of the Cross He had made with her two days before. 
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“His face was torn,” she wrote, “His eyes swollen and filled 
with blood. . . . He let Me kiss His feet at the seventh, the 
eleventh and the thirteenth Stations, and before leaving He said 
to me: “The hour of the Crucifixion is approaching. . . . I will 
watn you when the time comes.’ 

“Towards half past twelve I saw Him again,” she continued. 
“‘His tunic had been wrenched off half His body. 

“ “Now is the moment when the executioners are about to fasten 
Me to the Cross. Josefa, place your hands under Mine . . .your 
feet under Mine, so as to take part in My agony . . . may your 
members suffer with My members and may My Cross be your 
Cross.’ 

“Then,” she wrote, “‘such an agonizing pain shot through my 
hands and feet that my whole body was shaken. . . . At the same 
time I heard the strokes of the hammer, slow and resounding 
afar. . . . In a faint and dying voice He said these words: ‘Now 
is the hour for the world’s Redemption! They are about to lift 
Me up as a spectacle of derision to the crowd . . . but also of 
admiration to souls... .’ 

“T saw Him a few moments later. He was fastened to the Cross, 
and it had been lifted up erect. 

“< Deace has come to the world! . . . The Cross, hitherto an 
instrument of torture on which criminals were made to die, is 
changed into the light and peace of the world and the object of 
the most profound veneration. 

“ ‘Sinners will draw pardon and life from My sacred wounds 
. .. My Blood will wash away and efface all their filth and foulness. 
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“Pure souls will come to My wounds, there to slake their 
thirst and kindle flames of love in their hearts . . . there they 
will find a refuge, and for ever make a home. 

“<The world has found a Redeemer, and chosen souls the 
Model they must copy. 

““*And as for you, Josefa, these hands are yours to give you 
support, these feet to follow you and never leave you alone. 

** “Write all that you see.’ ”’ 


Once again Josefa attempted to describe Our Saviour as she 
saw Him. She knew that this manifestation was made to her for 
the sake of souls, that she might transmit to them the testimony 
of His torments. Putting all her powers to the task, she tried to 
omit no part in her narrative: 


“He was nailed to the Cross. The Crown of Thorns encircled 
His brow and great spiky thorns furrowed deep into the flesh. 
One longer than the rest had pierced its way through His fore- 
head and emerged near the left eye which was much swollen. 
His face covered with blood and filth leaned forward a little to 
the left. Though His eyes were very swollen and bloodshot, they 
were open and gazed earthwards. All over His wounded body 
were to be seen the weals and welts caused by the scourges which 
in some parts had torn away fragments of flesh and skin. Blood 
flowed from His head and from His other wounds. His lips were 
purple and His mouth slightly twisted, but when I saw Him for 
the last time at about half-past two, it had assumed its normal 
shape. The sight was so pitiful that it wrung my heart with 
compassion . . . what caused me most sorrow was that He could 
not use a hand to touch His face. 

“What strength this sight gave me, Jesus nailed hands and 
feet . . . strength to leave all and to submit to His will in every- 
thing, however costly. 

“T also noticed as I gazed at Him on the Cross how they had 
torn away His beard. It had given such majesty to His face . . . 
and His once beautiful hair which used to add such grace to His 
person was all matted, tangled, and clotted with blood, and falling 
actoss His face.” 


This painful spectacle left Josefa, so to speak, annihilated, and 
this is not hard to understand. She seemed drowned in sorrow. She 
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spent all the afternoon in the little cell that had witnessed so many 
favours, and that to-day by God’s will had taken on the sem- 
blance of the summit of Calvary. A silence, gripping in its inten- 
sity, reigned there, and Josefa in prayer associated herself with the 
sacrifice of the Redeemer. 

“Towards half-past two,” she wrote, “Jesus spoke again in a 
faint and faltering voice.” Josefa listened to the Seven Words of 
Jesus, amplified by the last outpourings of His love. 


“Father, forgive them for they know not what they do: 

“They have not known Him who is their life. On His 
shoulders they have heaped the fury of their iniquities. But I 
beseech Thee, Father, heap upon them the full measure of Thy 
metcy. 

“< *To-day thou shalt be with Me in Paradise... . 

“<. . . for thy faith in thy Saviour’s mercy has wiped out all 
thy offences and it will lead thee to eternal blessedness. 

“ “Woman, behold thy Son! 

““O Mother Mine! ... these are My brethren... keep 
them . . . love them. . . . You for whom I died are no longer 
alone; you have a Mother to whom you can have recourse in 
every necessity.’ ” 


Here Josefa interrupted her narrative: 


“I saw near the Cross the Blessed Virgin, standing erect. She 
was gazing at her Son. She wore a purple garment and veil and 
spoke in a voice which was firm though full of deep sadness: 

** “See, my child, the state to which His love for souls has 
reduced Him! . . . He whom you see in so sad and pitiable a 
state is my Son. Love is driving Him to His death . . . and it is 
love that constrains Him to make all men brethren by giving them 
all His own Mother.’ 

*< “My God, why hast Thou forsaken Me? 

««« | . Yes, henceforth a soul has the right to say to its God: 
‘Why hast Thou forsaken me?” After the mystery of the Redemp- 
tion was consummated, man became the son of God, Christ is his 
brother, eternal life his heritage. 

“I thirst! 

“© “C My Father, I thirst indeed for Thy glory, and behold now 
is the hour at hand! Man shall henceforth know through the 
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fulfilment of My words that Thou indeed hast sent Me, and Thou 
shalt be glorified. 

“T thirst for souls, and to appease this thirst I have given the 
last dtop of My Blood . . . and so I can say: 

“<All is consummated! 

“ ‘Now at length is accomplished that great mystery of love in 
which a God delivers up His own Son to death. I came into this 
world to do Thy will; O My Father! it is accomplished. 

“* “Into Thy hands I commend My Spirit! 

“*T'o Thee I give back My soul. Thus shall souls that do My 
will have the right to say in all truth: All is consummated. . . . 
My Lord and My God, receive My soul which I commit into Thy 
hands. 

** ‘Josefa, write down what you have heard. I want souls to 
hear and to read what is written .. . so that they who thirst may 
dtink and the hungry may be filled.’ 

“After these words,”’ said Josefa, “He disappeared. 

“In unspeakable sadness of heart I kept the Cross and the nails, 
till about six o’clock that evening; when suddenly all ceased 
except the pain of the Crown of Thorns.” 


Our Lord’s very frequent visits came to an end on that Good 
Friday evening. All Holy Saturday Josefa was weighed down by 
the recollection of the previous day’s revelations. 

At about half-past two on Easter morning Our Lady appeared, 
radiant in loveliness. She spoke only these words: 

“Daughter, My Son and your divine Master suffers now no 
more, He is risen and glorious. . . . His wounds are a fountain 
from which innumerable souls will draw grace, and a shelter 
where the most wretched will find a home. 

“Be prepared, daughter to adore His glorious wounds!” 

She vanished instantly. 


“I cannot say how sad I was at seeing her go. . .”” wrote Josefa. 
“I should have loved to fly after her, so as not to remain alone— 
but I saw her no mote. . . .” 


CHAPTER IX 


MARMOUTIER 


The Life of Faith 
tst April-znd May 1923 


“God’s Ways are impenetrable to the eyes of man’? 
(Words of Our Lady) 


Easter Sunday had dawned at last, and Josefa was preparing to 
adore the glorious Wounds of her Master. But Our Lady’s words 
signified a far different preparation, for only nine months separa- 
ted her now from her entry into the Kingdom where for ever the 
elect slake their thirst at the Saviour’s fountains. 

Here below, it was but in passing that a few drops of that saving 

water were to be her portion, just enough for the next phase. 
Jesus, who had opened His Heart to her so widely, that she might 
pass on the meaning of His sufferings to other souls, having 
strengthened her by associating her with His Passion, now left her 
to herself, as a tool (for the time at least) no longer required. 
* No doubt He had His own designs in thus abandoning her to 
her own limitations, and though she was unaware of it, He still 
carried on the great work of love. It was one which involved 
death and destruction, and so it would always be, that room 
might be made for His life and complete liberty of action in 
her. 

Josefa’s faith in this action was great, she was sute of His 
love, and she abandoned herself wholly to all He decreed, but 
there came a moment when her sensitive soul feared that the 
absence and silence of her Master had been caused, in some way, 
by herself. 


“The whole of Easter Week passed by,” she wrote, “and Jesus 
did not return. . . . Am I keeping Him away?” 


But faithful and courageous as usual, she went back to her 
duties in the workroom, where indeed her sisters had never lacked 
her help all during Lent. 


93) 
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This workroom was the centre of most of her life of devoted- 
ness during this last year of her life. 

It was a very large room on the first floor of the old monastery. 
The windows on two sides opened onto the Chapel, which at this 
point is separated from the main structure only by a small interior 
couttyard. 

For many months Josefa slept in one of the cubicles there, for 
at one time it was a dormitory. The place where Our Lord so 
often appeared to her with His Cross is still venerated; it was 
there that in the December of 1921, she suffered the first attacks 
of the devil, and there too, that Our Lady bestowed on her for 
the first time the drops of the Precious Blood (16th October 
1922). 

This large room was somewhat remote from the rest of the 
house, and being light and spacious, had been transformed into 
a workroom, where Josefa had charge of the making of the school 
uniforms. There she spent the major part of her day, training the 
Novices and Postulants, whose work she followed up closely. 
From the very beginning she made of this little sphere of her 
influence one of prayerful industry. She and her Novice helpers 
rately lost sight of the presence of God . . . she taught them to 
turn towards the Tabernacle and unite themselves to Jesus in the 
Blessed Sacrament. . . . Surely Our Lord must have found ih 
this busy workroom a refuge of peace and joy for His Heart, by 
the silent fidelity to Rule, tender charity and mutual helpfulness 
to be found there. 

The intentions of the Sacred Heart of Jesus, constantly in the 
minds of those whose horizon was nothing smaller than the whole 
world, stimulated adroit fingers and loving hearts to give of 
their best. 

Josefa’s thought for their fervour never allowed her to neglect 
the careful training of each of her sisters. 

She felt her responsibility, but also found real joy in being able 
to make the Novices serve the Society more usefully. She spared 
no pains and no labour, and with tactful discernment assigned to 
each of her helps what she was fit to do, and with patient good 
nature repaired unskilful blunders, and corrected and finished 
off the work of beginners, exacting with the utmost sweetness 
the interest, care and perfection that ought never to be absent 
from good work. 
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“We never saw her impatient or out of temper,” was the 
testimony of one of them. “If work had been done carelessly, 
she would say: “Don’t let us ever do anything carelessly in Our 
Lord’s service!’ ” Her firm and gentle ways won love and respect 
and her example was a constant lesson in religious life. 

Josefa had a great love for children, especially the little ones, 
and it showed itself in all her dealings with them. The children 
felt her love and joy in serving them and appreciated her devoted- 
ness. How often she went through the dormitories at night to 
make sure that they had all that they required; she would stop to 
sew a button here, mend a torn garment there or come to the 
rescue of a little child in trouble. All was done so quietly, so 
unobtrusively, that it was taken as a matter of course, but the 
mistresses and the children too remembered the ideal of relig- 
ious life wholly given to God that they noticed in this humble 
sister. 

Although she was so devoted, as soon as she was alone she 
gladly gave herself up to recollection, but without stopping her 
work. One evening after the Novices had left the workroom a 
nun came to ask a service of Sister Josefa. She was sewing enet- 
getically, but her attitude showed the direction of her thoughts. 
The nun watched her with respect for a few moments and then 
called her gently. Josefa started, turned to the speaker with an 
effort, Our Lord still seeming to hold her gaze; but quickly she 
stood up with her usual deference, though her soul seemed to 
have been very far away. 

Many of the nuns came in contact with Sister Josefa, for she 
was ever ready to perform any little service that was in her power. 
They gladly asked her help; one would come with a seam to be 
done on the machine, another with a bit of needlework to be 
finished off or ironed, or perhaps a garment to be cut out, etc. 
.. . And on holidays she helped in dressing up the children for 
charades or plays. The mistresses of the needlework classes, too, 
could always appeal to her ingenuity and dexterity. 

When the season of First Communions came round how loving 
was the care she put into the making of the white frocks and veils 
for the occasion, and when the long-expected morning dawned, 
one could be sure that nothing would be wanting in the little 
piles so carefully prepared for each child by her reverent care, 
and laid on tables draped in white and adorned with flowers. 
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These details, one may say, are mere trifles, but when they are 
inspited by love, and persevered in with no thought of recog- 
nition or return, they cannot but be the outward indication of a 
soul entirely surrendered and disinterested. 

Josefa’s devotedness was far from being concentrated on her 
worktoom alone. We have already spoken of the many services 
she was able to render in almost every kind of housework, but 
what is chiefly worthy of notice is her untiring energy and in- 
vatiable spirit of sacrifice, especially if we remember that her 
interior and hidden life was so extraordinary, and yet never 
prevented her from carrying out her daily and very humble duiies. 

Our Lord left her all through the month of April 1923 in this 
common and ordinary service, while He pursued His divine 
plans, though Josefa was unconscious of them. But surely each 
of her laborious days was penetrated by divine influence. 

The Octave of Easter came to an end and she was still waiting 
for her Lord, but dark days were in store for her in the weeks that 
followed. The roaring lion was prowling about, seeking to devour 
his prey, and was never far away in the difficult moments through 
which Josefa had to pass. Suddenly he reappeared in full power 
to lay siege to her faculties by darkening her mind, inspiring her 
heart with crushing misgivings, and causing vacillation in her 
will, accompanying all this with physical persecution day and 
night, all aimed at shaking her fidelity. Her courage, so wonder- 
fully renewed during Lent at the sight of her Master’s Passion 
in which she had been so intimately associated, helped her face 
the assaults of the devil, but she still felt how weak she was in 
herself. 

On the Friday of Low Week, 13th April, a soul that a few weeks 
previously had come from Purgatory to ask her prayers, now 
visited her from heaven to give her strength. After telling Josefa 
who she was, she said: “I come from Him who is my eternal 
Beatitude and the one Object we both love, to encourage you 
to persevere in suffering in the path His goodness has marked 
out for you, for your own sanctification and that of many other 
souls. One day, not in time but in eternity, you will contemplate 
the marvels of divine love reserved for those He loves best. You 
will then understand the value of what you now endure, and will 
enter into bliss too great for any human being on earth to 
sustain. 
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“Courage! peace will soon return. The work of Redemption 
can be done only by suffering. But suffering purifies and streng- 
thens the soul, and makes it rich in merits before God.” 

These words of encouragement from the other world were a 
great comfort to Josefa. But her trial continued till Thursday, 
19th April, when Mary herself came to still the raging storm. 

Josefa had not seen her since early on Easter Sunday morning, 
st April, and her heart leaped with happiness. She recommended 
to her intercession a soul she knew to be in danger, for her prayers 
and interest were ever fat more centred on souls than on herself. 

“Suffer . . . suffer. . .”” was Our Lady’s response. “Only at a - 
high price can things of great value be bought.” . 

Then she added: “That soul will be saved. Offer for her all 
your pain and leave the result and the glory in God’s hands. But 
I say again, my child, that soul will not be lost.” 

Then tenderly and forcefully she opened out a totally new and 
unexpected prospect of sacrifice to Josefa. “Jesus wants you,” 
she said, “‘to make the sacrifice of this house.” 

Josefa was struck dumb at these words. Had not Our Lady 
once assured her that she would die at Les Feuillants? What would 
become of her, frail and vulnerable as she knew herself to be, 
without the help Our Lord Himself had bestowed on her in her 
present Superiors? . . . How could she, alone and unaided, bear 
the responsibility of the path in which she was being led? She 
was troubled and deeply distressed. 

“Do not be astonished, my child,”’ said Our Lady in her gentle, 
firm voice, infinitely reassuring. “The ways of God are impene- 
trable to the eyes of man. . . . Do not fear. This sacrifice is 
necessary both for your soul and for many others. . . . Jesus 
loves you . . . live only for Him.” 

The next day Friday, 2oth April, Our Lord Himself confirmed 
the decision that was His express will . . . and in answer to her 
fears, He said: ‘‘Am I not always there, Josefa? And can you not 
confide everything to Me and talk it all over with Me?... 
What is your love for Me? . . . Only a shadow compared with 
Mine for you! I want this proof of love from you, for My work 
must pass through the crucible of suffering. But have no fear 
that the secrecy with which I have wrapped you round will be 
revealed . . . and My work will prosper more thanever . . . for 
I will leave traces of My passage there.” 
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Then, giving her new courage and confidence: ““A new phas« 
in your life is about to begin. You will live in peace and in love 
and we shall prepare for our eternal union. Already nothing 
sepatates us, Josefa, you love Me and I love you . . . souls are 
being saved . . . nothing else matters. 

“T want you to gtow,”’ added Jesus, with tenderest compassion 
“for you ate so vety little ... but I shall not leave you 
aloneees® < 

Unexpected as this express will of Jesus was, it coincided witk 
the arrangements made by Superiors. It seemed best to them that 
Josefa’s short religious life should not be deprived of the graces 
brought by the changes of residence so frequent in the Society ot 
the Sacred Heart. It was thought that others besides the habitua 
witnesses of her life should see and appreciate her simple and soli¢ 
virtue, her detachment, her obedience, her fidelity, and her humble 
and total disinterestedness. Above all it was meet that the spirit by 
which she was led should be tried in this manner, so that it could 
never afterwards be doubted. These wise reasons fell in with the 
divine plan and it was decided that Josefa should start immediately 
for Marmoutiers.t No indication of her extraordinary life was to 
be given to her new Superiors. God who led her would Himselt 
provide; Josefa belonged to Him, she was His work, more even 
than His instrument, and she must be committed to His sole 
guardianship. 

The end of April found Josefa serene and ready for whatevet 
obedience had decided in her regard. 


“Though it costs me much to leave this house that I love sc 
much, and all the rest with it, what does it matter?” she wrote. “1 
shall go wherever Jesus wants me to go, for He is my sole love, 
and I desire only to please Him.” 


Our Lord, who discerns the deepest thoughts of our hearts. 
must have looked with complaisance on Josefa’s. 

“Josefa, you comfort Me,” He said to her on Monday, 231d 
April, while she was noting down the subject of her particular 
examen, namely: “To multiply little acts of fidelity, and never 
refuse anything to Jesus.” 

“Yes, I like that examen. If you are faithful to these tiny detail: 


* Marmoutiers, near Tours. In 1923 it was the house of Noviceship of the Society 
of the Sacred Heart in France 
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of love, I will not be outdone in generosity. Your soul will be 
filled to overflowing with peace, nor shall I leave you alone, and 
in your. very littleness you will be great, for I shall live in 
you.’ 

Then to give her courage, He added: “Love guides you and 
Love-sustains you. Now you must grow and run in the way till 
you reach the plenitude of beatitude that I am preparing for you 
with so much love.” 

The day of departure arrived, and Josefa, who was taking very 
little away with her, had no great preparation to make, so, up till 
the last evening, she led her usual life, serene and simple. Sacti- - 
fices ate made thus as a matter of course in the Society, and Josefa 
had not watched many others leave Poitiers without imbibing 
the spirit. Though her soul had no difficulty in embracing the 
will of God, this did not prevent apprehension and heartache for 
the double reason that she was feeling the separation keenly, and 
could not entirely repress her nameless fears in bearing alone her 
weighty secret. 

“Go,” said Our Lord to her on Sunday, 29th April. ““Go there 
and I shall meet you, so have no fear. I will tell you what to do, 
and I will not forsake you.” 

On Wednesday, 2nd May, Josefa, uniting her offering to that of 
Jesus in the Holy Mass, and fortified by Holy Communion, 
made a pilgrimage of good-bye to all the spots dear to her 
grateful heart . . . Saint Madeleine Sophie’s cell, the oratory of 
Our Lady in the Noviceship, the little Auxiliary Chapel she so 
loved . . . hardly had she crossed its threshold than she met Our 
Lord: 


2? 


“He caine to me,” she wrote, “with His Crown of Thorns. 
How glad it made me, for I had not worn it for a long time. It 
was indeed comforting to go away with that treasure. . . . Jesus 
placed it on my head, saying: “Take it, and follow Me.’” 


A few minutes later she left Les Feuillants. 


“On the platform of the station,” she wrote in the note-book 
in which she recorded His words during her absence, “He passed 
quite close to me, and said: ‘I go before you.’ ” 

He repeated the same words a little later, when the train carrying 
her to her new destination had started: “Yes, Josefa, I go before 
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you and My Heart is glorified. . . . How many souls are going 
to be saved . . . and what surprises I am preparing for you!” 


“T saw Him no mote,” she added, “but I knew He was there, 
and in my heart we talked together. I offered myself with my whole 
heart to do His will, and many times I renewed my vows, asking 
Him to teach me to love Him every day more and more, for I 
seek and love Him alone . . . I delivered myself over entirely to 
His keeping, and it was a great joy to me on reaching my journey’s 
end to have been able to give up for His sake the House and 
Mothers I so loved.” 


Heavenwatd, but in Solitude 
8th-zoth May 1923 
“Love guides you . . . and Love will sustain you... .” 
(Our Lord to Josefa, 2nd May 1923) 


THE grand old monastery of Marmoutier can be seen from a great 
distance on account of its massive bell-tower which rises over the 
twelfth-century gateway, and the imposing mass of its buildings 
standing out from the valley on the rocky hillside of Rougemont 
near the river Loire. It is at no great distance from the town of 
Tours, to which in olden times it was connected by an under- 
ground tunnel... . The site is historic and the aura of the 
Benedictine legends hangs over it. 

It was at Marmoutier that ancient Gaul was converted to 
Christianity by St. Gatien, St. Leobard and St. Patrick, whose 
names may still be deciphered on the rock of its ancient caves 
and grottos. This is the France of bishops and monks, of its great 
founder Saint Martin of Touts, of Saint Brice and the Seven 
Sleepers, and Richelieu himself was one of its Commendatory 
Abbots. The France of 1791 witnessed the expulsion of the 
Benedictines from Marmoutier, the devastations committed by 
the ‘Bande noire’, and the final abandonment of the monastic 
buildings. | 

But there is one thing that never dies, for it consecrates holy 
sites, and that is sanctity. One day, Saint Madeleine Sophie on 
one of her apostolic journeys down the Loire, felt this mysterious 
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spell, and in her heart of hearts resolved that she would revive 
its religious life. In 1847 she sent her own daughters to this 
spot of ancient glory whete saints had once lived. 

Josefa, therefore, had come on Wednesday, 2nd May 1923, to 
where centuries of spiritual life had accumulated treasures of 
holiness, and to it she also brought her own little contribution 
of love, and something of the divine riches of which the Sacred 
Heart of Jesus had made her the Messenger. She was to spend only 
a month there in hidden and laborious toil such as had all along 
been her share. 

From the first moment of her arrival she gave herself whole- . 
heartedly to the service of the community. Nothing distinguished 
her in any way, unless we except what from the first was her 
characteristic: “fidelity in little things and eagerness to render 
service in the humblest employments, silence, recollection and 
gentle cordiality that soon endeared her to all”, Such was the 
testimony of the Mother in charge of the Sisters. 

This was not without merit on her part, for her keenly sensitive 
nature soon detected an undefined uncertainty which her presence 
aroused in the minds of those around her, discernible in spite of 
the charity and kindness with which she had been welcomed. 
The question existed though it was never openly expressed. Why 
had she left Les Feuillants? Why had she been sent to Marmoutier 
since she was not replacing any other Sister? 

“Here,” said Our Lord to her the first evening, “you will 
learn to love humiliations, Josefa, for they are coming to you. 
But they will make your soul grow, and will glorify Me.”’ And He 
repeated: “But you need have no fear, for Love has brought you 
here, and Love will take care of you. Let love be your life, that 
you may die of love.” 

The following day, Josefa was sent to help the Portress. This 
was an office to which she was new, and ignorance of places 
and people complicated it for her. Nothing however could lessen 
her ardent wish to be useful. Often she could be seen going 
through the long corridors of the house, many a time she lost 
her way, but she did her best to repair the involuntary mistakes 
and each time she passed the chapel door, by a fervent genu- 
flexion, she renewed the spirit of joy Our Lord unfailingly 
recommended to her. 

Again and again He repeated to her: “Do not fear. I take care 
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of you as a mother cates for her babe. I am the joy of your soul; 
you will suffer, but in deep peace.” 

These words sum up the plans of His Sacred Heart. This stage 
in her life was meant to ripen her soul in suffering, while at the 
same time it gave a more evident proof that the work of which she 
was the instrument and of which the foundations were being 
laid was divine in its origin. 

In retrospect we can see clearly God’s design in its wisdom and 
love. Deprived of the help of her guides, Josefa experienced, not 
solitude of the heart, for she had given all her heart to her new 
surroundings and at once felt at home at Marmoutier . . . but an 
isolation of soul, which was weighed down by the secret she must 
keep for God alone. By nature open and communicative with her 
Superiors, she felt the privation of not being able to reveal the 
depths of grace or of trial which lay at the very roots of her 
interior life, and from which she could not draw back without 
betraying her vocation. Our Lord willed her to undergo this 
otdeal in order to strengthen her faith, but even more to prepare 
by detachment and purification the very depths of her being of 
which His love would take possession. He was to meet with no 
obstacle in her soul. He kept her direction for Himself alone, and 
caused her to climb the steep ascent of suffering and of grace that 
her stay at Marmoutier proved to be. 

Let us follow her in her pilgrimage. During her first days at 
Marmoutier, Our Lord kept reminding her of all His Heart was 
for her: His presence, all joy . . . His guidance, all security. He 
appeared to her at her prayer, He flashed past her in the corridors. 
When at nightfall she was about to take her rest, He was there 
again, and she gathered from His sacred lips assurances that her 
lively faith had never doubted, but which the circumstances 
threw into greater relief. 

“Speak to Me,” He said, “for I am near you. . . . You are 
not alone, for I see you even when you do not see Me... . I 
follow you... . I hear you. . . . Speak to Me. . . . Smile at 
Me, for Iam your Spouse . . . your inseparable Companion.” 

And alluding to Les Feuillants: “You are in My Heart here, 
just as you were there. . . .” 

On the First Friday of the month, 4th May, from early dawn, 
He opened His Sacred Heart to her: 

“Come, enter in,” He said, “and spend the day therein. You 
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ate in Me, Josefa, and that is why you do not always see Me. . . . 
But I see you, and that suffices.” 

Then, summing up for her what is in reality the whole theology 
of the divine Presence in the soul by grace: “You in Me, I in 
you—could any bond of union be closer?” 

Josefa noted at this time: 

“I see every day more clearly that He alone is my sole Happiness, 
my only Love! ...O may He give me the strength to be 
faithful... .” 


During her thanksgiving, she offered herself to this divine 
Presence who was her All: “At once I saw Him... O how 
beautiful and fatherly He was!” 

That is how Josefa tried to express the feelings of security 
engendered by the glance of Jesus’ love. 

“JT am in you, Josefa, supporting you, so that in the midst of 
pain you should never lose the peace that surpasses all earthly 
joys, and that nothing will ever be able to take from you. My 
peace ... Yes, My peace will fill you with holy joy... it 
will strengthen you and bear you up under suffering.” 

And in answer to her cry for help—“for,” as she wrote, “I so 
long to give Him glory and many souls”—Jesus Himself com- 
pleted His thought: “Love will purify you, will consume your 
defects, and the very strength of that pure and ardent love will 
lead you to sanctity. . . . I will do it all.” 

On Saturday, 5th May, Our Lord told her of the co-operation 
of love that His Sacred Heart expected, and how it must feed on 
His good pleasure, hidden under the circumstances of the 
moment as they occur. 

“JT want you to learn to be generous,” He said, “for generosity 
is the fruit of love. Later on I will explain this to you, but now I 
only give you a practical lesson in it: you will meet with many 
circumstances and in them you must see only Me... and if some- 
thing is done to you that pains you, or something said that 
wounds you, look up generously and with love as if I Myself were 
speaking to you, and smile.” 

As if to encourage her, without interrupting her work, Jesus 
manifested Himself to her, now here, now there . . . all loving 
reminders of His presence. 

“Suffering passes, but merit is eternal . . . you are ever in 
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My inmost Heart... . Do not lose sight of Me... . Love 


guides you... leave yourself to My care... 1 am your 
alligicat® 

Our Lady came to her succour while she was treading this more 
difficult path: | 


“It is the very road my Son trod,” she reminded het. “Thank 
Him for allowing you to tread it with Him. . . . You will share 
the agonies of His Heart more than once, but in peace.” 

“Do not fear suffering,” she said on Sunday, 6th May, “for 
by enduring it you can draw down new graces on souls . . . But 
be gay, and let your whole exterior reflect the peace within.” 

On Wednesday, 16th May, while Josefa was thinking over the 
graces and trials of the ten months since her vows, Mary her 
incomparable Mother once more encouraged her to confidence: 

“Jesus knows you, child; He knows what you are, and He loves 
you. ... Your miseries will continue, that you may never be 
without struggle and conflict. Be humble, but do not lose courage. 
. .. You know what His Heart is! If He asks and wants your 
misery and nothingness, it is that His mercy and goodness 
may consume and transform them. He is so good. . . . O! if 
souls but kneyr Him better, they would love Him so much 
more.” 

Then Mary blessed her, saying: “Peace and joy, my child, 
humility and love.” 

Saint Madeleine Sophie also followed her up with vigilant 
affection in the old monastery so dear to her. 

Every stone was known to the saint. Her cell has been trans- 
formed into an oratory and crowns the so-called ‘portail de Ja 
crosse’, a place of pilgrimage to her daughters, to which Josefa 
had not been slow in finding her way, there to have recourse to 
her motherly intercession. 


“I was at a loss how to act in between the visits of Jesus,” she 
noted in her diary, “when asked why I am here . . . if I am ill 
... if I shall remain here, etc. . .. So I asked her to help me and 
suddenly she came herseif: “So, my child, you are herel’ ” 


She was so understanding that Josefa trustfully poured out her 
troubles and the holy Mother answered: “‘I have but one word to 
say to you, and you must turn it over all day, my child: ‘Love 
meets with no difficulties that it does not change into food for the 
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flame of love . . . later I will explain this to you, but while 
you are here just love . . . love... love... .”” 

On Monday, 28th May, to which day that year her feast had 
been transferred, Josefa saw her again. She had been begging her 
intercession regarding the unworthiness and wretchedness of 
- which every day she became more conscious in herself. Saint 
Madeleine Sophie could not resist this appeal of humble trust. 
She showed herself to her in the Chapel, and making the sign of 
the Cross on her forehead, said to her: “My own dear child! I 
love you as you are, little and miserable. . . . I, too, was just the 
same and as little as you, but I found means to utilize my nothing- . 
ness by giving it totally to Jesus who is so great! I abandoned 
myself to His holy will and sought the glory of His Heart only. 
I tried to live in the knowledge of my lowliness and nothingness, 
and He took charge of everything. So, child, live in peace and 
confidence. Be very humble, and deliver yourself over wholly to 
the Heart that is all love.” 

We must now return to the second week in May, when Josefa 
entered on a more difficult phase of her pilgrimage. 

By the questions asked and the watchfulness with which she 
felt herself regarded, she quickly realized that Superiors felt some 
uncertainty about her. Neither their kindness nor their thought- 
fulness suffered any diminution, nor did the cordial charity of her 
sisters change. But her soul was too sensitive not to be aware of 
the shadows which, though slight, were gradually descending 
upon her. Nothing could have given her more pain. . . . Her 
Master knew it well, and He only allowed this trial to persist and 
increase daily, in order to impel His child to closer union with 
Himself. She had to rise ever higher, leaning solely on God; but 
in order to help her at this stage He deigned to tell her of a desire 
of His Heart. 

Daily He encouraged her efforts, directing them towards the 
realization of His wishes which were to lead her step by step to 
the Cross. 

No doubt, poor little Josefa, alone and sorely troubled, though 
courageous and faithful, typified many another soul to whom He 
was pleased to reveal the desires of His Sacred Heart, and, with 
them, the secret of generous self-forgetfulness in suffering. 

On Thursday, 1oth May, Feast of the Ascension, He appeared 
to her during her thanksgiving: 
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“He was shining, bright,” she wrote, “and all His wounds 
radiant in splendour. ‘How beautiful Thou art, O Lord!’ 

“ “To-day My Sacred Humanity entered heaven,’ ” He replied 
with warmth. . . .”? ‘Would you like Me to make of your soul 
another heaven in which to find My delight?’ ” 


Josefa’s answer was to humble herself to the dust. 

“Tt matters little what your misery is, Josefa, I will make of 
it a throne, and I will be your King. My clemency will wipe out 
your ingratitude. I will both consume and destroy you. . . . Tell 
Me, do you consent to give Me your heart that I may make of it 
a heaven of bliss?” 

How could she express her complete gift of self? 


“T answered,” she wrote, “that my heart belongs to Him. . . 
that with my whole soul, I give it to Him . . . that He alone is 
my Allin all... that I love Him and that for Him, I am ready 
to leave everything.” 


Jesus seemed pleased with her loving protestations. 

“T shall in very truth always live in you. I shall hide in your 
heart to forget the offences of sinners . . . and day by day I will 
entrust to you one of My Heart’s desires which you will strive to 
realize. 

“To-day My wish is that you should live in My joy. You will 
pray that souls may learn to despise the pleasures of this world in 
order to acquire those that are eternal. You will rejoice at the 
sight of your Bridegroom entering as Man His heavenly home, 
accompanied by myriads of souls who have waited so eagerly and 
so long for the opening of this heavenly dwelling. . . . Adieu, 
keep Me, hide Me in your heart. Live in My joy. . . . Soon 
glory unending will be yours. Till that day dawns, let Me take 
My test in you.” 

Josefa spent all that day with eyes fixed on the bliss of her 
Master: Heaven where He for ever reigns and triumphs; on her 
own soul which He had deigned to make another heaven which 
no shadow could cloud. 

Again on Friday, 11th May, before the end of her thanksgiving 
Our Lord came to tell her of His next desire: 

“Are you there, Josefa?” she heard Him say. 


“‘T answered that I wanted Him more than ever. 
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“I, too, want you,’ was His reply. “To-day must be a day of 
peace . . . but peace in suffering. And as you yourself can do 
so little, I will see to it that many occasions of self-denial come 
your way. Gain advantage from them, and to-night offer Me a 
sheaf of them exquisitely fragrant. Have no fear, for I Myself am 
Peace, and as I live and reign in you, you will live in My peace.’ ” 

Faithful to His promise, that day He spared her neither diffi- 
culties nor sacrifices. In the evening, she met Him in the dormitory 
as she was about to go to rest. ““Come and rest in Me,” He said. 

Josefa pulled herself together, for she was worn out. 

“All this will pass . . . but heaven will never end! So, courage! 
I am your All and therefore your strength. . . . Sleep now, 
Josefa, and rest in My peace.” 

This stage of Josefa’s life was lived from one communion to 
another, and each morning her Master assigned her the day’s 
intention. 

“Open your chalice to admit the divine Prisoner,” He said to 
her next day, Saturday, 12th May, at the very moment when she 
was about to receive communion. “Open your heart, Josefa, that 
I may enter in.” 

She could only murmur that her heart was ever open to Him: 

“T know it,” He answered tenderly, “‘but I desire and want My 
entry into your heart to be daily more of an event, and that your 
desire be so keen, your hunger for Me so great that your very 
soul faints. . . . If you only knew how much I love you. . 
if you could but understand it . . . but you are too little... . 

Then, with all the eagerness of burning affection, He added: 
‘To-day, Josefa, must be our day of zeal! . . . I will kindle in 
your heart a thirst for souls like that which consumes My own. 
Mii seals’. » , souls.) ..” 

Already Josefa felt her heart aflame. She could think of nothing, 
ptay for nothing but these precious souls, for her whole life was 
consecrated to this work of redemption whose meaning she had 
learnt from the very Heart of Jesus. 

“When He had said this,” she wrote, “I began to speak to Him 
of those for whom I am concerned . . . and He answered: “Yes, 
pray ... pray... do not grow tired nor fear to be impor- 
tunate, for prayer is the key that opens every door. So, Josefa, 
to-day is a day of zeal for souls . . . for souls . . . for souls!’ ” 

And he vanished. 


9? 
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That day the thought of souls never left her. What would she 
not do to assuage her Master’s thirst for them? 

On Sunday, 13th May, Our Lord invited her to tread the path 
that is redemptive par excellence. 

“We shall spend a day of humility,” He said to her after 
communion. “You need not seek for occasions, for I will provide 
them. . . . Go on praying for souls and humbling yourself for 
them, and then Josefa, through it all, let Me see your smile” 

She left no record of that day, but in the evening during her 
adoration before the Blessed Sacrament, Jesus who read her 
through and through came to answer a question that was puzzling 
her. 

“You cannot understand why I brought you here, Josefa? 
First and foremost to ground you in complete abandonment to 
My will, in absolute detachment from all things, even from what 
seemed to you absolutely necessary. . . . Then I wanted to make 
you more than ever awate of how much you need support, so 
that the last traces of pride might expire within you. . . . Then, 
too, I wanted this parting to profit souls, and I am making out 
of it one of the foundation stones of the edifice of My great work.” 

Josefa listened in adoring love to the words that fell from her 
Master’s lips. 

“So now, Josefa,” He said, as He was about to depart, “this is 
a day of humility, but joyous humility. 1am your Happiness . . . 
what else matters?”’ 

Next day, Monday, 14th May, Our Lord explained to her for 
the second time, but with greater precision, what her part in the 
redemptive work of His Heart was soon to he. 

“Do you belong entirely to Me?” He asked her during her 
prayer. “Do you want nothing but My glory? . . . Have you 
but one desire, that My great work should be realized?” 

To each of which questions she answered: “Yes, Lord.” Then 
gravely He went on.to say: 

“I am going to manifest the plan of My Heart to you. I have 
already told you that three times before your death you will see 
the Bishop! . . . It is necessary for the good of My work that 

+ On the preceding 3rd December (1922), while the Bishop of Poitiers was cele- 
brating Mass at Les Feuillants, Our Lady came and told Josefa from Our Lord: 
“That is the Bishop to whom your Mother will have to transmit the words of my 
Son. You will speak three times with him before your death.” It so happened that 


three times Josefa had to transmit a personal message from Our Lord to the Bishop, 
but she saw him many other times unofficially. 
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you should entrust it to him just before your death, for I want My 
words to be known immediately after you die,”’ 

And though Josefa trembled, He made His will quite clear. 

“There is no need to be afraid, for I will tell you all that you 
have to say . . . But I want you to have now the merit of this 
costly act.” 

He comforted her after Communion: 

“To-day is to be a day of Abandonment and Confidence. I 
can refuse nothing to one who relies entirely on Me. 

“Souls are too little conscious of how much I want to help 
them and how much I am glorified by their trust. Josefa, you must 
hope all things from Me. . . . Speak to Me... ask .. . trust 
My Heart, for you are guarded by Me.” 

The progressive upward steps of the week were to end in love: 
love that explains and enlightens all things, yet a love which in 
God’s good time demands everything. 

On Tuesday, 15th May, while at prayer, Josefa, who could not 
supptess a certain fear at the prospect opened out before her by 
Our Lord, asked earnestly for the love she knew to be the secret 
and the power of every offering. 


> 


“He came unexpectedly,” she wrote, “and showing me His 
Heart in the midst of flames, He said: ‘Josefa, look at My Heart, 
study It, and from It you will learn love. . . . True love is 
humble, generous, disinterested. . .. so if you want Me to 
teach you to love, begin by forgetting yourself. Do not stop at 
sacrifices. Do not be checked by what costs you . . . ignore 
your personal attractions, and do all things because you love.’ ” 


It was in such wise that Our Lord encouraged the soul of His 
little bride: to-day, a day of Love; to-morrow the sign of love will 
light up the horizon: soon there will be a proof of true love 


demanded. 
On Wednesday, 16th May, Josefa noted for the first time the 
apparition of the Cross. 


“It was the Cross of Jesus,” she wrote, “for I recognized it, 
having so often carried it. It was lit up as if a light from above was 
reflected on to it.” 


For several days the flaming Heart of Jesus and His Cross 
resplendent in light shone upon her path alternately, but in silence, 
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and her Master did not appear. On Whit-Monday, zoth May 
1923, the Cross thus lit up was before her during the whole time 
of her prayer; her eyes were fascinated by it and her love made 
mote ardent, but she was nevertheless somewhat mystified. 

“Lord, why this Cross illuminated, but without Thee?” she 
queried. 

During her thanksgiving, Jesus answered the question: 

“Josefa, do you not know that I and the Cross are inseparable? 
If you meet Me, you meet the Cross, and when you find the Cross, 
it is 1 whom you have found. Whoever loves Me loves the Cross, 
and whoever loves the Cross loves Me. Only those who love the 
Cross and embrace it willingly for love of Me, will possess eternal 
life. The path of virtue and of holiness is composed of abnegation 
and suffering. Whoever generously accepts the Cross walks in 
true light, follows a straight and sure path, with no danger from 
steep inclines down which to slide, for there are none there. 

““My Cross is the door of true life, that is why it is illuminated. 
And the soul that knows how to accept and love it, just as I have 
chosen it for her, will enter by it into the glory of life eternal. 

“Do you now understand how precious the Cross is? Do not 
shun it... . Love it, for it comes from Me, and I shall never 
leave you without strength to bear it. I bore it for love of you, 
will you not bear it for love of Me?” 

In what manner she would have to carry the Cross of her Master, 
Josefa was about to learn. Up to this time, the divine plan had 
but rarely admitted anything in the nature of suspicion or mistrust 
on the part of Superiors. Our Lord had Himself foreseen and 
guaranteed to Josefa the security of their support as also of their 
control over her in the extraordinary ways in which it pleased 
Him to guide her. The attacks of Satan had necessitated such 
support, and their help had hitherto never failed her. The grace of 
Opposition was, however, too precious for God to withold it 
from one so dearly loved by Him. The hour had come when she 
was to experience it, and it was to be laid on her shoulders by the 
gentle and strong hands of Jesus Himself, who let it sink, too, 
deeply into her heart. 
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The Cross and Many Graces 
2oth May-znd June 1923 


eee this hour seems dark, to you, My power dominates it, and My 
work will gain by it” 
(Our Lord to Josefa, zoth May 1923) 


May 2oth was a Sunday and Josefa, finding she had a little leisure, 
sat down to write to Les Feuillants, since she had permission. 

It gave her great joy and comfort to write to her friends there, 
though, of course, she could not trust to a letter the secret of all 
that had happened since her departure from Poitiers. 

But as soon as she had begun her letter Our Blessed Lord 
appeared and charged her with a message to be delivered in His 
Name to the Mothers at Poitiers. Josefa was seized with dismay 
at the very thought, and at first refused, protesting that it would 
be impossible for her to pass such a missive through the censor- 
ship of her Superior, who was entirely ignorant of the communi- 
cations it had pleased Our Lord to make to her. But Jesus 
insisted: ““What have you to fear, if it is I who order you to do 
this?” 

Josefa implored Him to have compassion on her and let her off 
so costly an act, which was sure not to pass unnoticed, and would 
but add to the misgivings with which she felt she was already 
regarded. Had He not promised her that the secret of her life 
should remain undivulged? . . . That He Himself would guaran- 
tee its secrecy? . . . But Our Lord was inflexible this time, and 
His will imposed on Josefa obedience and abandonment. “‘Love,”’ 
He said to her, “‘will give you strength to do what I ask.” 

Her distress was extreme; poor Josefa hesitated and could not 
make up her mind to an act whose consequences she rightly 
foresaw. On the other hand, it was impossible for her to stand 
out against Our Lord’s express wish . . . At last, with many 
heart-searchings, she slipped the message in, in terms as veiled 
as she could devise. 

The evening went by without incident, but not without the 
most wearing disquiet of mind for Josefa, and her forebodings 
proved to be well founded. The watchful solicitude of Superiors 
quickly took alarm, and with good reason, at what in their eyes 
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seemed a way of acting beyond the competence of a humble Sister. — 
Fearing that there might be something abnormal about the matter, 
and alarmed at what, at first sight, struck her as a venture into 
perilous and foolhardy flights of fancy, her Superior sent for 
Josefa the very next day. 

She began by questioning her kindly, and then represented to 
her in very forcible terms the dangers of illusion, explaining how 
easily she could thereby become the sport of an overexcited 
imagination. . . . Josefa listened humbly to this strongly- 
worded advice, intended to put her on her guard against herself 
and the devil. But her soul was profoundly disturbed, and silent 
teats began to flow, while there revived within her all her previous 
fears of illusion and the apprehension and repugnance which she 
had fought against so long, and conquered with such hardly-won 
victories. 


“I have resisted this course so long,” she wrote in her note- 
book that evening, ‘‘and my greatest temptation still is to escape 
TRO AE ee. sal 

“Ol! how happy I should be if I could walk in the simple and 
common way of my dear religious lifel . . . What anxiety .. . 


what anguish . . . what conflict! . . . O my God, what am I 
todo? . . . Must I again resist Thee, as I have done for too long 
already? . . .” 


That evening, Monday in Whit-week, 21st May, after a day of 
sad uncertainty, she begged her Master to forgive her if she had 
failed in prudence, and had caused in any way the reproaches 
which she had accepted in all sincerity. In order to tranquillize 
her misery and find assurance, she went to the chapel where the 
Blessed Sacrament was exposed. 


“*Jesus came instantly,” she wrote, “with burning Heart, and 
bearing on His right.arm the Cross all bright and resplendent, as 
I have seen it all these days.” 


“You only did My bidding, Josefa,” He said. “Have no anxiety 
concerning your Superiors. Cannot you see how I have helped 
you hitherto? Have I changed? I loved you before and My love 
is just the same now. I am your Father, your Saviour, and your 
Spouse, but I am likewise your God, and you are Mine. The 
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Creator has supreme mastery over His creature, and that is why 
you are Mine,” 

He then appealed to her spirit of faith: 

“Do you think that anything happens without My permission? 
I dispose all things for the good of each and every soul. Though 
this hour seems dark to you, My power dominates it and My 
work will gain by it. I am your All, Josefa, so do not be afraid, 
for you are not alone. I have not brought you here for your ruin, 
but from love, and because it is fitting that all this should happen.” 

These words soothed Josefa’s troubled heart, though the pain 
remained. The Cross still rose up before her, but its light was 
quenched. She embraced it, nevertheless, with all the love of her- 
heart, and no change was visible in her outward life. Always 
simple and confiding, it seemed that there could not exist even a 
shadow between her and her Mothers. Her perfect religious 
spirit was already proof to their minds of the spirit by which she 
was animated, and in it they discerned tokens of a divine influence. 

A few months later the Superior of Marmoutier gave a moving 
testimony of the impression made on her by Josefa’s gentle and 
humble acceptance of the strongly-worded reptoof which she 
thought it her duty to administer. She was not afraid to add, that 
as she watched Josefa leave her room, there came over her a 
singular intuition that the little Sister’s soul was the object of 
divine predilection. 

All this time the other Sisters, who knew nothing of what had 
happened, found her always forgetful of self, obliging, friendly 
and even merty at recreation, while they could not but be in- 
fluenced by her virtue. God alone knew the mental and moral 
suffering of the remainder of that Whit-week. 

“Your heart has not yet suffered as Mine has,” said Our Lord 
to her on Tuesday, 22nd May. 

And as Josefa explained that there could be no comparison 
between His Heart and her stingy little one: “Nevertheless,” 
He answered, “in the measure of your strength I want youts to be 
a teflection of Mine. . . . But do not be afraid; I love you and I 
will never forsake you.” 

This was the hour when Jesus planned to flood with grace her 
soul now deepened by humiliation. 

Josefa already knew by expetience much of the Fatherhood of 
God, but on Friday, 25th May, this knowledge was, as it were, 
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confirmed by such assurances that her childlike, filial spirit 
gained that sense of immense security and of abandonment which 
ate its specific fruit. 


“That evening,” she noted, “as I was about to go to bed and 
was kissing my crucifix and renewing my vows with all the love 
of my heart, suddenly my Jesus was there, so beautiful . . . but 
above all so fatherly.” 


She could not find words to express all that this meant to her. 

“Do not be afraid,” He said. “I am watching over you... . 
I am guiding you . . . and I love you.” 

How can the Fatherhood of God be better expressed? “As He 
is so good,” she wrote, “I called Him Father, and I tried to say 
how tenderly I love Him.” 

“When you call Me Father,’ He replied, “it pleases Me, 
Josefa, and when you give Me that name I feel bound to take 
care of you. When here below a little child begins to talk and utters 
the sweet name of Father, with what joy parents press their child 
to their hearts, for the world holds no greater pleasure for them. 
If this is true of an earthly father and mother, how much truer of 
Me, for I am your Father, Mother, God, Creator, Saviour and 
Bridegroom! . . . And none equal My Heart in loving-kindness. 

“*Josefa Mine, little, wretched, but much loved, when you feel 
oppressed and sad, hasten to call on your Fa¢her, and rest in His 
Heart. 

“If on account of your work you cannot throw yourself at 
My feet as you would like, only murmur the one word Father and 
I will help, sustain, guide, and comfort you. 

“Now go in peace to your rest. Another day is over and it will 
count for all eternity.” 

Great was the impression left on Josefa’s mind by this first 
grace, but it was to be followed by others still greater. 

On the eve of Trinity Sunday, 26th May, Josefa’s relations 
with her Lord reached what one might almost call the peak of 
divine intimacy. Yet Josefa’s simple statements of the signal 
graces she received make us realize to what an extent in her 
humility she ignored herself. We give what follows without 
commentaty: 


if ; : 
After communion,” she wrote, “I saw Jesus standing near 
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me. He looked like a poor man, and as if afraid to say anything. 
I renewed my vows and asked Him why He looked so. . . . He 
stretched out a hand: “You ask Me what I want, Josefa? . . . Do 
you not know? . . . I want nothing less than your heart... .” 

“But, Lord, Thou knowest that it is Thine already . . . long 
ago I gave it to Thee, and Thou art my only love.’ 

“He drew nearer, and His Heart glowed like fire while He said 
eagerly: ‘I know it! But to-day I will take it! . . . and in its place 
I will place a spark of My own which at every moment will fire 
and devour you.’ Then, with increasing eagerness: ‘Yes, you will 
live on love, and your soul will suffer unslakable thirst to possess 
Me, to glorify Me, and to give Me souls! Your heart will be burnt 
up in a flame of love . . . a flame which will kindle you with 
zeal for souls. . . . Then, nothing will prevent your entering 
on the path which My Heart has prepared for you with so much 
love.’ 

“I answered that I want to love Him without measure, but I 
should be so happy if, as tiny children do, I could love without 
reflecting on the fact, without seeking occasions or proofs, but 
always, and quite simply, just love. That is how I should like to 
be: loving Him and giving Him souls, but in small and hidden 
ways, so that my responsibility would not be so great. 

“Do not fear, Josefa; there is nothing to prevent this, for 
you will no longer act by your own power, but guided and 
impelled by Me. 

** <T too, want you to be like a little child. But I want to make 
use of this littleness. Just because you are so little you must let 
yourself be led by My fatherly hand, which is all-powerful and 
infinitely strong. So, if there is anything good in you, you will 
never attribute it to yourself, for little children know and can do 
absolutely nothing. But if they are docile and obedient, it is their 
father’s wisdom that leads them, and his prudence. 

“Come now, Josefa Mine, let Me take your heart!’ 

“Before I could reply, Jesus had taken it from me,” she went 
on. “I felt a violent pain, and instantly, snatching a burning spark 
of fire from His Heart, He let it fall upon my breast. Ah! my Jesus 
. .. this is too much... . 

“But He went on: ‘Let Me doit . . . let Me doit . . . this is 
love. The flame of My love will take the place of your heart, but 
it will in no wise prevent you from feeling and loving; on the 
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contrary, the stronger love is, the more intimate it id ceabee And 
now we must go. Let us spend to-day together, and make it a 
day of zeal, ardour and intimacy, I for you and you for Me.’ 

“And He went away,” wrote Josefa, “taking my heart with 
Him.” 


What had taken place in this mysterious exchange, so simply 
and objectively recorded? . . . 

That evening, Josefa, overwhelmed by what had happened and 
unable to speak of it to anyone, attempted to commit some of her 
thoughts to writing. In the lines that follow one must not look 
for more than a forthright and unpretentious record of what she 
neither understood nor tried to explain. 


“From that time on I have felt in my breast so ardent a flame 
that at times I can hardly bear it. Then, too, everything now seems 
to fall short of my desires. I long to be rid of my body . . . to 
attract innumerable souls to His Heart . . . to give Him very 
great glory. . . . Iso hunger to possess Him that it is a veritable 
martyrdom to be still far from Him. . . . I cannot explain it. . 
but there is in me now such a consuming flame of desire for Him. 
How I yearn to love Him and see Him loved!” 


Earth had now become a place of exile to her longing soul, and 
it was in vain that she tried to express this; hitherto she had 
not felt its utter emptiness. Yet, wonderful to relate, no outward 
sign betrayed the consuming fire within, while all alone she bore 
the weight of this stupendous grace which annihilated her 
faculties in adoration and love. 

The next day, 27th May, Feast of the Blessed Trinity, a new 
gtace was added, reminiscent of one she had already received 
during her Noviceship. The Three Divine Persons were mani- 
fested to her in a vision of resplendent loveliness, All Three were 
alike, and the Cross gleamed across Their arms, “Jesus was in the 
centre,” she wrote.=“I knew Him by His Heart. . . . I renewed 
my vows and recited the Creed. 

“Then she heatd these words: “The Father loves Me—The 
Son loves Me—The Holy Spirit loves Me.” Then the same voice 
continued: “Three, but We are One in Sanctity, in Wisdom, in 
Power and in Love. The Father and the Spirit are One with the 
Son, and by Him communicate Themselves wholly to souls, for 
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the Son, uniting in His Divine Person the two natures, divine 
and human, has made Himself the bond between God and man. 
Man, whose human natute is divinized by grace, becomes one 
with God, and each time when, in a state of grace, he receives 
Holy Communion, he identifies himself with Him and loses 
himself in Him. Thus does God reside in souls that are in a state 
of grace. Thus do the Three Divine Persons take up their abode 
in them, making these souls their habitation of delight.” 

After recording the exact words that she had heard, Josefa 
continued: 


“It is beyond my powers to explain what happened: two rays 
of fire escaped, one from the Person on the right, and the other 
from the One on the left, enveloping Jesus, who was in the centre, 
in dazzling effulgence. . . . Then I saw no one but Him alone. 
. . . He supported the Cross, and extending His left hand, He 
said, with eyes raised to Heaven: ‘May men adore the Father. 
May they love the Son. May they let themselves be possessed by 
the Holy Spirit, and may the Blessed Trinity abide in them.” 


Then, with tenderest condescension, He fixed His eyes on 
Josefa and addressed her personally: “‘As long as the Sacramental 
species remain in a soul the Father abides in it as God, the Son 
as Man, the Holy Spirit as its Spouse, and the Three being but 
One God divinize the soul which allows itself to be thus possessed 
by Him. O! if you could but see the beauty of a soul in grace. 
But such beauty is invisible to mortal eyes, Josefa. Look rather 
with eyes of faith, and realizing the value of souls, consecrate 
yourself to giving this glory to the Blessed Trinity, by gaining 
many souls in which the Triune God may find a dwelling.” 

Jesus continued instructing her in very simple language: 
“Eyvety soul can be instrumental in this sublime work. . . . 
Nothing great is required, the smallest acts suffice: a step taken, 
a straw picked up, a glance restrained, a service rendered, a 
cordial smile . . . all these offered to Love are in reality of great 
profit to souls and draw down floods of grace on them. No need 
to remind you of the fruits of prayer, of sacrifice, of any act offered 
to expiate the sins of mankind . . . to obtain for them the grace 
of purification, that they too may become fitting sanctuaries for 
the indwelling of the Blessed Trinity.” 

Then Josefa prayed for the apostolic orders, who work for that 

AA 
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end, and begged Jesus to inflame them with zeal and to bless their 
toil and sufferings. He, in reply, made her understand how pleasing 

to Him is disinterestedness in apostolic labourers, and how dear 
it makes them to His Heart. 

“Ifa man devotes his life,” He said, “to working either directly 
ot indirectly for the salvation of souls, and reaches such a degree 
of detachment from self that without neglecting his own pet- 
fection he leaves to others the merit of his actions, prayers and 
sufferings . . . that man draws down abundant graces on the 
world . . . he himself reaches a high degree of sanctity, far 
higher than he would have attained had he sought only his own 
advancement.” 

Such teachings concerning faith were carefully noted by Josefa, 
since, falling from the lips of Jesus, they acquired in her eyes an 
importance to which her heart attached great value. 


“Then He went away,”’ she added. “‘Ah! how sad I feel when I 


am left all alone after such a contemplation! . . . I who am so 
insignificant can hardly bear such happiness. . . . How trivial 
the things of earth appear. . . . lam so indifferent tothem. .. . 


I wish I could explain this: I see in such a vivid light the meaning 
of God alone that I feel detached from everything here below. 

“To-day after that communion with what ardour I renewed my 
vows, and handed myself over to Him again. He has already 
taken my heart, but I renewed the donation I had made of it to 
Him, and together with it of all I love most: homeland, family, 
Les Feuillants . . . everything! He is all I desire and if I must 
needs suffer more, that, too, I offer Him. How my souls thirsts for 
Him!” 

The solitude and sadness in which her soul had been plunged 
for the last week, increased this thirst. She continued to bear it 
religiously and in silence. She was not able, of course, to resist 
the predilections of Jesus, but obedient to her Superiors, she 
endeavoured to enter into their views, by more constant prayet 
and if possible greater vigilance. 

On Monday, 28th May, transferred Feast of Saint Madeleine 
Sophie, a day of great solemnity in all convents of the Sacred 
Heart, Our Lord was about to crown her faithful service by adding 


to the signal graces of the last days one which became a veritable 
foretaste of heaven. 


MARMOUTIER 361 


“After Holy Communion,” wrote Josefa, “it seemed to me that 
heaven itself was in my soul. Suddenly I saw Jesus in all His 
beauty . . . with His Heart resplendent and shining as a very sun. 
It was surmounted by a cross of fire. . . . He said: ‘The soul 
that eats My Flesh possesses God, Author of Life . . . and of 
Life Eternal... . That is how she becomes My heaven. Nothing” 
can compare with her in beauty. The angels are in admiration and, 
as God is within that soul, they fall down in adoration. . . . O 
soul, didst thou but know thy dignity. . . . Your soul, Josefa, 
is My heaven and every time you receive Me in Holy Com- 
munion My grace augments both your dignity and your beauty.” 

Josefa could do nothing but humble herself at her Mastet’s 
feet and confess her sins, her miseries and weakness, knowing 
herself unworthy of the infinite Sanctity that, descending to her 
nothingness, went to the length of making her in reality His 
heavenly place of repose. 

“Lord,” she said, “I give Thee my heart, my life, my liberty 

“T desire nothing else,” He answered tenderly. “What does all 
the rest matter? . . . Your sins? Why, I can wipe them out. .. . 
Your miseries? I consume them. . . . Your weakness? I will be 
its support. . . . Let us remain united.” 

God’s eternal purpose for this stage of Josefa’s life seemed now 
to have been accomplished in every detail, and was to end with the 
month of May. She had given a true proof of her love; she had 
been detached, separated and purified by the loneliness in which 
her divine Master’s will had been her only support. She had 
entered with entire docility into His designs, which step by step 
had led her to a fresh experience of the Cross. This Cross she had 
embraced with wholehearted loyalty, in a spirit of faith and 
generous love. . . . God used the freedom she thus left Him to 
pour into her soul a full measure of choice graces which trans- 
formed her and in a very short time raised her to heights she never 
could have attained by her own efforts. It was the work of Love 
realized in her person before being carried out in the world. 

The radiance that had illuminated the close of the month of 
May little by little waned, like the sunset of a glorious summer day. 
Only the Cross still appeared to Josefa from time to time. Though 
she continued to help in the house in whatever way she could, 
from now on she suffered violent pain, but she did not try to 
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find out its cause, though she was exhausted each evening. She 
never complained, for she had long been accustomed to bear 
extreme physical pain. But what was far more painful to her was 
her moral isolation, and this, too, she bore in silence. 


“T who so love my Superiors and have learnt to have no secrets 
from them,” she wrote sadly, “not to be able to speak to them nor 
tell them all is my greatest privation. . . . If my Jesus did not 
support me, how could I bear it? But when I feel most tormented 
by it I offer it all to Him in sacrifice and that strengthens me.” 


This complete sacrifice of herself, of her reputation, of help 
from her Superiors, of an ultimate return to Poitiers, Jesus 
knew how keenly she felt it all and how sincere she was. With 
one gesture of love He was about to restore it all to her. 

On 1st June she wrote this brief note: “I have just been told 
that to-morrow I am to go back to Poitiers. I have thanked Jesus, 
for I had completely given it up, and never thought to return 
there.” 

A few moments later, Jesus appeared to her and confirmed the 
news: 

“I have accepted the sacrifice of all you gave Me, Josefa. 
To-day I give it back to you. And now I shall go on telling 
you My secrets. . . . The devil will attack you again and often 
try to deceive you and hurt you. But have no fear, I will defend 
you. 

“May your heart keep the flame of love and zeal in joy and 
abandonment. . . . I love you and am entirely yours.” 


BOOK THREE 
THE MESSAGE OF LOVE 


Part Two 
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CHAPTER X | 
Peer LO THE WHOLE WORLD 


Return to Poitiers, Feast of the Sacred Heart 


2nd-1oth June 1923 


“I will speak in you, and My words will reach souls and will not pass 
away. I will love you, and by that love souls will discover My love for 
them. I will forgive you, and souls will recognize My mercy by that with 
which I have wrapped you round” 
(Our Lord to Josefa, Feast of the Sacred Heart, 1923) 


On Saturday, 2nd June, Josefa returned to Poitiers. It was for 
her a totally unexpected event which filled her with gratitude, and 
the whole community rejoiced with her, for she had their love, 
such true love as is found in religious houses. But in her case 
there was something quite indefinable which attracted their 
respect and affection, and made her return among them a real 
feast day. At once she resumed her place among the Sisters and 
claimed for herself the large share in daily devotedness that had 
always been hers. The following Monday saw her back, too, at 
the head of the Novices’ workroom, and soon it seemed as if she 
had never been away. 

Superiors were much struck by her spiritual progress during 
the month’s absence. She had come back to them invested, so to 
speak, by a supernatural influence. 

“How God has worked in that soul,” wrote her Superior to 
the Very Reverend Mother General. “I cannot say how changed 
we find her . . . and in so short a time! What a distance between 
her and us! . . . We are so impressed by her. God seems to have 
begun the crowning of His graces in her, the loftiness of which is 
beyond us, but her attitude of simplicity, obedience, and detach- 
ment ate unchanged and must be very pleasing to our Blessed 
Mother Foundress. Our Lord seems to be hastening on her 
transformation with truly giant strides. She has resumed her life 
of silence and humble labour, but her body is exhausted by 
suffering and more so by the interior fire consuming her day by 
day.” 
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Josefa, on her side, wrote on Monday, 4th June: 


“Since the 2oth May, when Our Lord took my heart, I feel in 
myself such burning fervour . . . such a longing to love Him 

..and console Him... and give Him souls . . . that all the 
rest fades into nothingness, and though I have no difficulty in 
loving, yet I feel a sort of detachment from all things . . . such 
a desire for Jesus, that my only longing is to die in order to 
go to Him... and my soul seems imprisoned . . . a state 
impossible to express. . . .” 


The realization of her own nothingness at times overpowered 
her. She continued: 


“T feel disconcerted and ashamed to see myself such as lam... 
anybody overwhelmed with graces such as mine would be a 
saint . . . and I become daily more unworthy, more ungrateful, 
and perhaps, God knows, sinful, too! It is very painful to realize 
this, and though I do not lose my peace of mind over it, it is 
nevertheless very grievous to bear.” 

Whilst she was kneeling in the cell where, in accordance with 
obedience, she had once more begun to write her daily notes, 
Jesus appeared: 


“You must not be troubled, Josefa,’ He said gently. ‘I want 
you to be nothing, that I may be All. 

““*The smaller a thing is the more easily it can be handled, It 
is just because you are so paltry a thing that I can use you as I like. 
You know well that I need nothing . . . and all I ask of you is to 
be plastic in My hands. . . . Your misery is of little account in 
My eyes. . . . Remain as you are, nothing . . . but look, and 
you A see what I who am All can fashion out of your nothing- 
ness!’ 

“Then,” Josefa’s notes continue, “I saw a multitude of souls 
pass before Him, so many that I could not reckon the number, 
and Jesus said: ‘All of them will come to Me.’ ” 


That evening, 4th June, Our Lord renewed for the first time 
the mysterious grace of the 26th May. 

During night prayers He showed her His Heart in a veritable 
sea of fire, and taking a flame from this furnace, He said: “This 
flame will replace the one I have already placed in your heatt.” 
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She assured her Master that the first still burnt her with desire 
to be united to Him in love, and was her greatest suffering. 


“For,” she wrote, “my will yearns . . . but I believe that I do 
not know how to love. 

“Ah! Josefa,’ came the ready response, ‘that is nothing to 
what-will be some day. . . . I will set you on fire . . . I will 
utterly consume you.’ ” 


Letting the flame fall on Josefa’s breast, He vanished. She still 
perceived His Heart for a short time... and from the wound 
came a fiery ray. ““O! my God,” she wrote, “what suffering that 
I cannot love Thee as I would!” 

Such wonderful graces were repeated several times during the 
month of June 1923. Josefa noted them down with the same 
unimaginative simplicity, never succeeding in expressing ade- 
quately the state of her soul, thus consumed by divine fire. 


“T know of no pain in the world I would not be ready to endure 
for Him,” she wrote on 5th June. ““My soul is full of peace, but its 


hunger is unsated. . . . I believe it is from Jesus . . . that I may 
never be separated from Him, that I may love Him. . . . These 
are things too lofty for me to understand . . . all I know is that 


>> 
. 


there are moments when I cannot restrain my soul. . . 


This Tuesday, 5th June, was the third anniversary of the day 
when the Heart of Our Saviour appeared to her for the first time 
(1920). During her prayer Jesus again manifested Himself to her, 
and kept her long immersed in the fiery rays of love that issued 
from His wourided Heart. Josefa could scarcely endure their 
ardour, and they did not cease when she went to Mass. 


“The more I see how great and good He is, the more unworthy 
I feel,” she wrote, “and never would I dare approach Him if I had 
not Our Blessed Lady to help and guide me. 

“T saw Him again after communion, my Jesus, so gentle, 
gracious and fatherly, no word can describe Him... and 
opening His Heart to me, He said: “The less there is of you, the 
more I shall be your life, and you will be My heaven of rest.’ 

‘“« “How can I, Lord, miserable as I am?’ 

«Do you not know, Josefa, that on earth My heaven is in 
souls?’ ”’ 
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Then her apostolic heart thrilled: 


“T asked Him how to win many souls to knowledge and love, 
a burning love of Himself? 

“ ‘Pray, Josefa, pray intensely. . . . Yes, beg for souls this 
burning love!’ ” 


Though the Master of love drew her so powerfully to His 
Heart, He did not allow her to forget her great natural weakness. 
He left her the repugnances and difficulties of her character, and 
wanted her to reproach herself with even her smallest imperfec- 
tions. “Yes, I see how weak you are,” He said to her that even- 
ing, when at her night prayers she recalled some feelings for 
which she was sorry. 

“He told me all my failings,” she wrote, “and then said: ‘What 
ate you, Josefa, after all? A mere pinch of dust that one blows 
away with a breath.’ ” 

From the bottom of her heart she begged His forgiveness. 

“You know that I always forgive you. If I tell you of your 
faults, this is because of My love for you, that your ‘self’? may 
disappear and | may live in you. And now, I will change the flame 
in your heart and kindle it afresh to give you new vigour for the 
work of your own destruction.” 


“Then,” wrote Josefa, ““He did as yesterday, and left me in great 
pain. For some time past my body seems to have lost all power 
and I suffer in every limb. Over my soul hangs an oppression 
that I cannot understand, but it leaves me in an ever deepening 
peace.” ; 


“T shall return every evening,” said Our Lord to her on Wednes- 
day, 6th June, “to consume all your failings, and rekindle the 
flame which I have put in place of your heart.” 

And so He did that very evening, and after listening in all 
tenderness to the recital of her failings and miseries, He said: 
“You know that it is the property of fire to destroy and to en- 
kindle. In the same way My Heart’s property is to pardon, love, 
and purify. Never think that I shall cease to love you because of 
your miseries. No, My Heart loves you and will never forsake 
you.” 


Then Jesus, grasping a flame from His burning Heart, let it 
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fall on her. As the flame of divine love struck her Josefa’s whole 
being quivered; she clasped her hands over her heart as if to 
restrain its fire, her eyes were fixed with indescribable longing on 
the Heart of her Master, which remained visible to her for some 
moments longer while gradually she regained her panting 
breath. It was a moving scene, and was repeated on several 
successive days in her poor cell. 

A quarter of an hour or so later Josefa, under the eyes of the 
Mothers who were kneeling in prayer by her side, was seen 
slowly to come out of her rapture. Her breathing became normal 
once more; she joined her hands and lowered her eyes. All had 
disappeared, but her soul remained for some time yet plunged in 
that all-consuming fire, her body a prey to excruciating pain that 
sometimes lasted all night till early dawn. 

Those who were present and saw these happenings have thus 
described them, but how depict what each of these divine 
intrusions into her inmost being left of capacity for love and 
suffering and union with the redemptive work of the Sacred 
Heart of her Lord. .. . 

It was in the midst of these exceptional favours, now, as ever, 
silently kept from all but the two aforesaid witnesses, that the 
triduum of preparation before the Feast of the Sacred Heart ran 
its course. They were days of recollection and intense prayer, 
when the nuns, without interrupting their usual apostolic work, 
were preparing for the renovation of their vows. 

On the evening of the vigil, Thursday, 7th June, the whole 
household was gathered in the Chapel for a Holy Hour before the 
Blessed Sacrament. Josefa was there, lost amid the throng of her 
sisters. In the silence of prayer, Our Lord, looking on her with 
special love, deigned to manifest Himself to her. 

Josefa noted next day: 


“T should have liked to comfort Him, but the consciousness of 
my unworthiness filled me with confusion as well as with grief. 
I told Him of my desires, and how I dared not ask pardon for 
the sins of the world, considering I have committed so many sins 
myself]. i: 

“Suddenly He came, and said compassionately: ‘Why these 
fears? Have I not told you that My one desire is to forgive? Do 
you think that I have chosen you because of your virtues? I know 
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well that you have nothing but misery and weakness, but as I am 
a purifying fire, I will wrap you round in the flame of My Heart 
and destroy you. Ah! Josefa, how often I have told you that My 
one longing is for souls to bring Me their miseries! Come . . . 
and let Love consume you.’ 

“Then, as on the preceding day, a flame escaped from His 
Sacred Heart, and falling on mine, set it all aglow.” 


A moment or two passed in the unspeakable ardour which 
Josefa had now experienced several times, but which she could 
never express. 


“After that,’’ she wrote, “I prayed to Him for several souls that 
tequite His help, and He answered me: 

“ ‘When a king espouses the daughter of a subject he assumes 
the obligation of providing all that the new rank to which he has 
raised her requires. 

“ *T have chosen you and have undertaken thus to provide for 
your every want. . . . I require nothing of you beyond what is 
already yours. Give Me an empty heart and I will fillit . . . give 
me a heart destitute of all adornment and I will make it beautiful. 
Give it Me with all its miseries and I will consume them. What is 
hidden from you I will reveal, and all that you lack, I take on 
myself to supply.’ 

“By this He made clear to me how He helps souls who desire 
only to please Him, and how He supplies their every want, and 
all they lack.” 


Then reminding Josefa once more of her incapacity and weak- 
ness, He repeated: 

“You know well, Josefa, that had I been able to find anywhere 
a cteature more miserable than you, I would assuredly have 
chosen her, in order to manifest the longings of My Heart 
through her, but not finding one, I chose you. 

“You know, too, what happens when an insignificant little 
flower devoid of charm or fragrance springs up on a highroad 
full of traffic. It quickly gets trampled underfoot by the passers-by, 
who pay not the slightest attention to it, nor so much as notice its 
existence. And think, Josefa, what would have become of you if 
I had left you, frail and miserable as you are, to the cold of winter, 
the heat of summer, to be the sport of wind and rain; assuredly 
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you would have died. But because I want you to live, I trans- 
planted you into the garden of My Sacred Heart, tending you 
with My own hands, that you may grow up under the beams of 
the Sun with Its vivifying and restoring power, whose strength 
is tempered in your regard, that no injury may come to you. 
Ah! Josefa, leave yourself, such as you are, to My care, and let the 
sight of your nothingness never lessen your trust, but only 
confirm you in humility.” 

Josefa reaffirmed her entire confidence, and asked Him to pre- 
pare her for the renovation of her vows by cleansing her in His 
sacred Blood. 

Eagerly Our Lord rejoined: “Tf your desire is so great Mine far 
exceeds it! I will purge and cleanse you in the fires of love. . . . 
What glory I shall be given here to-morrow!” 

Surprised, Josefa questioned this assertion and Jesus answered: 

“Do you not know what store I set on the complete donation 
made in public to Me by a soul? 

“To-night,” He said, before parting from Josefa, “I shall be 
watching over you, and you will rest in My Heart. Remain in 
peace and live in My love.” 

Early on the morning of the Feast of the Sacred Heart, Friday, 
8th June 1923, Josefa’s divine Master Himself prepared her for 
the renovation of vows. 

This ceremony of solemn renovation, which with the Sacred 
Host held before her at the moment of communion, each nun 
makes individually, is not in the Society of the Sacred Heart the 
reaffirmation of a promise that has lapsed. The First Vows as 
the Last are made for ever. Rather is the ceremony an act of 
devotion, signifying the reaffirmation of a promise that will last 
till death, and that is made by each religious in the joy of her 
heart. 

Our Lord began the day by showing Josefa His Heart, all 
aflame, and during her prayer, He plunged her into its fiery 
depths. : 

She wrote: “I implored Him to give me true contrition for my 
sins . . . for the greater the graces He gives me, the more 
unworthy I know myself to be... . On the one hand, my 
soul is urged by love to unite itself to Him, and on the 
other, the consciousness of my sins keeps me away and makes 
me fear to approach Him . . . with all the intensity of which 
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I am capable I begged Him to purify me before I renew my 
vows.” 

A little later, when Mass had begun, and the chapel was filled 
with the whole assembled household, Jesus showed Himself to 
her. “Open your soul,” He said, “and give Me entrance, for I 
Myself have come to purify you.” 

Then He drew Josefa’s attention to what each of the vows 
implied and to the plenitude of self-sacrifice which is demanded 
by each. 

“Despoil yourself of all things,” He said, “keeping back no 
desire, no attraction, no personal judgment. . . . Then, submit 
yourself wholeheartedly to the will of your Beloved. Let Me 
do with you what I like, and not what you desire. You ought so 
to conform yourself to Me that My will in you becomes your 
own, by total submission to My good pleasure. You have given 
over to Me all your rights by the vow of obedience. 

“Would that souls understood that never are they mote free 
than when they have thus given themselves up to Me, and that 
never am I more inclined to grant their desires than when they 
are teady to do My will in everything. . . . Clasp tight those 
chains that sweetly bind you to Me. Go and renew the vows that 
bind you to My feet, to My hands, and introduce you into My 
Heart.” 

Josefa went up to the altar-rails, and when the Sacred Host was 
held before her, she renewed her loved vows, then received 
communion and returned to her place. Then Jesus once more 
manifested Himself to her and with overwhelming love said: 
“Josefa, you have just told Me that you love Me alone . . . that 
you have voluntarily despoiled yourself of everything for 
My sake... that you will never have any other liberty or 
I shall be Master of your thoughts, of your words, and of 
I shall be Master of your thoughts, of your words and of 
your actions. If you have nothing, I will provide everything 
for you. I will live in you, speak in you, love you, and forgive 
you.” 

ers up each of these words, Our Lord made His thought 
clear: 

“TI will live in you and you in Me. 

“TI will speak in you, and My words will reach souls and will 
not pass away. 
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“T will love you, and by that love souls will discover My love 
for them. 

“TI will forgive you, and souls will recognize My mercy by that 
with which I have wrapped you round. 

“Many believe in Me, but few believe in My love... and 
among those who do, too few rely on My mercy. . . . Many 
know Me as their God, but how few trust in Me as their Father. 

“T will manifest Myself . . . especially to those who are the 
objects of My predilection. I will show them through you that I 
ask nothing of them that they do not possess. But I do ask that all 
they have they should give Me, for all is Mine. 

“If they possess nothing but miseries and weaknesses, these I 
desire . . . even if they have only faults and sins . . . I desire 
them also. I beg them to give them to Me. Give them to Me; 
yes, give all to Me and keep nothing, but trust My Heart: I 
forgive you, I love you, I will sanctify you Myself.” 

Such contacts with Our Lord ought surely to have anchored 
Josefa in the great work for souls in which she found herself 
more and more involved; as its destined messenger. 

Yet, strange to say, in the little note-book where she put down 
her personal and secret thoughts, we find how to the very end of 
her life she had to fight in order to accept the rdéle assigned to her. 
Our Lord allowed her to feel the repugnance in order that the 
generosity of her will should constantly have to be brought into 
play, adhering to His will. It kept her humble, and the unremitting 
struggle was in itself a very sure sign that this mission, none of 
her seeking, was of divine origin. 

That very day she wrote: “Yes, my Jesus, I accept all. I will do 
and say all thou askest of me, disregarding my own likes and 
dislikes. I accept the path Thou hast chosen for me solely because 
I know it is Thy will . . . With all my heart I renew the offering 
I have made to Thee of all my tastes, inclinations, person and life.” 

These same loyal and generous protestations recur repeatedly 
in her notes. Her Master accepted and appreciated their value, and 
read in every line of them Josefa’s wholly given and ardent soul. 

But she had become more pliant, and Jesus was once more to 
use her as His instrument, and by her send His Message to the 
world. 

“To-morrow,” He said to her on the evening of Saturday, 9th 
June, “I will go on telling you My secrets for souls, for I want 
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them all to come to Me. O! pray for souls, you especially who 
ate the privileged ones of My Heart. . . . More than others 
you must console Me and make repatation. Yes, pray earnestly 
for souls.” 

Before the end of the Octave of the Sacred Heart, Saint 
Madeleine Sophie gave Josefa some valuable teaching about 
the motto she had previously given her at Marmoutier: “Love 
knows no obstacles.” 

On Sunday, 1oth June, she appeared at Josefa’s side during 
Mass, and blessing her, said: 

“Daughter, I have come to-day to tell you how to love, so that 
true love may find no opposition in you. 

“The basis of love is humility; for it is often necessary to submit 
and sacrifice our personal attractions, our comfort and our self- 
love if we wish to give proof of true love . . . and this act of 
submission is none other than one of humility, for it is abnegation, 
self-denial, generosity and adoration in one. In fact, to prove this 
love in something that costs us very much we have to think in 
this way: ‘If it were not for Thee, O my God, I would not do it. 
But as it is for Thee, I cannot say no; I love Thee and I submit to 
Thy will. It is my God who asks this of me, so I must obey. I 
do not know why He asks it, but He knows.’ And so because of 
love we humble ourselves, and with submission do what we do 
not understand and do not like, unless with a supernatural love 
and solely because it is the will of God. 

“Daughter, it is by loving that you will change interior 
resistance and any difficulties that occur into love that is humble, 
strong and generous. Let them be an act of perpetual adoration — 
of the one Lord and God who is Master of all souls. Never resist, 
never question, never falter. Do what He asks of you; say what 
He wants you to say, without fear or vacillation or omission. He 
is All-holy and Wisdom itself, Master and Lord and Love. Adieu, 
my child.” 
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Do Men Know? 
toth-14th June 1923 


“All My longing is to set hearts on fire . . . to set the whole world on 


fire” 


(Our Lord to Josefa, r2th June 1923) 


THE time has now come, when according to the divine will, 
Josefa was to transmit the desires of the Sacred Heart to the 
Bishop of Poitiers. Very gravely Our Lord prepared her for the 
continuation of His Message on Sunday, roth June. It looked as if 
He wanted all possible security for His words, while at the same 
time He reassured and strengthened His frail intermediary, Josefa. 


“While I was writing in my cell this morning Jesus came,” 
noted Joesfa. “His wonderful beauty was enhanced by the majesty 
and sovereign power that the tone of His voice expressed. 
‘Josefa,’ He said, ‘humble yourself, and make an act of entire 
submission to God’s holy will.’ 

“T prostrated myself in adoration before Him and He con- 
tinued: ‘Offer My Heart the profound, tender, and generous love 


of youts.’ 
“This I did from the very depths of my being. Then He was 
silent, as if waiting for something further... . 


“T renewed my vows. I told Him that I belong to Him and that 
I am ready to do whatever He wills. I think that was what He was 
waiting for, for then He said: ‘As I have triumphed over your 
heart and your love, you will not refuse Me anything, will you?’ 

* “No, dear Lord, I am Thine for evermore.’ 

**Then to-morrow I will come and tell you what in the first 
place you are to communicate to the Bishop.’ ” 

Josefa was filled with fear. “I was unable to hide it,” she wrote, 
“and I told Him how frightened I feel at the mere thought of it.” 

“You need have no fear,”” He replied. “My Heart is watching 
ovet you, and besides, it is for souls.” 

This assurance somewhat allayed her anxiety. 


“When J think of having to speak of all those things to His 
Lordship the Bishop, I am very frightened,” she noted, “but Iam 
certain that Jesus will give me the courage I need. 

BB 
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“That evening, when Jesus came to forgive my sins, I again 
told Him of my fear. 

“You will have to suffer, Josefa, but it is for souls, and did 
I not suffer Myself to redeem and save them?’ ” 

Our Blessed Lord stimulated her generosity by laying such 
motives before her, and her close union with His Sacred Heart 
also helped her to accept all that was to be demanded of her. 

On Monday, 11th June, in the quiet of her thanksgiving after 
communion, something of the vastness of His plans was revealed 
to Josefa. 

“Why are you afraid?” He said. “Do you not know that I 
love you and am watching over you? It is all for souls. . . . They 
must know Me... they must love Me more. . . . Children 
ought to make their father known. You are My well-loved 
daughters, specially chosen, that through you I may be revealed 
and that My Heart may be glorified. You need not fear, for | am 
strong and will make you strong; I am Love and will sustain 
you. . . . I will not abandon you.” 

A few minutes later Our Lord rejoined her in her cell. “I am 
now about to tell you, Josefa, the first thing that you are to tell the 
Bishop. Kiss the ground!” 

She renewed her vows and prostrated herself at His feet. Then 
Jesus began to speak and Josefa wrote: 

“T am Love! My Heart can no longer contain its devouring 
flames. I love souls so dearly that I have sacrificed My life for 
them. 

“It is this love that keeps Me a prisoner in the tabernacle. 
For nearly twenty centuries I have dwelt there, night and day, 
veiled under the species of Bread and concealed in the small 
white Host, bearing through love, neglect, solitude, contempt, 
blasphemies, outrages, sacrileges. . . . ; 

“For love of souls, I instituted the Sacrament of Penance, 
that I might forgive them, not once or twice, but as often as they 
need to recover grace. There I wait for them, longing to wash 
away their sins, not in water, but in My Blood. 

“How often in the course of the ages have I, in one way or 
another, made known My love for men: I have shown them how 
ardently I desire their salvation. I have revealed My Heart to 
them. This devotion has been as light cast over the whole earth, 
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and to-day is a powerful means of gaining souls, and so of extend- 
ing My kingdom. 

“Now, I want something more, for if I long for love in response 
to My own, this is not the only return I desire from souls: I want 
them all to have confidence in My mercy, to expect all from My 
clemency, and never to doubt My readiness to forgive. 

“Tam God, but a God of love! I am a Father, but a Father full 
of compassion and never harsh. My Heart is infinitely holy but 
also infinitely wise, and knowing human frailty and infirmity 
stoops to poor sinners with infinite mercy. 

“T love those who after a first fall come to Me for pardon. ... . 
I love them still more when they beg pardon for their second sin, 
and should this happen again, I do not say a million times but a 
million million times, I still love them and pardon them, and I 
will wash in My Blood their last as fully as their first sin. 

“Never shall I weary of repentant sinners, nor cease from 
hoping for their return, and the greater their distress, the greater 
My welcome. Does not a father love a sick child with special 
affection? Are not his care and solicitude greater? So is the tender- 
ness and compassion of My Heart more abundant for sinners 
than for the just. 

“This is what I wish all to know. I will teach sinners that the 
mercy of My Heart is inexhaustible. Let the callous and indifferent 
know that My Heart is a fire which will enkindle them, because 
T love them. To devout and saintly souls I would be the way, 
that making great strides in perfection, they may safely reach the 
harbour of eternal beatitude. Lastly, of consecrated souls, priests 
and religious, My elect and chosen ones, I ask, once morte, all 
their love and that they should not doubt Mine, but above all 
that they should trust Me and never doubt My mercy. It is so 
easy to trust completely in My Heart!” 

Here Jesus ended His appeal. He gave Josefa a few indications 
to be transmitted to her director, who was to lay the whole 
matter before the Bishop, and reading in Josefa’s soul all the 
anxiety she felt: “Why, why do you fear?” and tenderly He soothed 
her. ““You know that I love you. . . . You know, too, that it is 
for souls and for My glory. Do not be troubled. . . . Just carry 
out My directions and give Me all the time that I want.” 

The following day, Tuesday, 12th June, on entering her cell 
at about eight in the morning, she found her Master already 


378 THE WAY OF DIVINE LOVE 


there, and waiting for her. After a few moments spent in adora- 
tion, she renewed her vows and once more offered herself to His 
will. Jesus then continued from where He had stopped the day 
before. 

“I want to forgive. I want to reign over souls and pardon all 
nations. I want to tule souls, nations, the whole world. My peace 
must be extended over the entire universe, but in a special way 
over this dear country where devotion to My Heart first took 
toot... . O that I might be its peace, its life, its King. I am 
Wisdom and Beatitude! I am Love and Mercy! I am Peace, I 
shall reign! I will shower My mercies on the world to wipe out 
its ingratitude. To make reparation for its crimes, I will choose 
victims who will obtain pardon . . . for there are in the world 
many whose desirte is to please Me . . . and there are moreover 
generous souls who will sacrifice everything they possess, that I 
may use them according to My will and good pleasure. 

“My reign will be one of peace and love and I shall inaugurate 
it by compassion on all: such is the end I have in view and this is 
the great work of My love.” 

Then with divinest condescension Our Lord explained to 
Josefa, that she might tell the Bishop the reasons that caused His 
choice of the Society of the Sacred Heart to be the intermediary 
of His Message to the world. “It is founded on love, its end is love, 
its ife is love . . . and what is love but My Heart?” 

Thus did Our Lord outline in a few brief words the bond that 
was to exist between His work and the Society of His Heart. 

“As for you,” He said to Josefa, “I have chosen you as a 
useless and incapable being, so that it may be clearly I who speak, 
who ask, who act. 

“My appeal is addressed to all: to those consecrated in religion 
and to those living in the world, to the good and to sinners, to the 
learned and to the illiterate, to those in authority and to those who 
obey. To each of them I come to say: if you seek happiness you 
will find it in Me. If riches, I am infinite Wealth. If you desire 
peace, in Me alone is peace to be found. I am Mercy and Love! 
and I must be sovereign King. . . .” 

Then, turning to Josefa, who was kneeling and had just 
transcribed the last burning words of her Master: “This is what 
you will first give the Bishop to read.” 

There followed again a few brief words, a personal communica- 
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tion for His Lordship. Our Lord then continued: “Let him not 
be surprised at the kind of instruments I use, for My power is 
infinite and self-sufficient. Let him trust Me. I will bless his 
undertakings. .. . And now, Josefa, I shall begin to speak 
direct to the world, and I desire that My words be made known 
after-your death. As regards yourself, you will live in the most 
complete and the deepest obscurity, and because I have chosen 
you as My victim you will suffer, and overwhelmed with pain, 
you will die! Do not look for rest or alleviation; you will find none, 
for so have I disposed things, But My love will uphold you, and 
never shall I fail you!” 

In these few moments, Jesus revealed to Josefa the last stage of 
her life: her meeting with the ecclesiastical authority whose 
control was to be an assurance of God’s blessing .. . the 
Message that she was charged to deliver to all souls thirsting for 
mercy, peace, and happiness . . . her mission as a victim in- 
separable from the Message and the source from which it would 
draw its fruitfulness . . . the hiddenness which would continue 
to veil her suffering days and nights . . . and finally her death, 
overwhelmed by pain. All this, down to the minutest details He 
Himself arranged; her part was full adherence to His work of 
love, which so soon now He would complete in her and by her 
means. 

That night Our Lord once more renewed the gift of a flame 
from His Heart: “I come to consume you with fire and set you 
alight,”’ He told her. “All My longing is to set souls on fire . 
those of the entire world. . . . Alas! they turn from the flame, 
but I shall triumph, they will be Mine, and I shall be their King. 
Suffer with Me, that the world may know Me, and that souls may 
come to Me. It is by suffering that love will triumph.” 

It was on Wednesday, 13th June, that, as He had said, Our 
Lord gave a direct Message to the crowd of souls on whom He 
had compassion . . . the throng of the hungry and thirsty, of 
those in labour and strife, who suffer and weep in hopeless 
misery . . . who seek, want, long for, but do not find the security 
and happiness they so eagerly desire, To all of them Jesus opened 
His Heart. 

“Mankind must know Me,” He said. “I want men to know My 
love. Do they know what I have done for them?” 

And this was precisely what He was about to explain to them. 
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It almost seemed as if the days in Galilee had returned, when 
Jesus, seated in the midst of a great concourse of people on the 
peaceful hillsides, taught them in parables and held them fascin- 
ated by the wisdom of His words, and absorbed by the radiance 
of truth. Then all alike, high and low, sinners and sinless, the 
lettered and the ignorant, all listened to Him. Some wete stirred 
to their souls’ depths, others were rebellious to the secret plead- 
ings of Love .. . some drawn by the simplicity of His parables, 
and others again subdued by the clarity of His instructions. “The 
sowet went forth to sow the seed,” He said, “‘and it fell abun- 
dantly.”” He watched, as He alone could, able to penetrate into 
the depths of each soul, and see the answer it would give. 

So now once again Jesus spoke to the world in a parable, this 
time to make known the vastness of His all-embracing love. 

“So now, Josefa, write. 

““A father had an only Son. 

“They were rich and powerful, served by devoted retainers, 
and surrounded by all that makes for honour, comfort and pleasure 
in life, and nothing, neither person nor thing, was wanting to their 
good fortune. The son was all in all to the father, and the father 
to the son, and each found in the other perfect contentment, 
though not so as to exclude others, for such noble and generous 
hearts felt sympathy for anyone in distress, however slight it 
might be. 

“Now it came to pass that one of the servants of this good 
master fell ill, and as the danger increased, the only hope of saving 
his life lay in the application of powerful remedies and most 
careful nursing. 

“But this servant lay at his poor and lonely home. At which the 
master felt alarm, for if left deserted, the man would certainly 
die. What was to be done? True, a fellow servant could be sent 
to minister to him; but such service, done for gain rather than 
love, gave no assurance against possible neglect. 

“So, moved with compassion, the master called his son, and 
told him of his anxiety. He explained how near death the poor 
na was, and that the most unremitting care alone could save 

m. 

“Like father, like son! The offer to go himself to succour the 
dying man is made at once. Hé will spare neither trouble, fatigue 
nor night watches until the servant’s health is fully re-established. 
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“The father accepts his son’s offer, and willingly allows him to 
take on the likeness of a servant, that he may serve him who is 
his slave. 

“Many months go by, months of anxious watching by the sick- 
bed, till at length health is restored, for nothing has been spared 
that could not only cure his sickness, but also ensure his complete 
well-being. And what of the servant? With a heart overflowing 
with gratitude, he asks what 4e can do in return for such marvel- 
lous charity. 

“““Go,’ said the son, ‘seek out my father and with restored 
health offer yourself to become his most faithful servant in return 
for his liberality.’ 

“Overwhelmed by his obligations, the man stands in humble 
gratitude before his benefactor and proffers his services gratis, for 
ever. What need has he of remuneration from such a master, who 
has treated him not as a servant, but as a son. 

“This parable is but a pale image of the love I bear to mankind, 
and of the loving return I look for from them. I will explain it so 
that all men may know My Heart.” 

There was amoment’s silence . . . then Jesus turned to Josefa. 
With ardour He urged: “Help Me, Josefa; help Me to let men 
know how I love them! For this am I come, that they may know 
that they will never find true happiness except in Me . . . suffer, 
Josefa, and love, for we two are out to conquer souls!” 

The remainder of that day she passed in humble labour and 
fidelity like that of the other sisters, but her mind was preoccupied 
and absorbed in her Master. When night came, again Jesus ex- 
changed the flame for her heart, leaving her on fire with love. 
Before leaving, He said: “I thirst . . . yes, I thirst for a soul that 
must die to-night.” 

Josefa asked if it was a sinner to be rescued. . . . No, it was a 
soul very much loved by His Heart. “But I want your suffering 
to make up for the graces which, owing to her frailty, she has 
neglected, so that in the short span of life that remains to her she 
may attain a higher degree of glory.” 

We can but wonder at Our Lord’s all-powerful goodness to the 
souls He loves! He watches over them, to increase, if possible, 
their perfection, even to their last breath. Who would not be 
touched at the thoughtful kindness with which such an intention 
is presented to apostolic prayer and sacrifice! We know that 
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sinners need the prayers that ate to save them from eternal 
damnation, but co-operation in prayer for saintly souls who are 
about to die is no less important in His eyes, for in the last and 
supreme hour He puts the finishing touch to His handiwork. _ 

For Josefa, after a day of labour the night was full of pain, till 
suddenly a bright light broke in on the darkness of her cell, and a 
deep peace overwhelmed her soul. Every vestige of suffering - 
disappeared. 

“That soul has entered into glory,”” Our Lady told her next day 
after her communion. Such wete the apostolic victories that more 
than made up to Josefa for whatever she had to expend in prayer 
and suffering, and attached her more deeply than ever to the 
interests of the Sacred Heart. 

On Thursday, 14th June, when she was awaiting Our Lord in 
her cell, ““He appeared,” she wrote, “vested in extraordinary 
majesty.” 

“Josefa,” He said, “humble yourself to the very ground. 
Adore your God, to make reparation for the contempt and 
offences He receives from the greater part of mankind... . 
Love Him, to make up for their ingratitude... . And now 
write,” 

Our Lord then explained the parable of yesterday: 

“God created man out of pure love. He placed him on the earth 
in circumstances that ensured his happiness until the day of eternal 
bliss should dawn for him. But to have a right to such felicity 
he is bound to keep the sweet and wise laws laid down by His. 
Maker. 

“Man, unfaithful to this law, fell grievously sick; sin was 
committed by our first parents, and all mankind, their descendants, 
contracted this guilt and lost their right to the perfect beatitude 
promised them by God; and pain, suffering and death became 
henceforth their lot. 

“Now God, in perfect bliss, has no need of man or of his 
services. He is sufficient unto Himself. Infinite is His glory and 
nothing can diminish it. 

“Infinite in power, He is also infinite in goodness; hence He 
will not allow man, created out of love, to perish; instead, He met 
the grave evil of sin with a remedy infinite in price: one of the 
divine Persons of the Blessed Trinity, assuming human nature, 
will repair in a godlike mannet the evil of the Fall. 
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“The Father gives His Son, the Son sacrifices His glory. He 
comes to earth not as an all-powerful Lord and Master, but in 
poverty as a servant and as a child. 

“The life He led on earth is known to you all. 

“You know how from the first moment of the Incarnation I 
submitted to all human afflictions. In My childhood I endured 
cold, hunger, poverty, and persecution. 

“In My life of labour, how often humiliation and contempt 
were meted out to the carpenter’s son. How often after a hard 
day’s work we, My foster-father and I, found that we had earned 
hardly sufficient to support us. . . . and this I continued for 
thirty long years. 

“Then, forgoing the sweet company of My Mother, I devoted 
Myself to the task of making My heavenly Father known. I went 
about teaching men that God is Love. 

“T went about doing good to bodies as well as souls: to the 
sick I gave back their health; the dead I raised to life; and to souls? 
. . . Ah! to souls I restored liberty . . . that liberty which they 
had lost through sin, and I opened to them the gates of their 
everlasting home—Heaven. 

“Then came the hour when to win salvation for them the Son 
of God willed to surrender life itself. 

“And how did He die? . . . Was He surrounded by friends? 
. . . Acclaimed as a benefactor? . . . Beloved ones, you know 
that the Son of God did not will to die thus. He who had preached 
nothing but love was the victim of hatred. . . . He who had 
brought peace to the world was treated most cruelly. . . . He 
who came to bring men freedom was imprisoned, bound, ill-used, 
calumniated, and finally died on a cross between two thieves... 
contemned, abandoned, abject and despoiled of everything. 

“It was thus He surrendered Himself for man’s salvation. It 
was thus He accomplished the work for which He had voluntarily 
left His Father’s glory. Man was sick and wounded, and the Son 
of God came down to him. He not only restored fallen man to 
life, but earned for him both strength and power to acquire in this 
life the treasures of eternal beatitude. 

“And what was man’s response? 

“Did he, like the grateful servant, offer his ministrations gratis 
and renounce any other but His Master’s interests? . . . 

“Tet us consider and distinguish . . . for there are different 
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ways in which a response has been made by man. 

“But this is enough for to-day. Remain in My peace, Josefa, 
and do not forget that you ate My victim. Love, and leave all the 
rest to Me.” 


The Response made by Mankind 
15th-19th June 1923 


“My words will have such power and be accompanied by such grace that 
even the most obdurate will be won by love . . .” 
(Our Lord to Josefa, 19th June 1923) 


Tue whole of Friday, 15th June, Our Lord did not appear. As 
usual Josefa had awaited His coming. “He did not come,” she 
wrote, and, ever fearful, she examined the inmost recesses of her 
heart, and thought to have discovered a momentary yielding to 
the never-absent distaste she could not completely overcome for 
all that was extraordinary in her life. 


“Jesus had made me understand very clearly, that not only is 
His Heart saddened, but souls, waiting for the grace these little 
acts win for them, are left without the help they need. So when He 
came in the evening, I begged Him to forgive my want of gener- 
osity. 

“Very tenderly, He replied: ‘Yes, Josefa, open your heart to 
the light. Nothing that is done in love is small. No, there are no 
small things in My sight, for the very force of love makes them 
great. ” 


This was a lesson that we have heard from His lips before, and 
He was never tired of reiterating it that souls might, on their side, 
never tire of offering Him their smallest efforts. 

After her return from Marmoutier, Josefa never had a full 
night’s rest. She spent them in moral and physical pain—for when 
Our Lord left her after renewing the gift of the flame of His Heart, 
she generally remained a long time under its influence. These 
sufferings of body and soul made it impossible for her to forget 
the crucifying fact that she had been chosen as God’s victim for 
the work of His Heart’s love. 
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However, each morning she was at meditation with the other 
sisters and also at Holy Mass, after which she went through the 
whole round of her daily occupations about the house. Her energy 
was unconquerable and her smile endeavoured to hide, not always 
successfully, the utter exhaustion of her frame. 


“To-day,” she noted, Saturday, 16th June, “Our Lord came 
at eight o’clock, and showing me His Heart, said: ‘Behold this 
Heart; It is that of a Father, and is consumed with love for His 
sons; would that they knew It!’ ”’ 


Then He explained to Josefa the different responses of mankind 
to God’s offer of love. 

“Some have truly known Me, and urged by love, have ardently 
desired to make an entire sacrifice of themselves to My service, 
which is that of My Father. They begged to be told the greatest 
thing they could do for Him, and My Father answered thus: 
“Leave your home, give up your possessions, and having surren- 
dered se/f, come, follow Me, and do whatever I tell you.’ 

“Others, moved by all that the Son of God had done for their 
salvation, offered themselves to Him, endeavouring with good 
will to make a return for His goodness, by working for His 
interests, but without entire renunciation of their own. To these 
My Father says: ‘Observe the law which the Lord your God has 
given you. Keep His commandments, and erring neither to right 
nor left, live in the peace which belongs to faithful servants.’ 

“There are others again who have little understanding of God’s 
great love, yet they have an upright will and live under the law, 
but without love, they follow rather an instinctive attraction for 
good which has been left in their souls by grace. 

“These servants have not volunteered to carry out all God’s 
orders . . . yet a slight indication of His Will is often enough to 
enlist their service, since they are men of good will. 

“There are yet others who submit to their God, not so much 
through love as through self-interest, and only fulfil the law as far 
as is necessary to ensure their salvation. 

“Yet, do all men offer God their service? Are there any who 
through ignorance of the great love of which they are the object, 
make no response to all that the Son of God has suffered for 
them? 
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“Alas! . . . there are many who know and despise it . . . but 
a far greater number are entirely ignorant of it. . . .” 

For each of these Jesus Christ has a word of love: 

“J will speak in the first place to those who do not know Me: 

“My sons, who from infancy have lived apart from your 
Father, come, I will tell you why you do not know Me . . . for 
once you realize the affection I bear you, you will not resist My 
love. 

“Tt is often the case that those brought up far from their parents 
have little affection for them; but when by chance the sweet love 
of father or mother is manifested to them, there awakens a 
keener appreciation of this warm devotion than is found in those 
who have never left home. 

“To you, who not only do not love, but hate and persecute 
Me, I say: ‘Why this hatred? . . . What have I done to deserve 
persecution at your hands? . . . There are many who have never 
asked themselves this question. To-day when I ask it, they will 
perhaps say: ‘We do not know’ Behold, I will answer for you: ‘If 
from childhood you have never known Me, it is because no one 
has ever taught you about Me; and as you grew up, nature also 
was developing in you love of pleasure and enjoyment, a longing 
for wealth and freedom. Then came the day when first you heard 
of Me, and how to live according to My will; that to do so you 
must love and bear with your neighbour, respect his rights and 
his goods and gain a mastery of your own nature, in a word, live 
subject to a law. Hitherto, subject only to your own natural 
inclinations, if not to your passions, not knowing even of what 
law there was question, to you I say, is it to be wondered at 
that you should protest, should wish to enjoy life, to be free, and 
to be a law unto youtself? 

“In this lies the beginning of your hatred and persecution of 
Me. But I, your Father, love you, and even as I see your blind 
revolt, My Heart is filled with tenderness for you. 

“So the years in which you led this life sped by, and they were, 
perhaps, many... . 

“To-day I can no longer restrain My love for you, and the sight 
of you at war with your best friend compels Me to enlighten you 
as to who I am. 

“Dearly loved son, I am Jesus, which name signifies Saviour! 
why else are My hands transfixed with nails which fasten them to 
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a cross? On it, for love of you, I died My feet are wounded, My 


Heart wide open, riven by the lance after death. . . . Thus do 
I stand before you that you may know who I am and what My 
law is. But do not fear—My law is one of love. . . and in know- 


ing Me you will find peace and joy. It is said to live as an orphan: 
comé, My sons, come to your Father. 

“Let us stop here, Josefa; we shall continue to-morrow, and 
do you, meanwhile, love your Father, and live by this love.” 

At these words Our Lord disappeared, but Josefa, under the 
impression of the divine Presence, remained for some time longer 
in silent recollection. After which she rose and, handing to the 
Mothers the note-book in which she had rapidly written Our 
Lord’s words for the whole world, she went back to the active 
labours of her workroom, no one there so much as suspecting 
the stupendous happenings of the morning. 

But her strength was wearing out. Though sustained by her 
love, she was no longer able to withstand the overpowering 
lassitude which took possession of her at times, and which she 
condemned in herself with characteristic self-reproach as 
cowardice. 

*‘Have no fear,” said Our Lord, when He came to her that 
evening. “If your weakness is great, My love for you is immense, 
and My strength will work on this very weakness.” 

Again He tenderly addressed her on Sunday 17th June: 

“Josefa, My beloved, if you knew that a sick person was about 
to die, would you not do your utmost to restore her to health? 
. . . Yet, what is the life of the body when compared to that of 
the soul? ... And many, so many, will recover their life, 
thanks to the words I am confiding to you. . . . Think no more 
of yourself... .” 

He then resumed the subject of the preceding day. 

“Let us return to the souls who persecute Me because they do 
not know Me. I want to tell them who I am and what they are: 

“T am your God and your Father, your Creator and your 
Saviour. You are My creatures, My sons, bought at the price of 
My life and Heart’s Blood, which I shed to free you from slavery 
and the tyranny of sin. 

“You have souls great and immortal, destined for eternal 
happiness, wills capable of all good, hearts made both to give and 
receive affection... . 
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“The thirst for contentment and love can never be appeased 
by earthly and fleeting gains, which will always leave you hungry 
and unsatisfied. Perpetual conflict, sadness, anxiety, and affliction 
will still be your portion. 

“If you are poor and have to earn a living by work, the 
miseries of life will embitter you; you will be hostile to your 
employers, and may even wish them ill, that like yourselves they 
may experience the hard grind of daily toil. 

“Fatigue, disgust, even despair will weigh heavily on your 
spirits, for the way is rough and in the end comes death! . . . 

“O! how great are these calamities when viewed from a human 
standpoint. But I come to show you life under a different aspect. 

“All you who are deprived of this world’s goods and obliged 
to labour for your daily bread under a master, reflect that you are 
not slaves, but created for the freedom of eternity... . 

“All you whose craving for affection is unsatisfied, remember 
that you wete made to love that which is eternal, not that which 
passes with time. 

“You who love your homes and labour to support your 
families and provide them with comforts and happiness, do not 
forget that though death will one day sever every tie, this is only 
fora times; 24s 

“You who serve a master, and owe him respect, love, care for 
his interests, hard work and fidelity, forget not that he is your 
master only for the short span of a lifetime. How soon this will 
pass away and give place to an eternity, where you will no longer 
be workers but reign as kings for ever and ever. 

“Your souls, created by a loving Father who bears you a 
limitless and eternal affection, will find one day in the bliss of 
heaven prepared for you a final answer to all your aspirations. 

“There, every labour will be rewarded. . . . 

“There, you will find your family for whom you worked so 
hard on earth, ~ 

“There, you will live eternally, for earth is but a passing shadow, 
Heaven will never pass away. 

“There, you will be united to your God and Father. . . . O! 
if you but knew how great is the beatitude that awaits you. . . . 

“Perhaps you will answer Me; ‘I have no faith, nor do I 
believe in a future happiness.’ 

“Have you no faith? Then how is it that you persecute Me? .. . 
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Why do you rebel against My laws, and war against those who 


love Me? ... And since you desire freedom for yourselves, 
why not grant it to others? 
“You say you do not believe in a future life? . . . Tell Me, 


ate you perfectly contented here and do you never feel a yearning 
for that which it is not possible to obtain here below? 

“If after seeking for enjoyment, you succeed in obtaining it, 
does it satisfy your cravings? .. . 

“If after pursuing riches, you at last possess them, have you 
evet enough? . . . If you feel the need of affection, and one day 
find it, are you not soon tired of it? . . . 

“None of these things is what you long for, and here below 
you will never obtain all that your heart desires. Your craving is 
peace, not the peace of this world, but that of the children of 
God; and how do you expect to find it in the midst of rebellion? 


“That is why I have come to show you where true peace and 
happiness ate to be found, and where you can slake the thirst that 
for so long has consumed you. 

“Do not rebel when I tell you that all these things are to be 
found in accomplishing My law. Do not fear this word law, for 
My law is no tyranny but a law of love, because I am your God 
and your Father. 

“Listen while I explain this law to you, and the kind of Heart 
that imposes it on you; a Heart that you do not know and so often 
wound. You pursue Me to give Me death, while I seek you out to 
impart life. Which of us will prevail? And will your souls con- 
tinue to harden themselves against Me who have laid down My 
life for you and given you all My love? 

“Adieu, Josefa, love this Father who is your Saviour and your 
God.” 

Josefa had no difficulties in that direction. . . . All through 
her long day’s work the thought of the souls who suffer through 
ignorance, error or ingratitude, pursued her. 

She had gone to rest at length, but had hardly laid her head 
upon her pillow, when Our Lord stood by her side on that Sunday 
night. She quickly rose and prostrated herself in adoration at 
His feet, renewing her vows: 


“His wounds,” she wrote, “were open and from them issued 
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flames. In one hand He carried the Crown of Thorns and the Nails; 
with the other He held up His Cross. 

“Josefa, ate you willing to listen to My desires? See My 
wounds! O! that I could draw in all sinners! 

**Yes into these wounds many sinners must be drawn this 
night... . Take My Cross, My Crown and the Nails . . . Igo 
in seatch of sinners and I shall enlighten them when they are on 
the point of falling into the bottomless pit, that they may find their 
way home. 

«Take My Cross, guard it well. . . . You know that it is a 
great treasure.’ 

“At the same moment,” she wrote, “I felt the heavy weight of 
the Cross on my shoulder. 

“««My Crown,’ and He pressed it down upon my head. ‘I 
crown you Myself, and the wounds caused by its thorns will 
obtain enlightenment for blind souls. 

“Take, too, the Nails. . . . See how I trust you; but then 
you ate My beloved, so I have no fear in confiding them to your 
care. I know they will be safe. 

“ “And now I go in search of souls, for I want them all to know 
and love Mel’ 

“And as He uttered these words, His Heart shone with in- 


comparable brilliancy . . . and He continued speaking with the 
same vehemence: 
** *T_cannot any longer restrain My love for them . . . love so 


strong must triumph over their callousness. O yes, they must 
love Me! I want to be their King. Let us draw them all into My 
wounds. . . . I go in search of them, and when I have found 
them I will return and take back My Cross. Suffer for Me, Josefa! 
. . . but wait, before I go, let Me sink the arrow of purifying 
love into you . . . for pure you must be, like all who are My 
victims.’ 

“The same flame issued from His Heatt as on previous evenings; 
then I saw only His Sacred Heart, till gradually all faded away.” 


Long hours of unutterable torment followed; her head, hands 
and feet, her whole body suffered from the Crown, the Nails and 
the weight of the Cross. 


“The night seemed interminable,” wrote Josefa. “I was even 
under the impression that it had lasted for more than one. . . 
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“Suddenly, He appeared in great radiance. Behind Him, on 


each side, in the light from His hands, came many souls. 


“* See,’ He said, “all these have followed Me.’ 

“They all recognized Me. Poor, poor, souls! They would have 
been lost had I not been at hand. . . . But I was there to cast 
light on their gloom. Now they will follow Me... and be 
faithful sheep in My fold. 

“And now, give Me back My treasures and rest a while on My 
Heatio, <7 

“He took the Cross and the Nails, but left me the Crown of 
Thorns.” 


What energy Josefa needed when after such a night she threw 
herself into her usual work. None knew of the splendours which 
lighted up her poor cell that night, when she guarded her Mastet’s 
treasures, whilst He went in search of souls. What grace must 
have upheld her, so utterly worn out as she was! 

Our Lord again sought her out in her cell, on Monday, 18th 
June, for another, by no means the last of her redemptive ventures. 
There was once more question of a soul to be saved. 


“He appeared as one begging,” she wrote. “I cried out, “Lord, 
what has happened? Why art Thou like that?’ ... I renewed 
my vows with fervour, and He replied: ‘Comfort Me, for I must 
give up a priest’s soul, a soul consecrated to Me!’ 

“© no, that is not possible, dear Lord. . . . Remember what 
Thou didst say about sinners . . . that Thou lovest them and art 
ever ready to forgive.’ 

“* “Look, though, and see the state to which he has reduced My 
Heart. I am about to leave him to his own efforts.’ 

“T was so sorely grieved to see His Heart covered with wounds, 
and above all to think that a poor sinner was to be given up, that 
I implored Him to be mindful of His mercy and love. 

“Tf you can bear the pain,” He replied, “that this soul causes 
Me, I will entrust his soul to you.’ 

“T answered: ‘Gladly, if Thou wilt help me.’ And I did my best 
to console Him. I offered Him all the love He receives in this 
house, in the whole world, from holy souls, and from priests . . . 
then I kissed the ground many times, and recited the Miserere . . . 
and as I could think of nothing else, I begged of Him to tell me 
what I could do. 
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“Yes I will tell you. Spare nothing to comfort Me,’ He 
answered, ‘since he spares Me nothing that wounds Me.’ 

“I went on offering Him whatever I thought might lighten 
His grief, and little by little He seemed to throw off His extreme 
sadness. 

“<The obstinacy of a guilty soul wounds My Heart deeply,’ 
He said. ‘But the tender affection of one who loves Me not only 
heals the wound, but turns away the effects of My Father’s Justice.’ 

“Then He vanished, and I endured great pain of body and soul 
all day.” 


The succeeding night was one of the worst in Josefa’s long 
experience of making reparation for sinners. When at nightfall 
Jesus came, as was His wont, to purify her soul, He brought 
His Crown, His Cross, and the Nails: 


* *T will not only purify you,” He said, “but kindle in you the 
zeal that consumes My Heart. 

“This night we shall have to suffer again for that priest’s 
soul, for he is flying from Me... . Take My Cross, My Crown 
and the Nails. Keep united to Me while I go once more in pursuit 
of him.’ 

“He left me . . . and when a long time after, He returned, He 
drew my head tenderly down upon His Sacred Heart, and said: 
“You are in pain, Josefa, and that soul is still resisting. . . . I 
call him . . . he despises My love!’ 

“Then there was silence, and as if to Himself, I heard Him 
murmur: 

“It is not so much an actual sin that wounds Me, but his 
obduracy. If he continues deaf to My appeals, I shall have to leave 
him to himself. 

“Rest now, Josefa, while I make yet another appeal.’ 

“He took away His Cross, but how could I sleep, haunted as I 
was with the thought of His grief, and of that soul?” 


While next day, Tuesday, roth June, she was making her 
thanksgiving, Our Lord showed Himself to her, resplendently 
beautiful, and said: “That soul is going to listen to My pleading, 
and though his mind is not yet quite made up, he is beginning to 
turn to Me ... You are charged not only with his conversion 
but with his sanctity. . .. I want him to realize that no goods here 
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below are comparable to those of eternity. . . . You must obtain 
him the grace to embrace all the mortifications of the hard way I 
want him to tread. Otherwise his peril will be very great. Poor, 
poor soul, he needs light.” 

Josefa renewed the offering of herself for this soul so precious 
to Our Lord’s Heart. Emboldened by His kindness, she confided 
to Him her deepest aspirations. Since He had begun to transmit 
to her His Message for the world, she had often questioned in 
ptayer if souls, all souls would respond to His appeals as He 
hoped. And the thought of possible heedlessness was a cruel 
torment to her loving heart. Jesus, she felt, must not be subjected 
to such a disappointment. 

She had been for some days anxiously trying to find a solution, 
but had not dared to ask Him about it. To-day, however, she could 
hide this trouble no longer. 

Then in a voice of such grave and majestic dignity that she 
could not find words to express it, Jesus answered her: 

“Have no fear, Josefa. You know what happens when a volcano 
is in eruption? So great is the force of the flowing lava, that it is 
capable of removing mountains and destroying them. Do men 
then need to be told that a devastating power has been unloosed? 
Such will be My words, accompanied by grace; a strength that 
will conquer even the most obdurate by love. Society becomes 
perverted, when those in authority do not act according to truth 
and justice. But if the ruling power knows how to govern, the 
majority will see and follow the light, though no doubt some 
will still fail to keep straight. . . . I tell you once more that grace 
will accompany My words and those who make them known. 
Truth will triumph and peace will reign over souls and the 
world . . . and My kingdom will come!” 

Josefa was struck by the energy with which Our Lord uttered 
these words, her doubts were dispelled and her trust greatly 
reinforced. She knew that His promises would be accomplished, 
and each day she realized better that nothing would be able to 
hinder Love’s work with all its vast implications. No opposition 
could finally break the impetus of divine mercy, which would 
soon inundate the whole world. . . . 


1 Mi gracia acompafiar4 a las palabras y a las personas encargardas de hacerlas 
conocer. La verdad triumfara4 . . . la paz gobernaré las almas y en el mundo... . 
y mi reino llegara. 
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A few minutes later Our Lord dictated to her the final para- 
graphs of His appeal to souls: 

“Josefa, do you love Me?” He asked earnestly, when He 
rejoined her in her cell. 

“Lord, this is my only desire.” 

Then, with ineffable tenderness, He replied: 

“T, too, love you, because your lowliness is wholly Mine.” 

Then: “‘Write: 

“Come My sons, and hear what your Father asks of you as 
proof of your love: 

“You know that in a well-regulated army discipline must*be 
maintained, just as in a household there must be established 
customs. So in the great family of Jesus Christ there must be 
law, albeit a law of love. 

“In the order of nature sons ate not recognized as such unless 
they bear their father’s name; so My sons bear the name of 
Christian given them at their birth in Baptism. All ye’ who bear 
this name ate My sons, and as such have a right to your Father’s 
estate. 

“T realize that you do not know Me or love Me, but rather 
detest and persecute Me. On My part, I love you with an infinite 
tenderness, and I want you to know this heritage which is yours 
by tight, and know also the means to acquite it: 

“Believe in My love and My metcy. 

“You have sinned against Me; I forgive you. 

““You have persecuted Me; I love you. 

“You have wounded Me both by word and deed; still I wish 
to do you good and to let you share all My treasures. 

“Do not imagine that I am ignorant of your state of soul. I 
know that you have despised my grace, perhaps even profaned 
My Sacraments. Yet you have from Me a full pardon. 

“If then you would be happy in this world and at the same time 
secure your eternal salvation, do as I tell you: 

“If you ate poor, do the work that necessity forces on you. 
with submission, and remember that I, too, lived for thirty years 
in subjection to the self-same law, for I was needy and poor. 

“Do not consider your masters as tyrants. Banish all hatred 
from your hearts. . . . Never wish them ill, but further their 
interests and be faithful to them. 

“If, however, you possess this world’s goods and employ 
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workers and servants, be fair to them in all your dealings; pay 
them a just wage, and show them both gentleness and kindness. 
If you have an immortal soul, so too have they, and if you abound 
in wealth, it is not for your sole comfort and enjoyment, but that 
you may administer it wisely and practise charity to your neigh- 
bour, Both employer and employed must accept the law of labour 
with submission, acknowledging a Supreme Being over all 
created things, who is both your God and your Father. 

“As God, He demands of you the accomplishment of His 
divine law. 

““As yout Father, He asks you to accept His commandments in 
a spirit of filial piety. 

“Thus, when you have spent a week in the pursuit of work, 
business or sport, He claims but one half-hour, that you may 
fulfil your Sunday duty. Is this excessive? 

“Go then to your Father’s House, where day and night He 
awaits yout coming, and as Sundays and Holidays recur, give Him 
the homage of this half hour by assisting at the Mystery of Love 
and Mercy, that is, Holy Mass. 

“Tell Him about everything: about your families, your children, 
your business, your desires. . . . Lay at His feet your sorrows, 
difficulties and sufferings . . . believe in the interest and love with 
which He listens to your prayer. 

“You may perhaps say to Me: ‘I have not entered a church for 
so many years that I have forgotten how to hear Mass.’ Do not be 
afraid on that account. . . . Come, spend this half-hour with 
Me; your conscience will tell you what to do, and be docile to 
its voice. . . . Open your soul wide to grace, and it will inspire 
you. . . . Gradually it will teach you how to act in a given 
circumstance, how to treat with your family, what to do in regard 
to your business . . . how to bring up your children, love those 
who depend on you, and honour those in authority over you. ... 
It may make you feel that such and such a concern must be given 
up, such a friendship relinquished, or such a meeting avoided. 
. . . Again, it may tell you that you are hating a certain person 
quite unreasonably; or it may put it into your mind to sever 
your connection with some person you feel drawn to and whose 
advice is doing you harm. Only give grace a chance, and gradually 
its power will grow stronger in you, for just as evil increases 
insensibly, once it is given in to, so will each new grace prepare 
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your soul for a still greater one. If to-day you listen to My voice 
and let grace act, to-morrow its influence will be stronger and so 
steadily increase as time goes on; light will grow in your soul, 
peace envelop you, and the reward will be eternal bliss. 

““Man was not created to live for ever here below. He was made 
for eternity. . . . If then he is immortal, he should live, not for 
the passing things of time, but for that which will never die. 

“Youth, wealth, wisdom, human glory, all that is nothing, it 
will all end with this life; God only will endure for ever. 

“The world is full of hate, races are in perpetual conflict with 
one another, so ate nations, and even individuals, and all this is 
due to the decay of faith. Only let faith reign once more over 
the world and peace and charity will return to it. 

“Faith in no way impedes civilization and progress. The more 
it is rooted in individuals and peoples, the more wisdom and 
learning increase, for God is infinite in wisdom and knowledge. 
But whenever faith is completely lacking, peace, civilization and 
true progress likewise vanish . . . for God is not in war... 
and in their place come enmities, clash of opinions, class wars, 
and within’man himself, rebellion of passions against duty. All 
that is noble in humanity is exchanged for revolt, insubordination 
and warfare... . 

“Let yourselves be convinced by faith and you will be great. 
Let yourselves be ruled by faith, and you will be free; live by 
faith, and you will escape eternal death.” 

Such were the last words of Christ’s Message to the world. 

Then He looked down at Josefa and said: “Adieu. You know 
that I expect reparation and love from you all. Love is proved 
by deeds, so let all your works prove your love. Be messengers 
of love in things great and small. Do all for love. Live by love.” 

He vanished. 


CHAPTER XI 
THE SHADOW OF THE CROSS 


Anniversary of First Vows 
2oth June-16th July 1923 


“Tell Me once more your joy in being My Bride” 
(Our Lord to Josefa, 16th July 1923) 


THE parting from Our Lord was to last a long while, and the devil 
who for a space had been restrained, was once more granted 
freedom. He was beginning to gauge how stupendous was the 
divine plan which was to shatter his kingdom of darkness. His 
hatred broke out in the vain hope of countering it, and God 
allowed this to deepen still more the nothingness of His instru- 
ment. 

On 2oth June, Josefa avowed humbly that she had yielded to 
the repugnance, or the extraordinary in her life, which sometimes 
seemed invincible . . . Her Lord no longer visited her . . . His 
absence reawakened in her soul the clear realization that she could 
not now withdraw herself from His divine will, to which she so 
completely surrendered herself. 

In spite of these momentary weaknesses which she so sincerely 
deplored she took back nothing of her surrender. Her Master 
knew this well, and though He allowed her to be tempted by her 
enemy, He nevertheless defended and hid her in the very depths 
of His Heart. 

But the knowledge of this, and so the consolation, was hidden 
from her, and while the fiend as of old haunted her path, she 
struggled and fought in utter desolation. 

So the month of June, which had opened so luminously for 
her, faded away in the dark of a cheerless night. 

But with the first days of July it seemed to her that on the distant 
horizon a dim light was beginning to glimmer, for the 16th 
July was the anniversary of her First Vows. 

She concentrated, therefore, all her efforts on preparing this 
renewal of the total donation she had made of herself, and brought 
to it all the trust, courage and generosity she could muster. How 
it must have touched and glorified the Heart of her Master 
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who knew that no tribulation or distress could diminish her 
oblation. 

On the 13th July, after a night of terrible ordeal, she suddenly 
found herself in the presence of her Lord . . . and hardly dared 
to believe the evidence of her senses. 

“Fear not. Come, Josefa... .” 

And as she hesitated: “If you dare not come to Me, then I will 
go to you.... You cannot possibly measure My love for 
you . . . and however great is the number of your frailties, far 
greater ate the mercies of My Heart.” 

Did she not know it? ... All doubt and diffidence vanished. 
“Ol! how loving and kind He is,” she wrote. “I begged Him to 
forgive me, to save sinners and not to allow me to hinder His 
great work.” 

This is ever her first preoccupation, even in the midst of 
temptation and suffering. 

“You are more than forgiven, Josefa, and none of the graces 
I have prepared for sinners will be lost . . . they will not 
remain hidden, and I shall pour them out over the world. Do not, 
however, refuse Me anything. Leave Me free to train you and use 
all necessary means, even the most drastic, to destroy you. Do and 
say all I tell you, and never fear. I loved you before this trial, and 
I still love you. My love never changes.” 

Such words imparted a divine fortitude to Josefa. Let the devil 
assault her again . . . his rage would always break on the rock 
of her faith in love. He suggested too that he would somehow 
ptevent the coming of the Bishop of the Diocese, and “‘stop”’, as 
he said, “that important advance” in Our Lord’s work. But this 
did not shake her trust. She returned from the bottomless pit 
where he had maltreated her for long hours as of old, without 
yielding to his threats or tortures. 

On Saturday, 15th July, eve of Josefa’s renovation, Our Lady 
herself came during Mass to preside at her vigil of recollection. 
It was nearly a month since last she had seen that Blessed Mother, 
and her joy can be imagined. Her first impulse as always was to 
tell her how weak she felt. She would like to promise, so much 
. .. for her desire to be faithful to the work of Jesus was utterly 
sincere and deep. But what could be expected of her? . . . especi- 
ally when He asked her to transmit messages and declare His 
wishes? ... 
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“ “Do not be afraid, my child,’ Our Lady said in tender pity. 
‘He will never ask anything of you without giving you grace. 
Then try to overcome your repugnance by remembering that all 
His commissions are given you because of His goodness and love 
for souls.’ 

“I told her then of the horror that the sights and sounds of 
helt inspite in me.” 

Then gently, with a mother’s love, Our Blessed Lady explained 
the meaning of these mysterious happenings and the part they 
played in her Son’s work of love. 


“You must not be afraid,’ she told me, ‘for every time Jesus 
allows you to endure those torments He means you to draw from 
them a three-fold fruit: First: Great love and deep gratitude to the 
divine Majesty who in spite of your faults prevents you from fall- 
ing eternally into hell. Secondly: Boundless generosity and ardent 
zeal for the salvation of souls, with the desire of saving many for 
Him by your sacrifices and even your tiniest acts, for you know 
how much these please Him. Thirdly: The sight of such in- 
numerable crowds of souls lost for ever . . . of souls, of which 
not one can so much as make an act of love, ought to make you 
who can love, send up unceasingly to Him echoes of love’s 
clamour to drown the blasphemous vociferations of that impious 
abode. 

“““Therefore, great generosity for the salvation of souls, 
daughter, and much love. . . . Let my Son use you as He wills. 
. . . Let Him finish His work.’ 

“She blessed me, I kissed her hand, and she disappeared.” 


It was certainly in a spirit of generosity and love that Josefa 
spent her day of retreat. “I took my resolutions,’ she wrote, 
“and God helping, I will be faithful to them unto death.” 

Henceforth this anticipation of death was clear. She mentioned 
it explicitly in the little note-book in which at every stage of her 
life she wrote her resolutions and desires. 

On 15th July 1923: 

“Eve of the first anniversary of my Vows: 

“T am the miserable creature that it has pleased Jesus to use for 
His work of love. It matters not at all how much it costs me, I 
owe Him entire submission. . . . If He tells me to write, I will 
write, if to speak, I will speak, and so with all the rest... . O 
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my Jesus, what sorrow that I have responded so badly to Thy 
love. But Thou knowest my desires, though through weakness 
I so often fail, the devil deceives me, and I do not know how to 
withstand him. 

“But I mean to do better, and with Thy grace I will try to live 
the few months that remain to me without allowing myself to 
be troubled or refuse Thee anything whatsoever. I will say 
anything Thou willest at once, even if it is to His Lordship the 
Bishop, and I will do everything Thou askest of me. That is my 
first resolution. The second is to obey my Mothers in everything, 
especially when it is to write, which always costs me so much. 
The third is to make immediate avowal of my temptations and the 
devil’s threats, for these often begin by quite small things, and 
when I keep them to myself, they end by wortying me. The 
fourth is to make many acts of humility and loving service, 
because I know this is pleasing to Thee. 

“Thou wilt see, OO my Jesus, how hard I am going to try to be 
faithful till death . . . four or five months will soon pass .. . 
and I hope Thou wilt take me to heaven for Christmas, or at latest 
for the Epiphany.! I am glad to die, for this world is a very sad 
one and I am afraid of my weakness. In heaven, I will still save 
souls for Thee and help them. That is why I ask to-day with all 
my heart, that during these few months I may repair for all the 
failings of my life, and as I am so little, and Thou art my Beloved, 
I take Thy Heart and Thy merits and plunge everything I do in 
them, so that they may acquire a value so great that, while repair- 
ing my own sins, they may likewise save many souls. 

““Adieu, my Jesus; ask whatever Thou wilt of me, and hide me 
in Thy Heart until Thou takest me to heaven. Do not forget my 
littleness and please never forsake me who am 

“Your helpless little bride 
“<JOSEFA.”’ 


Sunday, 16th July, dawned on her humble and fervent hopes: 


“I repeated the formula of my vows before communion, just 
as I did a year ago,” she wrote, “with the firm determination of 
being faithful until death. A moment afterwards, Jesus stood by 
me and showing me His burning Heart: 


* Bor the last few months Our Lord continued secretly to make clearer to Josefa 
the time of her approaching death. 
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“* *Josefa,’ He said, ‘and I? . . . I have never ceased being 
faithful to you, have I>?’ 

“““Have no fear about your wretchedness and misery, your 
carelessness or even your faults. . . . I Myself will supply for all. 
My Heart is the Repairer par excellence. How, then, could it 
not be so for you?’ ”” 


Then Josefa repeated to Him her loving promises, and begged 
Him, in spite of her weakness, to complete His great work for 
the salvation of the world. 

“Even if I did not do so for love of you, Josefa, I would do 
it for souls, for I love them. Nothing, indeed, is wanting to My 
heavenly beatitude, which is infinite, but I yearn for souls. . . 
I thirst for them, and want to save them.” 

Long ago, Jesus had endowed Josefa with something of His 
own love for souls but every day it seemed to grow stronger. 
“T asked Him that there might be many saints among His con- 
secrated souls, and in the world as well . . . many souls to 
console and glorify Him. How I wish that I were better, so as to 
obtain this grace. 

‘Do not worry, Josefa, about what you can and what you 
cannot do. You know very well that you can do nothing. But I 
am He who can and will do all. Yes, I will do all, even what 
seems to you impossible. Only let Me make use of you to transmit 
My words and hopes to souls. I will see to the rest, and supply 
for all that you lack or cannot do. I ask you only for your liberty. 
All I need is to possess your will, for this I cannot find a substitute, 
since wi// is each particular soul’s own property and possession.” 

Then bending towards her: ‘‘Tell Me once again your joy in 
being My bride!” 

How could she express her happiness? . . . She could find no 
adequate words. 

Our Lord continued: “‘Still, all that is nothing, you have not 
yet tasted true happiness. But you shall do so soon . . . and then 
you will possess it without fear of ever losing it. Meanwhile, let 
us go on with our secrets!” 

The prospect of the Bishop’s visit remained in spite of all a 
grave anxiety for Josefa. She entreated her Master to help her and 
to explain exactly what she had to say, for she could not overcome 
her fear. 
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“J will tell you all that you have to do,” Our Lord answered 
patiently. “Do not be frightened. I will tell you all and help you 
in it all. Let Me work.” 


“Then,” she wrote, “I told Him of the resolutions I had taken 
yesterday in my monthly retreat. He listened attentively, and had 
a little comment to make on each. Then He added: ‘I bless these 
resolutions, Josefa, and if at times you are too weak to carry them 
out, come to Me. ... Tell Me what troubles you . . . and 
what you fear . . . and I will give you strength, I will give you 
peace. Go now, remain in My love and abandon yourself to My 
will.’ 2? ; 

Thus ended a radiant day for Josefa, in the peace and joy o 
belonging wholly to Him. | 


“T am so happy,” she wrote. “I have now but one desire, to 
refuse nothing to Him during the few remaining months of my 
life. But I never cease entreating Him for His strength and His 
love, for I am afraid of myself.” 


Yet another grace awaited Josefa that evening; she wrote: 


“T had gone at about seven o’clock to the oratory of Our Holy 
Mother, when suddenly I saw her there, simple and humble as 
ever. I had hardly time to renew my vows, when she said to me: 
‘So, my child, it is already a year since you made them!’ ”’ 


Josefa, whose trust in this best of Mothers was unbounded, 
poured out her joy at belonging to Our Lord for ever, but also 
told her of her sorrow for what she termed her “ingratitude”. 

“But, my child, surely you know that His Heart is a blazing 
furnace, and its fire exists only to consume our miseries. As soon 
as you have owned them to Jesus, He remembers them no more. 
And if, in exchange, He has already granted you so many graces, 
He is prepared to grant you others greater still. His Heart is an 
inexhaustible Fountain: the more He gives, the more He desires 
to give. The more He forgives, the more He wants to pardon.” 

As Josefa told her of her promises of fidelity until death, death 
which she knew was near, Our Holy Mother encouraged her: 


4 ‘Believe me, child, Jesus has forgiven and forgotten all your 
failings and all your strivings against His will, but He never 
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forgets yout good resolutions and He takes pleasure in them. 
His Heart is an abyss of mercy, and it will never fail you. It is, too, 
an abyss of riches which will never diminish, however largely 
distributed. Love Him as much as you can. He cares for nothing 
else. Acknowledge your littleness, and be submissive and ready 
to surrender to His will in all things. 

“Let Him rest in you and do you rest in Him. When you 
teceive His graces, then you repose in Him; when He tries you 
in one way or another, then He reposes in you. 

“°Thank Him with your whole heart for the singular favour 
He has done you in choosing you to be the bride of His Heart; 
and while you recognize how unworthy you are to belong to 
Him, love the Society of His Heart which is so particularly 
His own choice. . 

“* “Adieu. Be generous, be humble. Do not forget your nothing- 
ness. Only mercy like His could so love you in spite of it. But trust 
Him always, and as you of yourself can do nothing let yourself 
be guided, and live full of gratitude, peace and love. Adieu, my 
child.’ 

“She gave me her blessing, I kissed her hand, and she was 
gone.” 


Would Our Blessed Lady allow the anniversary to pass by 
unnoticed? Josefa’s hopes ran high, but it was already night, and 
the last bell had rung. Alone in her cell, as she knelt before the 
statue of her Immaculate Mother into whose virginal hands she 
committed the keeping of her soul, suddenly she was surrounded 
with a luminous radiance; it was Mary herself who appeared to 
her child. 

“T am always with you,” she said. 

And in response to the prayer Josefa had just made: 

“Yes, daughter, you will be faithful to the end, if you never 
rely on yourself, but only on Jesus. He will be your strength and 
will help you. . . andsoshallI... .” 

Josefa never could keep any of her most secret thoughts from 
this incomparable Mother, and she poured out her heart to her, 
entreating her not to abandon her in face of the devil’s wiles and 
the long and terrible trials of hell, the very remembrance of which 
filled her with apprehension and anxiety. 


“Do not forget what your Holy Mother Foundress said to 
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you,’ answered Our Lady. ‘When you suffer, it is Jesus who 
reposes in you, so what is there to fear? Abandon yourself to His 
will. You cannot imagine now what your joy will be for all 
eternity in heaven, when you see the many souls saved by your 
little acts and sacrifices. Life is of no account, and yours will pass 
like a flash! Use every moment of it to merit, by giving your 
heavenly Bridegroom the glory of complete surrender to His 
good pleasure. Live in His peace and love, and above all leave 
Him free to use you.’ 
“She stretched out her hand to bless me and vanished.” 


Trials 
16th July-24th August 1923 


“Have no fear, all is arranged and controlled by My love” 
(Our Lord to Josefa, 30th August 1923) 


We rarely find in Josefa’s life long hours of radiant happiness 
which were not the forerunners of pain, and though Our Lord’s 
own ptivileged one was never free from suffering at any time, yet 
there were moments of greater trial bringing with them greater 
love, 

As Josefa’s death drew near, the law of God’s dealings with her 
could be seen more clearly. She must fulfil in herself that which 
was wanting to the Passion of Christ. Victim she must be in every 
sense of the word, and the Message she was to pass on to the world, 
must be given no otherwise than through her pain and anguish. 

The devil remained to the very end the scourge that belaboured 
her. No human opposition or persecution, however severe, could 
have equalled his in intensity, or as surely reached the very depths 
of her being which it was God’s intention to sanctify by suffering. 

So we must not be surprised at the sombre days about to break 
upon her, for they were part of a design of love, quite as much as 
the ecstatic joys of the months of May and June had been. They 
call for our admiration of God’s secret ways of dealing with 
souls which, though hidden from themselves, lead through darkest 
night to brilliant dawn. 

So it was with Josefa from the close of the month of July 
1923. The anniversary of her First Vows, when Our Blessed 
Lady’s hand had rested in blessing on her head, had scarcely 


THE SHADOW OF THE CROSS 405 


gone, when the devil suddenly once more crossed her path. He 
had never left her in peace for any length of time, but at this 
stage, like the saintly Curé of Ars, she constantly saw him under 
the guise of a huge black dog, of hideous and furious appearance, 
which attacked her, without however succeeding in overthrowing 
her. At the same time, long sojourns in hell occupied the major 
part of her nights, and there her mind was racked with acute 
distress by all she saw and heard. . . . As if it depended on his 
efforts to wreck God’s designs, Satan vaunted with insolent 
effrontery his counter-plans to prevent the intervention of the 
Bishop of Poitiers, which he presumed all important. Josefa, who 
had formerly shown herself vulnerable enough to his lying boasts, 
never flinched this time, and as she had promised Our Lord, she 
sought and obtained the courage she needed, by humbly admitting 
her frailty. 

The last days of July, however, brought her some alleviation 
and an assurance, doubly welcome, that God’s great work was 
progressing, and that she herself was safely in His keeping. On 
Friday, 27th July, St. John the Evangelist appeared to her while 
she was praying before the Blessed Sacrament: 


“Majestic beauty enveloped him,” she wrote. “I renewed my 
vows, and he said: ‘Soul whom Jesus loves, as the Lord intends 
you to make His mercy and His love known to many souls, 
prepare the way for His coming. 

** “May you be docile and entirely submissive to His holy will. 
May the flame of His Heart purify and consume you. And when 
He deigns to visit you, receive His words with all reverence and 
love, for He who speaks to you is none other than He before whom 
the whole heavenly court for ever sings a canticle of praise and 
love.’ 

“Then, joining his hands: ‘May the Lord guard you and fill 
your soul with the heavenly delights of His Heart.’ 

“He disappeared,” said Josefa, “and a minute later I saw the 
Heart of Jesus alone. . . . Its wound opened wide and emitted 
a flame which fell upon my own heart, as it used to when He came 
every evening to consume my sins. . . . This fire is a scorching 
flame and it fills me with such longing for Him that the whole 
world appears to me to be but dust and ashes.” 


Two days later Our Lady came, in the evening of July 29th, to 
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bring her the glad tidings of the speedy return of Our Lord. She 
held the Crown of Thorns in her hand, and placing it on Josefa’s 
forehead said: 

“Daughter, I bring you the jewels of your Beloved, so as to 
adorn you myself for His coming. . . . As soon as you have 
finished your adoration, go up to your cell. He will be there. 
Meanwhile prepare for His coming by acts of humility, surrender 
and love.” 

And as if sensing her child’s apprehension at what new sacti- 
fices would be required of her: 

“Adieu,” she said as she blessed her. “He will help you, for 
it is His own work. Trust Him and be of good courage. . . and 
remember, ‘submission, humility, love and surrender.” 

Josefa had no doubts about the importance of a meeting pre- 
pated with such unusual solemnity. A few minutes later, Our 
Lord appeared. She fell on her knees in adoring love, and offered 
herself unreservedly to His sovereign will. 

“Yes, Josefa,”’ He said, “‘it is I; have no fear, for I have disposed 
all things, and they are ruled by love.” 

In the impressive silence Josefa wrote, while Jesus dictated 
all that she was to say and do to make the Bishop of Poitiers 
acquainted with His will. Every contingency was foreseen and 
provided for; nothing was left to chance, so that it might be 
clear—clearer even than in any of the incidents that had preceded 
it, that here grace was at work. 

As He ended, Jesus reiterated: “Have no fear, I will help you, 
I will guide you. Love and trust My Heart, for I will never 
abandon you.” 

On Monday, 30th July, at the request of Fr. Boyer O.P., 
Josefa’s director, the Bishop granted him what proved to be a 
most friendly interview, and received the first personal message 
from Our Lord’s Sacred Heart. 

The last graces and the last trials that Josefa was to undergo 
henceforth had his most valuable and reassuring support. So 
notable a step forward was followed, as was only to be expected, 
by a recrudescence of diabolic fury and persecution. 

Did the devil think he could hinder the plans of the Almighty? 
Reading Josefa’s notes from July 30th to August 12th, one almost 
fancies it might be so, for the assaults of the devil increased both 
in number and intensity . . . his beatings, his lying affirmations 
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. . . his apparent assurance that he was about to triumph, not 
only over Josefa and the Bishop, but in thwarting the very plans 
of God. 

“Tam in such pain,” wrote Josefa, “and though on the one hand 
I would rather die than wound Our Lord, on the other I am in 
such terror of the demon, of his threats, of the tortures he inflicts 
on me, that they leave me troubled and spiritless. Then the 
thought of death being so near fills me with sadness. . . . But 
when I am free from temptation, it is my greatest happiness to 
think that in heaven I shall no longer offend Our Lord, and shall 
shall never lose Him.” 

Thus it was that, tossed by storms, she resolutely kept loyally 
on her way, doing her share of Love’s great work. “You are not 
alone,” Our Lord said to her on Sunday, 12th August, “for Iam 
your life, your support, and without Me you never could bear 
such a weight of tribulation. Surely you know this!”’ 

The next day, 13th August, He again appeared to tell her in 
detail all He wished transmitted to the Bishop. 

We are led to conjecture, from the words of Our Lord, the 
detailed directions He gave His messenger, and the care with 
which this first interview was prepared, how great were the results 
He expected for the realization of His plans. At the same time 
His gentle kindness reassured Josefa, who still feared the prospect, 
not only of issuing from her carefully guarded obscurity to discuss 
the things that were the very soul of her soul with a stranger, 
but also of giving so grave a message from her Master to the 
Bishop. She felt such a trial to be beyond her strength, and greater 
than any that had hitherto been asked of her generosity, unless 
Our Lord gave her an exceptional grace of strength and of peace. 

“Do not fear,” He said before leaving her that morning. 
*‘Love will always lead and bear you up. I will tell you what to 
say and I will help you... . There is nothing to fear; I am 
sheltering you in the depths of My Heart. I love you; surely that 
will give you courage!” 

The feast of the Assumption of Our Blessed Lady, 15th August 
1923, brought another short interval of radiant happiness to 
Josefa, for towards evening on that glorious day Our Lady 
appeared in all her beauty. With motherly love, she listened to 
Josefa’s troubles, to her fears for the future on account of her 
frailty and weakness. 


DD 


408 THE WAY OF DIVINE LOVE 


“Daughter,” she replied, “do not be discouraged by your 
weakness, acknowledge it in all humility, but always with con- 
fidence, because you know well that Jesus made choice of you 
for the very reason of your misery and worthlessness . . . so be 
humble, but also very trustful.” 

And alluding to the devil’s increasing persecutions: “Do not be 
afraid, for he can only do one thing, that is, give you opportunities 
of increasing your merit. Do you not know that I am watching 
over you and that Jesus will never abandon you?” 

So Josefa threw off the burden of her personal preoccupations 
to rejoice in the bliss of her heavenly Mother, of whom the whole 
world was celebrating the Assumption into heaven. 

A thrill of joy transfused the face of Our Lady, as she recalled 
the beatitude of the eternal present she now possessed, and stoop- 
ing to her child’s lowliness, she related to her something of the 
earthly pilgrimage which led her from the shadow of its sorrows 
to the effulgence of never-ending bliss. 


“Today,” she said, ‘in very truth, there began for me a 
beatitude which was perfect and unalloyed, for during the whole 
of my life in this world my soul was transpierced by a sword of 
grief.’ 

““T asked her,’ ” wrote Josefa naively, “ ‘if the presence of the 
Child Jesus, so small and so lovely, had not been the best of 
consolations?’ 

** “Listen, child,’ ? Our Lady went on. “‘ ‘From childhood I 
knew of divine things and the hopes centred in the coming of the 
Messiah. So when the Angel declared the mystery of the Incarna- 
tion to me, and I found myself chosen as the Mother of the 
Redeemer of mankind, though my heart adhered to the divine 
will with entire submission, it was drowned in a sea of bitterness 
and woe. For I knew all that this tender and heavenly Child was 
destined to endure, and Simeon’s prophecy only confirmed the 
anguish of my mother’s heart. 

“ “Can you, then, imagine how I felt while contemplating My 
Son’s charms, His heavenly countenance, His hands and feet 
which I knew were to be so cruelly ill-treated? 

“ “I kissed those little hands, and felt. my lips already stained 
with the Precious Blood that one day would gush from their 
wounds. 


«ce 


THE SHADOW OF THE CROSS 409 


“I kissed His feet, and already saw them nailed to the Cross. 

““And as I carefully tended His hair, I pictured it all clotted 
with Blood and entangled in the cruel thorns. 

“And when at Nazareth, He first ventured on a few steps, 
hastening with outstretched arms to meet me, my tears fell as I 
pictured them extended on the Cross on which He was to die. 

““When He reached boyhood, He was so divinely beautiful 
that none could contemplate Him unmoved . . . yet in my heart, 
the heart of a mother, the sword was turned at the thought of the 
tortures that were to be inflicted on Him, of which I felt before- 
hand the savage recoil. 

“*Then He left me for three years during His apostolic life, 
and there followed the terrible hours of His Passion and Death. 
What a martyrdom! 

“When after three days I saw Him in the glory of His risen life 
the trial changed, for I knew that He could suffer no more. . . 
but O! how sad it was to part from Him! My sole relief then lay 
in consoling Him, by repairing for the sins of men. And my long 


exile began. . . . How I sighed for the hour of everlasting 
union. . . . What was life without Him? . . . How dim was 
my light! . . . How ardent my desires! . . . How long, long, 


He was in coming! 

“*T was about to enter my seventy-third year, when my soul 
passed like a flash from earth to heaven. At the end of three days 
the Angels fetched my body and brought it in triumph and 
jubilation to reunite it to my soul. . . . What adoration! .. . 
What admiration! . . . What sweetness, when at long last my 
eyes beheld in glory His Majesty surrounded by the angelic 
choirs . . . my Son . . . my God! 

“And how, daughter, can I express the amazement of my 
lowliness when I was crowned with such gifts and overwhelmed 
with jubiliations and rejoicings? . . . Sorrow had indeed passed 
away, never to return... . For all eternity, glory, sweetness and 
love were mine.’ ”’ 


Our Lady spoke with enthusiasm, Josefa remarked later, yet 
all her words still mirrored sweetest humility. 

There was silence for a short time, for Our Lady seemed 
absorbed by the recollection of that marvellous entry into heaven. 
Then once more turning to Josefa, and looking lovingly upon 
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her, she said: “All things pass away, daughter, and bliss is ever- 
lasting. Suffer and love. My Son will soon crown your efforts and 
labours. Do not fear, He and I both love you!” 

Then, after giving her a few motherly counsels, Our Lady said 
as she left: ‘“Be faithful to Him and refuse Him nothing. Pave the 
way for His coming by the little acts He so loves, for He will 
come soon. Courage, courage, generosity and love. . . . Life’s 
winter is short, and its springtide eternal.” 

Josefa noted down that she could not recall Our Lady’s exact 
words. 


“On Friday, 17th August,” she wrote, “when I went to my 
cell to try to write it all out, Our Lady herself came, radiant and 
lovely, and smiling gently, repeated all she had said on the evening 
of her feast. Then, after allowing me to kiss her hand, she blessed 
me and disappeared.” 


A few more days of peace were granted her till Monday, 2oth 
August. Josefa was making her prayer on “Jesus is the Light of 
the world”— 


“When suddenly I saw before me a great wooden cross all in 
light. In the centre was the glowing Heart of Jesus, wounded 
and surrounded with a thorny crown. A vivid flame issued from 
the wound, and IJ heard a voice which said: ‘Lo! the Heart that 
gives life to the world . . . but from the Cross. So must the 
victims whom I have chosen to aid Me spread this life and light 
over the world allow themselves to be nailed to the Cross in 
utter surrender, after the example of their Master and Saviour.” 

To the very end, therefore, the Cross was to be her light and 
safety. Josefa knew it and she made the offering required. That 
evening Our Blessed Lady came to encourage and strengthen her 
in her generous resolve. 

Josefa had gone.to the oratory of the Novitiate, and was kneel- 
ing before the statue of Our Lady, when she appeared: 

“Yes, Josefa, give me your heart and I will guard it; give me 
all your activities and I will transform them; give me your love, 
your life . . . and I will pass them on to Jesus for you.” 

Drawing near, she blessed her, saying: “With all a Mother’s 
love, I bless you. May this blessing give you courage and 
generosity to accomplish to the full all that Jesus expects of you. 
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What is there to fear, my child, if your trust is in Him? You know 
well that He is Almighty . . . that He is good ... that He is 
all Love!” 

Josefa did know it, but her soul shrank from her mission in 
spite of herself. She had, however, centred great hopes on the 
retteat which was about to open. This she told Our Lady, entreat- 
ing her help, for she knew that it was the opening phase of the 
last days of her life. 

Our Lady answered: “If you want your soul to profit fully by 
the retreat, prepare for it by often repeating the prayer that my 
son St. Ignatius used to say so fervently. . . . ‘Take, O Lord, 
and receive all my liberty, my memory, my understanding and my 
will. . . .” Offer everything to Jesus that He may make use of 
you according to His good pleasure. Make many little acts of 
humility, of mortification, and generosity. . . . That is how you 
can make your soul ready to receive the graces Our Lord destines 
for you during these days. Do not forget that these are the last 
Spiritual Exercises of your life, so let Jesus work and prepare 
you as He pleases for the union which will be eternal.” 

Then reminding her of the secret of generous -self-surrender: 
‘And as you love souls, think of them, and let yourself be ground 
to powder, as their salvation may demand.” 

These last words made Josefa pensive. And as Our Lady 
looked long and lovingly at her, she felt that some new sacrifice 
was about to be asked of her. 

“Bear in mind, daughter, how unworthy you are of the graces 
God bestows on you. Yet thank Him that He has chosen you in 
your worthlessness and nothingness to be the means of saving 
many souls, by manifesting to them the greatness of His mercy.” 

Then in a tone of maternal authority, she disclosed to Josefa 
what the immediate future held in store for her: she was to go to 
Rome, in order to carry a secret personal message to the Mother 
General, and to communicate to her directly God’s designs on the 
Society and the world. 

Josefa was struck with consternation. The meeting with the 
Bishop had already filled her with fear which it had taken all 
her fortitude to overcome. . . . Was she then to be brought still 
further into the open out of her hitherto well-guarded obscurity 
and silence? . . . It involved a journey abroad . . . and worse 
than all was the prospect of having to make known herself 
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things, that she found hard to tell even the Mothers at Les 
Feuillants. 

For the moment Josefa was seized with panic, but Our Lady 
kept her long at her feet, and little by little calmed the storm 
that had swept over her soul. Her inmost will all along adhered 
to God’s will, and a powerful grace enabled her finally to triumph 
over her reluctance, and accept blindly all that Love’s great work 
could demand of her. 

Our Lady concluded with these parting words: 

“Have no fear. Jesus who loves you so specially will Himself 
tell you His wishes . . . and all will be carried out easily, simply 
and humbly. . . . It is a very great grace for the Society of the 
Sacred Heart, and for all you, my dear daughters, to be God’s 
instrument in this great work.” 

Our Lady had gone, and Josefa remained for a long while lost 
in her offering. “How shall this be done?” She did not even ask 
the question. . . . Our Lord who was Himself training her in 
abandonment had now caused her to make a giant stride. She 
handed over Our Lord’s project to her Superiors and until the 
moment of departure never so much as asked a question about it. 
As on the day of her first arrival, so now, but with how much 
deeper significance, her motto remained: “God is leading me.” 

On Friday, 24th August, during her thanksgiving, Our Lord 
confirmed this offering which only love could warrant: “Tell Me, 
Josefa, all you would say if you did not see Me. For though you 
love listening to Me, I, too, rejoice and am pleased to listen to 
you.” 


“Then,” she wrote, “I told Him how I longed to love Him, to 
be faithful and never refuse Him anything. But He knows better 
than anyone what a weakling I am... . He was gazing at me 
all the time with such a look of affection that this beautiful and 
kind gaze filled me with trust.” 

“ “Give Me that proof of your love, Josefa,’ He said, ‘for love 
makes all things easy. Do as you see My Heart does; for having 
created souls out of love, I want to save them by love. Let them 
in their turn show Me their love. And if I so ardently long for the 
love of every soul . . . how much more do I yearn for that of 
those consecrated to Me by vow. And what shall I say to you, 
Josefa? Do you not know that your misery and littleness have 
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won from Me a love of sheer folly? . . . Love can only be paid 
in the same coin, so love Me in return! And show it by your acts.’ 

“ “My acts, Lord! How wretched and small they are! . . .’ 

“ “Never mind, give Me your misery and I will enrich it .. . 
and for every sactifice you offer Me, I will pay you back with the 
love of My Heart.’ ” 

But heavenly barter is of a different kind from this earth’s 
exchanges. Josefa had experienced this and would make further 
discoveries in the near future. Her faith, however, would recog- 
nize, under the ever-deepening shadow of the Cross, the return 
of love, infinitely strong and yet tender, of the Heart of Jesus. 

Before the journey to Rome took place another painful phase 
had to be gone through which, in God’s own way, prepared her 
for the graces that awaited her. 


A Suffering Retreat 
25th August—znd October 1923 


“My work is wrought in the dark, but when it sees the light, all will 
wonder at its every detail” 
(Our Lord to Josefa, 30th August 1923) 


THERE were still nine days to wait before Josefa entered on her 
much-longed-for retreat . . . the last of her life . . . they were 
nine days of deepening cloud, on which no glimmer of light 
shone, for the devil had taken charge once more. “TI cannot find 
words in which to say how he tortures me, night and day, body 
and soul,” she wrote, ‘“‘and this continued till z9th August, on 
which day the retreat began.” 

The days of agony which she had just gone through so 
depressed her spirit that she hardly felt equal to any new effort. 
In her private notes we read: 


“O Jesus, hast Thou forsaken me? . . . Do look at me... . 
Yet I love Thee. . . . Yes, I love Thee more than all the world. 
. . . L long to do all Thou requirest of me, but I am unsettled 
. . . full of doubts as to how I shall act next... . I am an 
abyss of pride and corruption. . . . I feel my helplessness more 
than ever. . . . I do not understand what is happening to me 
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. it is as if I had no will, for I say and do what I do not want 
to say or do, and there is an urge to evil in me. . . . O Jesus, I 
can no longer be sure of myself. . . . But I place my trust in 
Thee, I surrender myself to Thee... .I know Thou wilt 
support and forgive me. I am sure of Thy love for me.” 


Again we tead a little later: 


“Thou alone, O my Jesus, knowest the anguish of my soul. . . 
This cross seems too heavy ... more than I can bear... . 
Lord, come to my assistance . . . taise me up... give me 
light. 

“‘On that same evening of z9th August,” she wrote, “Jesus came 
for an instant. I saw His Heart and once more understood that His 
love for me is immeasurable. His very glance told me. I threw 
myself at His feet and there unburthened my heart into His. 

** “What does it all matter?,? He said. ‘I am rich, powerful, 
loving and faithful. How often have I not told you that it is your 
utter misery and frailty that attracts My love. Believe what I 
say .. . and remain in peace. . . . Use this retreat to respond 
with great love to the graces with which I have loaded you. 
Every day you will say the Miserere five time and add a Pater, to 
honour My Five Wounds. . . . Hide in these Wounds . . . let 
them ever be your shelter. Be humble and do not fear. I am your 
support and life, and I will always defend you.’ 

“Ah!” she wrote, “such words would make a saint of anybody 
except me . . . and my soul is cold as stone . . . the whole day 
has been full of horrible temptations. O God! how I suffer. . . . 
Thou alone knowest and yet I yearn to love Thee. . . . Do not 
let me be separated from Thee]”’ 


Jesus could not resist such appeals and on the morning of 
Thursday, 30th August, suddenly she was herself again. “Behold 
me at Thy feet, Lord, just as I am, miserable, sinful, ungrateful 
and worthy only of the deepest contempt; but I see Thee as Thou 
art, all mercy, love and kindness.” 

Jesus loved to hear such protestations, and He was attracted, 
too, by such humble trust in Him. 


“Suddenly He appeared before me,” she wrote, “so beautiful 
and so kind! 


“Do not fear. Do you not know that My Heart has only one 
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desire: to consume your wretchedness and to consume you 
yourself. . . . I know you, and love you . . . and I shall never 
grow tired of you.’ 

“The nearer I get to Him,” she went on to say, ‘the more I 
gtieve at not knowing how to love Him; I can only beg His 
forgiveness. 

““*You know very well,’ He answered, ‘that I am ready to 
forgive you, not once, but every time that, through frailty, you 
fall. If you are feeble, 1 am strong; if you are misery itself, I am 
consuming fire. Draw near with trust and let me putify your soul.’ 

“At that moment, the flame from His Heart flashed onto mine. 

“And now, take My Crown as proof of My love and forgive- 
ness. Follow the guidance that is given you, be very humble and 
faithful. Iam leading you . . . and My action is ruling you.’ 

“T gave humble thanks and asked Him never to allow me to 
become a hindrance to Love’s work.” 


Jesus then encouraged her with words which only He could say: 
“Fear nothing. My work is wrought in the dark, but when it 
sees the light, all will wonder at its every detail.” 

The peace brought to Josefa through Our Lord’s intervention 
proved to be no more than a breathing-space. With her character- 
istic simplicity, she threw herself into the meditations of the first 
days of the Retreat, and noted down her reflections: 


“T made the meditation on death,” she wrote on 1st September, 
“and was filled with awe, on reflecting how near it is for me, but 
I took courage and was even consoled to think that I should be 
taking that definite step in four or five months’ time. Why should 
I fear it? True, I have no merits of my own, but those of Jesus 
are mine. . . . I must count on Him who is all power and all 
mercy. Yes, how good He is . . . how merciful, and He is my 
Spouse. If I live in Him, I shall die in Him, and then there will 
be no fear of ever losing Him. O come, divine and eternal union! 
Even while I call for it, I feel no desire . . . my nature is full of 
fears . . . and my heart may betray me. . . . O God, Thou 
knowest this heart of mine, and how it loves and gets attached 
. . . but no, I leave all in Thy hands. . . . Thou alone, my Jesus 
g49"Thy Heart alone... .” 


1 No te apures! Yo trabajo en la oscuridad y al fin mi Obra saldr4 a la luz de modo 
que se puedan admirar todos los detalles. 
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It was in very truth the moment to lean on Him alone, for that 
Saturday, 1st of September, brought notification from His Lord- 
ship the Bishop that, in response to the communication he had 
received, he would call at the Convent on the following day, 
and would be pleased to have a few minutes’ interview with 
Sister Josefa. 

The visit was well timed, for owing to the whole household 
being in retreat, the desired incognito and silence would be 
assured. 

Our Lord Himself was directing all things through human 
happenings, and for the time being the powers of darkness 
themselves, subject to His divine will, were held in abeyance. 
“You ate in My hands, so have no fear,” Jesus said to Josefa 
during Holy Hour. “Act simply. I shall be with you, and will 
tell you all you have to say.” 

“To-day, 2nd September,”’ she wrote, after the Bishop’s visit, 
“T spoke for the first time to His Lordship. I was, at first, rather 
intimidated, but after a while I acted just as I would had it been 
Our Lord, and my peace of mind was very great. I told him how 
repugnant that path was to me, how I was tempted to escape from 
it, of my weakness in resisting, and then of the distress that takes 
hold of me when I see how weak I am in keeping my resolutions. 
His Lordship spoke so kindly that his words strengthened and 
comforted me very much.” 

Josefa added nothing more about the interview which was to 
have such an effect on the work of Love. She had faithfully 
followed the directions of her Master, she had given the Bishop 
the message intended for himself alone, and which had remained 
sectet. She told him of Our Lord’s plans for the world, then 
answering all his questions very simply, she poured out her 
whole soul to him who stood to her as the very paternity of God 
Himself. 

That same day her Superior wrote the following letter to the 
Mother General in Rome: 

“This morning’s interview was simple and consoling. His 
Lordship came alone and said Mass in the oratory of Saint 
Stanislaus for the community in retreat. The Polish novices sang 
very nicely,’ and he then addressed a few words to them all, 


1 At that time the Sister Novices numbered about thirty; nearly all from Poland 
where thete wete many vocations. : 
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truly a great grace. We then followed point by point the line of 
conduct drawn up by Our Lord so clearly and with such love. 
How faithful His Heart has been to us! His Lordship in a most 
fatherly and kind way—Father Boyer had prepared him for what 
was to come—saw Josefa privately for about forty minutes. . . 
After the interview he kindly told us how moved he had been 
by the artless candour of the child who had talked to him with- 
out the slightest pose, in her picturesque French, but as one full 
of God. He took away with him the words personally addressed 
to him on the 11th and 12th June, and asked us to pray very 
much, telling us that he intended to enter fully into God’s plans. 
He will certainly return before November. . . . But what reassur- 
ance and peace this first visit has left to us!”’ 

Once again Our Lord’s words had been literally fulfilled. “I 
will do all,” He had said. 

Josefa was to see the Bishop again several times. Mgr. Durfort 
had become and remained a sure support to her to the end of her 
life. He read all her notes and was good enough to interrogate 
and encourage her. 

From his hands she received the last anointing, and he presided 
when she made her final vows of Religious Profession. More 
than that, he spoke with her and blessed her several times in those 
last hours before her death, and when her offering had been 
consummated, it was he who performed the last rites over her 
body. 

But for the moment, her divine Master seemed jealous of her 
humility and her complete obscurity. These few hours of respite 
were meant only to tide over a grave and important step, and 
already on the third day of the retreat, Monday, 3rd September, 
dark night once more enveloped Josefa’s soul. Dryness, abandon- 


ment, desolation, temptations to despair... nothing was 
spared her, not even the attacks of the devil . . . and it was in 
this state of suffering that she continued to follow the Spiritual 
Exercises. . . . Her little note-book has but one more record, a 
cry of anguish: “Sixth day: I have lost my Jesus. . . . How have 
I made this retreat? . . . God knows!” 


Yes, surely, He knew, and it was through such unspeakable 
torments that Love’s work was accomplished, and His victim’s 
whole-burnt offering consummated. By His permission she 
descended to the very depths of human destitution of spirit . . . 
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He crushed her under the weight of divine severity. He made her 
realize most vividly her approaching death, the emptiness of her 
life, the overwhelming responsibility of the graces which she 
had received, and all the while He reduced her to complete 
helplessness, and brimmed her chalice with an insatiable thirst of 
love for Him. 

Josefa could not express this terrible distress of mind, to which 
was added the complete wearing out of her physical powers, and 
the nightly attacks of her enemy. 


“On Friday, 14th September,” she wrote, “I saw Father Boyet 
and he helped me to regain confidence, although I am suffering 
much because I cannot love Jesus as I long to. But I am at peace, 
for I expect nothing of myself, but everything from His merits 
and mercy.” 


The infinitely compassionate Heart of Jesus who had all along 
sustained and upheld her, though unfelt and unknown by her, 
suddenly appeared to her on the morning of 18th September. 


> 


“During my thanksgiving,” she wrote that Tuesday, “I was 
adoring and loving Him by the Heart of His Mother, since I 
myself can do nothing, when suddenly I saw Him in His beauty, 
His Heart aflame. With incomparable sweetness He said to me: 
“Come, Josefa—draw near this furnace of love. Bring to It all 
your miseries that they may be consumed in Its fires.’ 

“TI asked Him to have pity on me, for every day I grow more 
unworthy, not only of His graces, but of His pardon and of His 
mercy. 

“Why fear? Come near. The more miseries I find in you, the 
mote love you will find in Me.’ 

“Then He gently pressed me against His Heart, and I told Him 
all my longings . . . and my sins, too, that He may forgive 
them. 

“I know your wretchedness, Josefa,’ He said, ‘and I take on 
Myself to make reparation for it; you on your part, make repara- 
tion for souls.’ ” 


So convinced was she of her unworthiness and nothingness 
that it came as a surprise to her to find that He still counted on 
her co-operation. “Have I not told you that I have taken charge 
of everything? I will make reparation for you, and you for souls.” 
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After He had revivified her confidence, and once again directed 
het eyes towards the vast horizon of souls, He told her that He 
had a new mission to entrust to her: 

“Listen attentively,” He said. “I have several things to tell you 
for the Bishop and for your Mother General. . . . No doubt 
you ate unworthy to be the messenger of My words, but I use 
you because of My love for souls. 

“Meanwhile,” He added, “you know what I like best .. . 
many little acts of humility. Let Love choose them, and you, be 
generous.” 

On two more occasions—Friday 21st and 28th September— 
the obscurity of her path was enlightened by the radiance of her 
Lord’s presence. He came to make her write under His direction 
the Message reserved for the Society of the Sacred Heart, which 
she was to hand over to the Very Reverend Mother General. “I 
want you to tell her yourself,” He insisted. 

These were grave happenings, and Josefa fully realized their 
importance. They so far surpassed, in the greatness of their 
design, both her thoughts and even her feats and forebodings, 
that her own nothingness as an instrument was more than a 
palpable reality to her. Complete surrender in the blindness of 
faith was all that she could contribute, and this consummation, 
so desired by her Master, she seemed now to have reached. 

“Let yourself be led blindfold,” He said to her on 18th Sep- 
tember. ““My eyes are wide open to lead you, and am I not your 
Father?” 


CHAPTER XII 


ROME 


The Mother House—Divine Pledges 
2nd—z6th October 1923 


“Just as the sun shines with greater splendour after a dark day, so after 
such intense suffering shall My work appear in all its brightness” 
(Out Lord to Josefa, 14th October 1923) 


JosEFA was about to leave Les Feuillants for the second time, but 
now for a mote distant destination. 

Since the day when Our Lady had intimated that it was Our 
Lord’s will that she should personally convey a message con- 
cerning the great work of Love to the Mother General in Rome, 
and Jesus Himself had confirmed it (zoth August, 1923), much 
correspondence with the Mother-House and a great deal of 
anxious prayer had prepared for the realization of Our Lord’s 
wish. 

For a considerable time the Mother General had wanted to meet 
and speak with this distant little member of the Society. From 
Rome she had followed Josefa’s history, controlling with mater- 
nal solicitude and enlightened prudence her guidance and 
direction, and now guided as are God’s friends, by the super- 
natural wisdom He imparts, she was on the look-out for any 
providential sign that would favour the project of a short stay 
for her at the Mother-House. 

A retreat for Superiors was about to open at the Via Nomentana, 
and a large number of Reverend Mothers from Europe had been 
invited to take part in it, that the spirit of unity and fervour 
might receive fresh impetus. This seemed the providential sign. 
Josefa would accompany her Superior to Rome to help with the 
extra household work at the Mother-House. The journey was 
therefore decided upon and the day of departure fixed. 

Such changes of house, while looked upon as a matter of course 
in the Society of the Sacred Heart and unhesitatingly made, are 
nevertheless keenly felt offerings. Josefa’s heart was too closely 
conformed to the Heart of Jesus not to be sensitively alive to any- 
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thing in the way of partings from all she loved . . . her Mothers, 
her Sisters, the cell of Our Mother Foundtess, the chapel, the 
very cloisters . . . all scenes of signal graces. She quite believed 
that this time her departure was for good, and one of the Mothers 
whom she had helped for the last two years wrote after Josefa 
had gone: 

“T met her in the little Auxiliary Chapel which she loved so 
much and to which she was paying a parting visit. There on the 
threshold where we had so often met in prayer, we made a pact 
together to remain united in His Heart. ‘What shall we ask for 
each other?’ I said. She was silent, and I proposed ‘that Jesus 
should be able to carry out His designs on our souls perfectly’. 
‘Oh, yes,’ she answered at once. “His will—everything is in that. 
We must leave Him perfectly free in us.’ And she went on: 
‘However great the suffering of each day, the grace of the day 
will never be wanting.’ By the expression of her face, I guessed 
that a very intense suffering was at the moment God’s will for 
her, as well as the proof of her love for Him. 

*“‘As she was leaving, she said to me: ‘I am so happy to be able 
to make Our Lord the sacrifice of this house. It cost me to leave 
Spain, now it costs to leave France, the home of my soul and the 
cradle of my religious life. But it is God’s will.’ ” 

On Tuesday, 2nd October, at midday Josefa and her Superior 
left for Rome. 

Jesus was to make Himself their Companion on this first 
stage of the route. No sooner had the train started, than in recol- 
lected silence, though the carriage was very full, Josefa was deep 
in prayer. So many conflicting emotions filled her heart that they 
could only be stilled in silent contact with the inward Guest. No 
need for her to strive to find Him; her heart went straight to the 
inner solitude that no outward commotion could interrupt, and 
soon she was absorbed in the Presence that was everything to her. 

Suddenly, Jesus appeared. Which of the travellers in that 
crowded carriage would have guessed what the closed eyes of 
the humble little Sister beheld? . 

“Took at My Heart,” He said, and from the wound there issued 
fiery sparks. “Souls do not know how to come to this Heart and 
to find the graces I wish to pour out on them. There are so many 
who will not let themselves be drawn by the loadstone of My 
love. That is why I need My chosen souls. They must spread 
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these magnetic sparks the whole world over. You cannot think, 
Josefa, how much glory your faith, your trust and submission 
have given Me. I bless you, and will make use of you to pour My 
graces and My love on the world.” \ 

Jesus disappeared . . . but towards evening, a little before 
they arrived in Paris, He returned once more, and reassured her 
about His plans for this particular stage of her life’s journey. 
“TI want to save the world,” He said, “and use you, poor and 
miserable creature, by passing on to you My desires, that many 
souls may know of My mercy and love through you.” 

And to her reiterated query about what she was to say and do 
“over there”, for that ‘over there” was a formidable unknown 
to her mind— 

“Do not be afraid,” He said. “I will tell you Myself... .1 
am leading you. . . . You will speak fearlessly, Josefa, for this 
is the means by which My desires will begin to be realized.” 

Later He again insisted on this, and repeated: “Do not fear, 
though My footsteps seem at times made on sand so that they 
leave no trace... . It is not really so. You, on your part, have 
only to be docile and not to worry about anything nor about 
what people may say or think of you. I am taking full charge 
and I know what conduces to the good of My work.” 

Greatly comforted, Josefa was encouraged to tell Our Lord of 
yet other things that moved and troubled her: 

“If you had no faith, I should understand your fears,’ answered 
Our Lord, “but if you believe in Me, why be anxious? Remember 
these words: ‘I work in darkness, yet I am Light.’ I have warned 
you more than once that the day will come when everything will 
seem lost, and My great work brought to nothing. But to-day I 
tell you “The light will return, stronger than ever!’ .. .” 

These predictions surely pointed to some happenings in Rome, 
affecting not only herself but the precious enterprise of which she 
carried the secret.in her heart. No doubt she must suffer much, 
but she must also trust Him absolutely. 

What could this clearly predicted suffering be? . . . There was 
no hint of it when at about midday they reached the Eternal City 
on 5th October, a First Friday of the month. 

Many Superiors were already there, and as the day went on, 
there were fresh arrivals. In this happy gathering nobody noticed 
the little Spanish Sister who had come to help with the housework. 


ROME 423 


She quietly slipped into the shade she so coveted and loved, 
and very soon she had blended with the Italian Sisters, and found 
her way about the big Mother-House. 

At once she felt at home and her soul was filled with happiness 
and a deep sense of security. She loved all the Mothers so much 
. . .-and her first interview with her Mother General was proof 
enough that, as Our Lord had told her, He was paving the way 
for her. 

The kindness of her reception filled her with gratitude and 
confusion. Already she looked forward to spending herself in 
helping everywhere in the house so soon to become a Cenacle of 
prayer. She met several of the Spanish Mothers she had known 
and other religious with whom it gave her great pleasure to talk 
in her own tongue, and thus to make contact once more with her 
beloved Spain. This she had not expected, and no shadow came 
to darken this deep happiness so well known in religious houses, 
and prized all the more because so rarely granted. 

Josefa delighted in her new-found joy. It seemed to her that 
for once all clouds had been swept from her sky, dispersed by the 
warm Southern sun, and that she herself was nothing more than 
a happy little Sister of the Society she so loved. 

But God’s ways are not our ways. Soon He reminded His 
messenger that it was not for her personal enjoyment that she 
was there, but to help Him in Love’s great work. 

On Saturday, 6th October, He told her where to meet Him, 
because, He explained, she must write down His wishes for the 
Mother General. 

Faithful always, she reassumed the heavy burden of the divine 
demands so contrary to her attractions, and while the Mother- 
House on the eve of the opening of the Retreat was filling with 
joyful new arrivals, she was busy writing the Message which Jesus 
Himself dictated, in the cell which had been assigned to her 
Superior. The secrets that these pages contained cannot be pub- 
lished; they remain the cherished inheritance of the Society of the 
Sacred Heart. But brought thus suddenly back to her mission, 
Josefa’s fears were re-awakened, and there arose in her soul a 
flood of nameless terror. 

Our Lord appeared to her again during her thanksgiving next 
day, Sunday, 7th October, and, as once to the Disciples of 
Emmaus, He asked her: ““Why ate you sad?” . 


EE 
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“Lord,” she answered, “I feel sad to find myself in this path of 
extraordinary happenings, in which sometimes I fear I may be 
lost for ever.” 

“Do you not realize, Josefa, that I never leave you alone? My 
one desite is to reveal to souls the love, the mercy and the 
pardon of My Heart, and I have chosen you to do it for Me, 
wretched as you undoubtedly are. But do not be anxious, I love 
you, and your misery is the very reason of My love. I want you 
for Myself, and because you ate so miserable I have worked 
miracles to guard you carefully. . . . Yes, I love all souls, but 
with very special affection those who are the most weak and 
little.” 

Then very gravely Jesus continued: 

“T have loved and watched over you, Josefa. I still love and 
watch over you, and will love and watch over you to the very end. 
Hide Me in your heart lovingly, for I hold you in Mine, tenderly 
and mercifully.” 

A few minutes later, during the nine o’clock Mass, Jesus 
deigned once more to manifest Himself. Nothing betrayed the 
Divine Presence. Josefa was kneeling among the Sisters, she 
renewed her vows and adored Him of whom her heart could only 
say “He was so beautiful’. She heard these words: “I am looking 
for love from My beloved ones, and I come to tell them that what 
I yearn for, what I implore them to give Me, is love, nothing 
but love! As for you, Josefa, be very faithful and obedient; 
gtadually I will make all known to you, and soon I shall take you 
to eternal beatitude. Then My words will be read, and My love 
known.” . 

That Sunday afternoon Jesus returned, as He had said He 
would, to continue the dictation of His Message. 

How ptofound was the silence, here as at Poitiers, that sur- 
rounded these marvels of divine love. In the cell where Josefa 
had gone to rejoin her Superior, Our Lord showed Himself, 
not for her, but for the Society which it is His good pleasure to 
use, that the unfathomable riches of His Heart may be spread 
abroad. 

When He had gone, Josefa went humbly and simply back to 
her household duties, handing over to the prudent care of her 
Superiors the secrets of which she knew herself to be only the 
frail and profitless intermediary. Several times she herself took 
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to the Mother General the papers on which she had transcribed 
the Master’s plans. These visits, necessarily kept secret, filled 
Josefa with confusion. She was reserved and respectful as always, 
but this did not prevent her from expressing in her own tact- 
ful and self-forgetting manner the loving and childlike feelings 
that filled her grateful heart. Yet Our Lord kept her soul in a 
lowly and painful awareness of her nothingness. It had all along 
been His way with her; and what human opposition or humilia- 
tion could equal the depths of annihilation to which God can 
reduce His creature, when it so pleases Him? . . . Josefa 
acquiesced wholly, allowing herself to be destroyed by that all- 
powerful and ever growing possession. 
She wrote on Monday, 8th October: 


“I told Our Lord during my thanksgiving how my soul 
trembles at the thought of His judgments, now that I see myself 
on the brink of death and my life laid bare before Him. .. . 

“He came quite suddenly and looked at me long and sweetly, 
with immense tenderness. . . .” 

Josefa loved to dwell on Our Lord’s look, which of itself gave 
her such peace. How many souls, when they read of that divine 
glance of Jesus, will feel faith in His tenderness revivified, for it 
penetrates, purifies, calms and strengthens. The eyes of Jesus will 
surely rest on them too; none who believe can doubt this. 

When He had, as it were, read Josefa through and through, He 
said: 

‘All that is true, if you merely look at what you have done. 
But, Josefa, I shall Myself introduce you to the citizens of heaven. I 
am preparing the robe I destine for you. It is woven of the precious 
flax of My merits and dyed in the purple of My Blood. My lips 
will seal your soul with the kiss of peace and love. So do not fear, 
I will not forsake you till I have led you where your soul will rest 
in everlasting Light.” 

_ Josefa’s simple comment was: “Jesus has taken away all my 
fear of death.” . 

As this history has already shown many times, such hours of 
bliss usually presaged a coming storm, and Josefa was about to 
face the worst that had ever befallen her. 

That same morning, when helping the other Sisters in the 
laundry, she felt the first symptoms of an attack that nothing 
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hitherto had led her to foresee. She had a slight hoemorrhage 
from the lungs, which she tried to make nothing of, but her 
pallor revealed that some accident had occurred. 

The doctor who was consulted was not alarmed. But after 
careful examination, he asked her age. She was thirty-three. He 
expressed his astonishment, saying: “She is worn out’. It would 
have needed less than the mystery of her daily and nightly 
dolorous persecutions to explain her loss of strength. But this 
could not be revealed, and steps were taken to afford her some 
extra rest during the days that followed, though she did not 
completely give up her work or common life. When one of the 
Assistants General kindly inquired how she was, she answered 
naively: “As I am going to die, I must have something the 
matter.” 

However this physical lassitude was as nothing to the trial 
that awaited her. The arch-fiend made his appearance unexpec- 
tedly on that same 8th October. With specious cunning he 
succeeded in deceiving Josefa. He appeared with the features of 
Our Lord, and tried to alter His plan, at first with soft words and 
sweet-spoken suggestions, then with proud and imperative 
affirmations. 

But the very excess of this infernal craft made clear who he 
really was, for this was not the first time he had attempted to pose 
as an angel of light. Seeing himself unmasked, he changed aspect, 
threatened, blasphemed, and finally vanished in a whirl of smoke, 
leaving Josefa, who had for a moment been subjugated by his 
satanic violence, in a terrified and confused uncertainty. 

She wrote afterwards: “I am so full of genuine doubts, that I 
believe that I have all along been the sport of the devil, and feel 
convinced that everything I have seen and written is his doing, 
and now I can only implore Our Lord to enlighten my Superiors, 
that they too may see the truth.” 

On the following day, Tuesday 9th October, she continued in 
the same strain: “The same awful anxiety and sorrow .. . the 
thought that all those things have never been Our Lord’s doing, 
but the devil’s, is causing me the most terrible distress! The only 
ae I implore is that my Superiors may see the truth as I now 

One 

A gleam of peace and truth lighted up her overwhelming 

tribulations. Our Lady came in response to her agonized supplica- 
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tions. Josefa, however, was so unbalanced for the moment that 
she did not believe that she really saw her. After listening to the 
renewal of her vows and repeating with her the Divine Praises, 
Our Lady reassured her: 

“Daughter, it really 7s myself, the Mother of God, the Mother 
of Jesus, who is Purity and eternal Light itself... . It is your 
Mother who speaks to you and who has come to calm yout 
troubled soul. Be not afraid, Jesus will defend you and will so 
order events that the craft of the enemy will always be unmasked, 
evety time he tries to deceive you. If you are in doubt, say 
bravely: “Begone, Satan; I will have nothing to do with you who 
are delusion and falsehood. I belong to Jesus who is Truth and 
Life.” O my daughters, fear nothing; the Heart of Jesus guides 
and loves you all, always. I too love you, Josefa, and I bless you 
bi be at peace.’ 

These words comforted her for the time being. But the hour of 
darkness had come. Satan so powerfully deluded her, that she was 
convinced that she had been deceived for the last three years. 
Evidence to the contrary only increased her anxiety, for it added 
the further certainty that unknowingly she had deceived all those 
who had helped her up to this time. 

So poignant was her distress, that never before had she experi- 
enced the like. God alone can gauge the sharp suffering of a soul 
that has, so to speak, lost its footing, and knows not where to 
turn for support. . . . But He alone also can gauge the value of 
a faith and abandonment that have reached the heights of hero- 
ism; Josefa had but tried to be faithful to the truth. Her detach- 
ment from the path which she had hitherto believed to be God’s 
own, the humility with which in the midst of darkest night she 
faced and accepted the consequences of what she termed her 
‘mental aberrations’ . . . the piteous fidelity and sorrowful peace 
that anchored her, in spite of everything, to God’s will, the 
giving up of herself to that mysterious chain of events, of which 
she could not now see even a trace, the simplicity of an obedience 
which hoped and looked for no other security than the word of 
Superiors: are not all these authentic signs of the Spirit of God? 

While the devil was using the power granted him, and while 
his efforts seemed to be triumphing over Love’s great work, the 
watchful eyes that guarded Josefa were able to discern in the 
storm the luminous action of Jesus who, in Josefa herself, was 
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giving indubitable proofs of His presence and His plans. Jesus 
had said “I work in the dark, yet Iam Light”. Never before had 
these words seemed so true. 

As for Josefa, judging herself to be beneath compassion and 
worthy only of contempt, she humbly went on with her work, in 
spite of the fatigue that was wearing her out. The devil never 
stopped hurling his false accusations at her, but she relaxed 
neither her faith nor her energy. She met him on the staircases 
and in the corridors of the Mother-House where, poor child, she 
had hoped to be free from his attacks. Even her nights did not 
escape diabolic persecution. 

God did not allow the assurances given by her Superiors to 
allay her moral anguish, He Himself seemed to have abandoned 
her, and her prayer which was rather a cry of distress remained 
unheard. A long week passed, and not a ray of light pierced 
through the gloom. Josefa bore her cross in silence, and not for an 
instant betrayed her intense suffering. But there were moments 
when her features were quite altered, and she felt the trial to be 
beyond her strength. In vain the compassionate kindness of 
the Mother General endeavoured to distract her and bring 
some alleviation to her tribulation by sending her to visit Maver 
Admirabilis, the miraculous Madonna of the Trinita, and again 
allowing her to take part in one of the public audiences of H. H. 
Pope Pius XI, who blessed her and gave her his hand to kiss. 
Her faith was strengthened by this grace and as a true daughter of 
the Church she appreciated the favour, and from it drew strength 
to go on bearing her cross, which was not, however, for an 
instant less heavy on her exhausted shoulders. 

He whose wisdom disposes all things knew at what moment 
He would intervene. 

On Sunday, 14th October, during her thanksgiving, Josefa 
suddenly found herself in the presence of the Master who stilled 
the storm and calmed the winds and the sea. She hesitated, feared, 
and tried to doubt and repulse far from her the vision she 
believed to be false. 

“Fear not.” 

It was the strong sweet voice of Jesus, a challenge to all Satan’s 
craft. And as, after renewing her vows, she persisted in her refusal 
and energetically protested with her whole will against the 
trickery: 
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“Fear not,” reiterated her Master. “I am Jesus, I am the Spouse 
to whom you are united by those vows of Poverty, Chastity and 
Obedience which you have just renewed. I am the God of Peace!” 

These words brought with them such conviction and security 
that all hesitation was at an end. “Without my willing it,” she 
wrote, “so great a light came to my understanding, that I felt 
convinced that it was indeed He. . . .” 

A few hours later, the devil tried, but in vain, to persuade her that 
she was mistaken. But at the time of her adoration that evening: 


“He,” she said, “whom I took to be Jesus came back. I asked 
Him to assert with me that He was indeed the Son of the Im- 
maculate Virgin. Then with peace radiant on His countenance 
as in His voice, He said: ‘Yes, Josefa, I am the Son of the 
Immaculate Virgin, the Second Person of the most Holy Trinity, 
Jesus, the Son of God and God Himself. I clothed Myself with 
human nature that I might give My Blood and My life for souls. 
I love them, Josefa, and I love you. . . . Now I am searching 
for them to manifest My love and mercy to them, and for this 
reason I abased Myself and came down to you. Fear nothing, for 
My power protects you.’ ” 


Then with sovereign authority came the words: “‘No, you are 
not mistaken.” 

The thick mist that had enveloped Josefa was torn asunder 
at these words and Jesus continued: “Tell your Mothers that I 
want you to write. And just as the sun shines with greater splen- 
dour after a dark day, so after such intense suffering shall My work 
appear in all its brightness.” 

Peace now succeeded to the storm, though gradually, as to a 
tempest-tossed sea which has been lashed to its very depths. 

On Monday, 15th October, as she was passing the oratory of 
Saint Madeleine Sophie she heard herself called by a well-known 
voice. Fearful still, she tried to run away, but her Mother Foun- 
dress drew her to trust and peace. 

“T am your Mother, Josefa,” she said to her, and to reassure 
her completely, she added: “I want to tell you only that all during 
my life I sought nothing but the glory of the Divine Heart. And 
now that I live in Him and by Him, my only desire is to see His 
Kingdom come. That is why I pray that for many souls this little 
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Society may be a means by which He may be known and loved 
evet more and more. “a 

“ . . Fear nothing. For if the devil tries to harm it, it is 
because the Heart of Jesus loves it with such a special love. But 
Our Divine Master will not allow it to fall a victim to the snares 
of the enemy. 

“Go now, child, to your work; I bless you.” 

That evening in the silence of the retreat which had been going 
on while Josefa had been the victim of such terrible happenings, 
Our Lord came to continue giving the Message which had been 
so painfully interrupted. 

“Do not imagine that I am going to speak to you of anything 
but My Cross. By it I saved the world; by it I will bring the 
world back to the truths of the Faith and to the Way of Love.... 

“I will manifest My will to you: I saved the world from the 
Cross, that is to say through suffering. You know that sin is an 
infinite offence and needs infinite reparation . . . that is why I 
ask you to offer up your sufferings and labours in union with the 
infinite merits of My Heart. You know that My Heart is yours. 
Take It, therefore, and repair by It. . . . Instil love and trust 
into the souls that come in contact with you. Bathe them in love— 
bathe them in confidence in the goodness and mercy of My 
Heart. Whenever you can speak of Me and make Me known, tell 
them always not to fear, for I am a God of Love. 

“T recommend three practices very specially to you: 

“First: The practice of the Holy Hour, because it is one of the 
ways by which an infinite reparation can be offered up to God the 
Father, through the mediation of Jesus Christ His Divine Son. 

“Second: The devotion of the five Paters in honour of My 
wounds, since through them the world was saved. 

“Third: Constant union, or rather daily offering of the merits 
of My Heart, because by so doing you will give to all your 
actions an infinite value. 

“Unceasingly use My Life, My Blood, My Heart . . . confide 
constantly and without any fear in this Heart: this secret is known 
to few; I want you to know it and to profit by it.” 

Then after a few definite requests addressed to the Society? 


7 One of these requests concerned what the Bishop of Poitiers would have to do 
with regard to the Message; moreover, there was this indication of the date of Josefa’s 
death: “In February 1924 the Cardinal Protector is to be approached, that is to say 
after your death.” 
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Our Lord added: “Rest in My peace. I love you, I guide you, I 
defend you, so never have any doubts of My loving kindness.” 

After the storm, peace had come to Josefa who, ignoring her- 
self as usual, had little idea of how greatly the work of Love had 
progressed during the tempest through which she had passed. 
The Mother General, who had been a close observer of the con- 
fusion of mind into which her child had been thrown, had been 
able to gauge the depth of Josefa’s virtue, and the sincerity of 
her detachment. The supernatural and spiritual had never been 
more evident or authentic than in those awful hours when 
drowned in anguish, she had accepted in peace and complete 
abandonment the apparent destruction of the work of Love, which 
she had believed in, and for which she had sacrificed her life and 
sutrendered her whole being. 

The visit to Rome was about to end; Our Lord had carried out 
His plan in full. There followed a few more happy days filled with 
graces, and on Friday, 19th October, Saint Madeleine Sophie, 
speaking to Josefa of the work which was nearing completion, 
reminded her child of the function of the Cross in it: 

““Have no fear,” she said, “for the Sacred Heart has always 
Himself directed and guided this little Society, though it is not 
always easy to recognize His action. Faith is much wanting in 
the world, and Jesus looks to His religious to repair this lack 
by their acts of trust. You must not be afraid or worried when 
light is not granted you, Jesus will give it to you when you need 
it, and will do everything to bring about the full accomplishment 
of His wishes. Your part is to obey and surrender your will to His. 
True, there are moments when all is dark; the Cross rises stark 
before us and prevents our seeing Jesus Himself. But then it is 
that He says to us: ‘Fear not, it is I.’ Yes, indeed it is His very 
self and He will guide and finish the work He has begun. Have 
no fear, be faithful and remain in peace.” 

The feast of Mater Admirabilis, one very dear to the Society of 
the Sacred Heart, fell on Saturday, zoth October. It was not to 
pass without the Mother of God coming to reassure Josefa. “I 
am yout Mother, the Mother of Jesus and the Mother of Mercy,” 
she said, so making Josefa sure of her identity. 

At once Josefa told her all her troubles, for she still could not 
completely dominate them. 

“Tet bygones be bygones, my daughter. Let Jesus gather glory 


432 THE WAY OF DIVINE LOVE 


from your littleness and misery, it is thus that His power and mercy 
shine forth the more. . . . Do you not see how His Fatherly 
hand has led and guarded you here? Have no fear, He will continue 
helping you to the end. Be very simple, for you will have no other 
glory in heaven than your simplicity. Little children have no 
acquired merits, and so it is with you. You are the beloved of His 
Heart without having done anything to merit it. He it is who does 
everything in you, who pardons you, who loves you.” 

The following day, Sunday, 21st October, whilst she was at 
ptayer, Jesus showed her His Heart all ablaze and said to her: 

“Behold this Heart! It is the Open Book wherein you must 
meditate. It will teach you all virtues, especially zeal for My 
glory and for the salvation of souls. 

“Gaze well and long on this Heart. It is the Sanctuary of the 
miserable, hence yours, for who is more miserable than you? 
Look deep down into My Heart. It is the Crucible in which the 
most defiled ate purified, and afterwards inflamed with love. 
Come, draw near this Furnace, cast your miseries and sins into it; 
have confidence and believe in Me who am your Saviour. Once 
more fix your eyes attentively on My Heart. It is a Fountain of 
Lwing Water. Throw yourself into its depths and appease your 
thirst. I desire, I long that all may come and find refreshment at 
this source. As for you, I have found a hidden place for you in the 
depths of My Heart . . . you are so lowly that you could not 
attain to It alone. Use well the graces I have there stored for 
you. .. . Let My love have free play in you, and always remain 
little.” 

That same evening, Saint Madeleine Sophie appeared to Josefa, 
and her motherly counsels ended on this note: ‘May Jesus be 
loved and glorified in a special way by all the souls that are in the 
Society of His Heart!’’ 


“I asked her to, bless me,’’ wrote Josefa, “since she is my 
Mother. This was the last time I saw her in Rome. The following 
days were full of peace and true joy, and on Wednesday, 24th, 
we left Rome and reached Poitiers on the 26th.” 
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Last Days at Poitiers: Purification 
26th October—30th November 1923 


“Hitherto My Cross has rested on you. My will now is that_you should 
rest on it” 
(Our Lord to Josefa, 27th October 1923) 


GENOA . . . Paris . . . Poitiers! The rapid if uneventful journey 
home ended on 26th October, at five o’clock in the evening, 
when the travellers found the expectant Community waiting to 
welcome them. As in the preceding June, after the first burst of 
joyous inquiries and the questions at recreations about all that 
had happened in Rome, Josefa sank into the shadow, and silence 
deepened around her. It was thus that Jesus had all along been 
pleased to veil His familiar intercourse with her, and so to the 
end He would hide His last messages, as well as the sufferings and 
trials which would complete His work. 

The last stage was to be a short one, and Josefa knew it. The 
exhaustion which was wearing out her whole being was sufficient 
warning of her approaching end. Side by side with it was the 
strong call of love, detaching and irresistible in its appeal. 

On Saturday, 27th October, after a restful night, she wrote 
her thanks to the Mother General. It was a very simple, unstudied 
and spontaneous little letter, which we quote, for in it was revealed 
her fresh and naive soul, which knew nothing of striving for 
effect. 


“Very Reverend Mother, 

“T write to you to-day with great joy to thank you for all the 
kindness you have shown me. 

““May Jesus repay you for it all. . . . I have been asking this 
of Him with my whole heart, and to you, Very Reverend Mother, 
I promise to do my utmost to be very faithful during the four 
ot five months of life that remain to me. I will do and say whatever 
Jesus tells me, and will try to be a little more humble. I think 


that is what costs me most . . . that is why I promise it in all 
sincerity, and it will be by such efforts that I shall try to repair 
a little for my past life. 


“For the moment, I am in great peace and very happy, although 
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I have not seen either Jesus or Our Lady or our Holy Mother 
again. 

me] am glad to be back at Poitiers, but I shall never forget the 
days spent at the Mother-House, and the maternal affection I 
found there. I shall not forget you in my prayers either, and when 
I get to heaven I will try to scatter many ‘regalitos’ (little gifts) 
on the Mothers whom I love so much, and to obtain for them 
little joys in those things they need. 

“Bless me, Very Reverend Mother, I remain always 
“Your little and humble child in the Heart of Jesus, 
““JOsEFA MENENDEZ.” 


Our Lord did not long delay His return, He seemed in haste 
to tell her His plans for the last days of her life. On the evening of 
27th October, she wrote: 


“He came all beautiful, with His Crown of Thorns in His 
hand. I was delighted, for I had not seen Him since I left Rome. 
So I told Him all that fills my heart, and He answered so tenderly: 
“Why, Josefa, do you suppose that I do not know that you are 
here again? . . . It was I that brought you back!’ ” 


‘‘Now do not be afraid,’ He continued, as He read in her soul’s 
depths the ever-present fear of Satan’s snares. “It really is I 
Myself, Jesus, the Son of the Immaculate Virgin, your Saviour 
and Beloved.” 

Then with grave kindness, He added: “‘Hitherto, My Cross has 
rested on you. My will now is that you should rest on it, You 
know that the Cross is the patrimony of My chosen souls, but 
in a very special way of those consecrated to My Heart.” 

It was impossible for Josefa not to surrender to a love that 
solicited her suffering so graciously. At once she offered herself, 
and looking longingly at the Crown, she ventured to beg Him to 
leave it in her keeping. 

“Yes,” was His reply, “‘to-day My Crown of Thorns, and soon 
My Crown of Glory. . . . Leave it all to Me. . . . Let Me work 
in you and through you for souls. I love you . . . love Me.” 

_ The work of love, mysterious and divine, was about to receive 
its consummation. ; 

The next day, 28th October, Josefa resumed her ordinary occu- 
pations. As was her custom, she went toward nightfall to make 
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the Stations of the Cross in the little Auxiliary Chapel she so 
loved, and of which she had again been given the charge, to her 
extreme satisfaction. 


“After I had finished the Stations,” she wrote, “I recited the 
five Our Fathers in honour of His wounds. I had hardly begun 
the first when He appeared. He stretched out His right hand, then 
His left, and as I recited the five Paters, a ray of light shone from 
each of His wounds. I renewed my vows, and at the end He said 
to me: “I am Jesus, Josefa, the Son of the Immaculate Virgin. 
Behold the wounds that were opened on the Cross to redeem 
the world from eternal death and give it life! They obtain forgive- 
ness and mercy for so many who incense the Father, and they, 
henceforth, will bestow on them light, strength and love.’ 

“Then, pointing to His wounded Heart: ‘This wound is the 
fiery furnace to which chosen souls, especially the brides of My 
Heart, must come to enkindle theirs. This wound is theirs; It 
belongs to them with all the graces it contains, that they may 
distribute them to the world, to the many souls who do not know 
where to seek them, and to so many others who despise them.’ 

“Then,” wrote Josefa, “I asked Him to teach these souls how 
to make Him known and loved. 

“* <T will give them all the light they need, that they may know 
how to utilize their treasure, and not only to make Me known 
and loved, but also to repair the outrages with which sinners 
overwhelm Me. Alas! The world offends Me, but it will be 
saved by the reparation of My chosen souls. 

** “Farewell, Josefa. Love, for love is reparation and reparation 
is love.’ ” 


The following days were to be a response to this appeal. 

On the first day of the week Josefa had returned to her work- 
room where everyone welcomed her with joy. Much needlework 
had been done during October, for a large increase in the school 
necessitated a great deal of industry to finish the uniforms for all. 
It gave her great pleasure to see how her Sisters had worked, 
and above all she was delighted to think that her death would 
not cause much inconvenience, now that she was so ably replaced 
by those she had trained. She felt that they must gradually take 
over all responsibility in the workroom; and though she continued 
to spend long hours at her needle, for the most part she mended 
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and darned, leaving the initiative and management to the young 
nun who was her substitute, just guiding her by an encouraging 
look when occasion demanded it. 

This effacement, which so entirely detached her from the 
employment she had loved, was in itself precious to her soul. 
Though her attraction for it never changed, she became if possible 
more kindly and helpful and her smile more radiant, in spite of 
her exhaustion. 

In the midst of these last efforts, the secret chiselling by 
which Our Lord conformed her to His Passion and Cross was 
continued. November had hardly begun than the devil once more 
tried the same wiles that had caused her such agony in Rome. 
He appeared to her under the lineaments of Our Lord and allowed 
her to renew her vows, but when asked to repeat the Divine 
Praises and the words that Jesus so exultingly gloried in saying: 
“T am Jesus, the Son of the Immaculate Virgin. . . .” “Say it 
yourself; that will do,” was the answer he gave her. In vain he 
tried to simulate the words Jesus used, but Josefa, who saw no 
wounds in the hands and feet, refused to be deceived again, and 
repulsed him with indignation. But her soul was troubled by this 
and by the thought of her approaching death, and day after day 
went by in painful anguish of spirit. . 


“And so,” she wrote, “from October 28th to November 13th 
I did not see Our Lord again.” 


On the feast of Saint Stanislaus, Patron of the Novices, light 
once more shone on her troubled path. 


> 


“This morning after communion,” she wrote, ‘“‘Jesus came. 
He was beautiful, in His wounds were shining flames, and before 
I could say a single word He said: ‘Do not fear; I am Jesus, the 
Son of the Immaculate Virgin.’ ” 


Then He gently: repeated the Divine Praises with her, and in 
order to reassure her fully, He said: “Yes, I am Love, I am the 
Son of the Immaculate Virgin, I am the Bridegroom of virgin 
souls, the Strength of the feeble, the Light of souls, their Life, 
their Reward and their End. My Blood cleanses all their sins; I 
make reparation for them, I am their Redeemer.” 

Josefa was fully reassured by such kindness, and told Jesus of 
all the sufferings of the last days, especially of her lassitude, which 
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made work impossible and gave her a presentiment that her end 
was near. 

“But My Josefa,” was His tender reply, “do you not long 
to possess Me and enjoy Me without end? . . . I, on My part, 
long for you! I glory in those who do My will always and in all 
things, and for that reason I chose you. Leave Me free to do with 
you what I know will be both for My glory and for your good. 
The winter of this life is about to end. . . . Iam your Beatitude!”’ 

Then Jesus arranged to give her the second message which she 
was soon to pass on to the Bishop of Poitiers. A little later He 
rejoined Josefa in her cell. He began by dictating His message 
for the Bishop whom in His love He had made the foundation- 
stone and support of the work of love; after which He spoke 
for a wider following: 

“T desire that My love should be the sun to enlighten, and the 
heat to reanimate souls. That is why My words must teach them. 
I want all the world to recognize in Me a God of mercy and of 
love. I wish that everywhere My desire to forgive and save souls 
should be read, and that not even the most wretched be kept 
back by fear . . . nor the most guilty fly from Me. ... Let 
them all come. I await them with open arms like the most affec- 
tionate of fathers in order to impart life and true happiness to 
them. 

“That the world may know My clemency, I need apostles who 
will reveal My Heart . . . but first these must know It them- 
selves . . . otherwise how can they teach others? 

“So for the next few days, I will speak for My priests, My 
religious and My nuns, that all may clearly understand what I 
require: I want them to form a league of love in order to teach 
and publish the love and mercy of My Heart to all men, even to 
the extremities of the world. I want the need and desire for 
repatation to be re-awakened and grow among faithful and chosen 
souls, for the world is full of sin . . . and at this present moment 
nations are arousing the wrath of God. But He desires His reign 
to be one of love, hence this appeal to chosen souls, especially 
those of this nationality. He asks them to repair, to obtain pardon, 
and above all to draw down grace on this country which was 
the first to know My Heart and spread devotion to It. 

“T want the world to be saved . . . peace and union to prevail 
everywhere. It is My will to reign, and reign I shall, through 
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reparation made by chosen souls, and through a new realization 
by all men of My kindness, My mercy and My love. 

“My words will be light and life for an incalculable number of 
souls. They will all be printed, read and preached, and I will grant 
very special grace, that by them souls may be enlightened and 
transformed.” 

Her Master had spoken with such ardour and force that Josefa 
was greatly struck. Now He was silent, and she adored the divine 
will which in affirming its plans removed her last fears. 


“I begged Him to forgive my still doubting,” she wrote, 
“though He better than any understands the snares of the evil 
one. . . . With the utmost kindness, He answered me: ‘Do you 
suppose that I would give you over to be the sport of that cruel 
enemy? I love you and I will never let you be deceived. You must 
not fear, but trust Me who am Love.’ ” 


Such messages could hardly be bought but at a high price . . . 
and this price was first to be paid by their messenger through 
intense suffering. She was fully aware of it, and day by day her 
oblation deepened, as she saw the world so sorely in need of this 
work of mercy and love. 

Since the beginning of November, Josefa’s physical sufferings 
by day and principally by night had been destroying her, while 
intolerable pains, the cause of which could not be ascertained, 
increased in severity every Friday. 

She was forced to spend 9th November stretched on a bed of 
pain; she was practically unable to stir, her head, chest and limbs 
wotn out by excruciating agonies....A renewal of the 
hemorrhage seemed to bring her to death’s door, and the doc- 
tors in consultation were not able to diagnose the cause. On 
Thursday, 15th, towards eight in the evening, she had a most 
painful attack which seemed to presage death. It was renewed 
during the night, but when the morning of the 16th dawned Our 
Lord was brought to her in Holy Communion, and He appeared 
to her during her thanksgiving. These were moments of bliss 
and they gave Josefa strength to continue her ascent of Calvary. 


ee palabras forte la luz elevids para muchfsimas almas. Todas se imprimiran, 
se leeran y se predicaran. Yo daré gracia especial para h bi 
sean la luz de tis almas.”” ; . eee ae ae 
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“Have no anxiety,” He said to her. “I am your Life and you 
Strength. I am your All, and I will not forsake you.” 

Then He reminded her of the visit of the Bishop which was to 
take place in the near future: 

“As to yourself, remain in My hands so that whenever I want 
you can take you, for I want to speak to My chosen ones. Leave 
Me entirely free. Thus shall I glorify Myself.” 

This liberty was expressed chiefly in the gift of suffering. The 
terrifying attack of the day before was repeated three times that 
same Friday: at nine, at midday, and again between three and four, 
as if Jesus meant to associate her closely with the suffering of His 
Passion, As soon as she recovered a little she would rise and with 
incredible energy make an effort to resume her work. Thus it was 
that from day to day, and from one night to another, through 
mysterious sufferings that went on increasing, Josefa offered up 
to Him who was immolating her the sacrifice of a life which was 
going forward to its consummation. 

On Tuesday, 21st November, Feast of Our Lady’s Presenta- 
tion, she publicly renewed her vows with all the other young 
Sisters. She had prepared herself for this feast of oblation with a 
love that suffering had but stirred into a flame. She knew it was 
the last time that her voice would be heard in the Chapel renewing 
the vows that bound her to the Heart of Jesus and to the work of 
love. 

Her most faithful Bridegroom appeared during her thanks- 
giving, and said to her: “I, too, Josefa, renew the promise that I 
have made to you to love you and to be faithful to you. Though 
I have made you suffer, this is not because I love you less: I do 
love you, and will love you to the end, but I need suffering to 
heal the wounds of sin. Farewell, stay with Me, as I with you.” 

A few days later, on 24th November, Mgr. de Durfort in 
response to Our Lord’s wishes, paid Josefa a long and most kind 
visit. This was a great comfort to her, and she received it grate- 
fully and simply as an immense grace. 

Her complete unawareness of the importance of the rdle she 
was being called upon to play struck the holy old man very much. 
Her one preoccupation was the furtherance of Our Lord’s 
interests. Her share in the work of love, her personal sufferings, 
shown only too evidently by the exhaustion of her frame, were 
of no account to her, when compared with the plans and desires 
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of her Master. She transmitted these to the Bishop with such 
exactness and objective clarity that no detail was lost, even in her 
halting French. And just as simply as she had for the moment 
come out of the shade, so did she once more step back into the 
way of suffering and purification which was more than ever hers. 

Once more as November drew to a close, Tuesday, 27th, Our 
Lord showed Himself to her as a blissful vision of peace, which 
she thus described: 


“While I was making my adoration this evening before the 
Blessed Sacrament, I could find nothing to say to Him, so, that I 
might not lose my time, I read the Litany of the Sacred Heart 
very slowly. Then as there was still a little time over, I took 
the invocations of the First Friday Novena! and when I got 
to the words “To Thy close union with the Heavenly Father, 
I unite myself’, He suddenly appeared in radiant beauty. His 
raiment seemed to be woven of gold, His Heart was a blazing 
furnace and from the wound in It came dazzling light. I re- 
newed my vows and begged Him to pardon me for being so 
cold in His presence. It seemed to me though that it was not 
from want of love, because I love Him more than anything on 
earth . . . He listened to me and looked at me, and then said: 
‘Do you know, Josefa, that that prayer is so pleasing to Me and 
is of such worth, that it far surpasses the most eloquent and 
sublime ones that could be offered Me. What is of greater value 
than My Heart’s union with My Heavenly Father? . . . When 
souls say this prayer they penetrate, as it were, into My Heart, 
unite themselves to My good pleasure for them. They unite 
themselves to God, and this is the most supernatural act that can 
be done here below, for by it they begin to live a heavenly life 
which consists of nothing else than the perfect and intimate 
union of the creature with its God and Creator. 

“ “Continue your prayer, Josefa, for by it you adore, repair, 
merit and love. Yes, go on with that prayer, and I will continue 
the work of love.’ 

“Then I committed all my distresses to His Heart,” she wrote, 
“and He replied: “Be not disquieted. . . . It is I Myself who am 
directing everything.’ ” ; 

* These invocations are said as a novena in all the Convents of the Sacred Heart in 


preparation for the First Friday, and are a protestation of union with the feelings 
and affections of the Heart of Jesus. 
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Blind faith in the guidance of Love was Josefa’s loadstone in 
these hours of darkness and obscurity. Overwhelmed by physical 
suffering she seemed to be thrown on her own unaided resources; 
and while she suffered deep dejection of soul that not even her 
courage could surmount, the devil exploited her state of exhaus- 
tion and reduced her to a kind of moral agony, full of terror and 
anguish. Yet her faith in Him who permitted it all never wavered; 
it sufficed that it was His permissive will, and, impotent but trust- 
ful, she gave herself up to the purifying action of Love. 


CHAPTER XIII 


IN FINEM DILEXIT! 
God sets the Seal on His Work 


“The sign that I shall give will be in you yourself” 
(Our Lord to Josefa, 2zoth September 1920) 


WE have reached December 1923, Josefa’s last month on earth. 
Ail was peace, order, wisdom, power, and sovereign liberty, such 
as belongs only to the King of Love in the great work that He 
was about to complete through the frail instrument of His choice. 

It would seem to be a fitting moment to pause and consider 
Josefa’s soul in order to seek out the divine seal which might 
authenticate her mission. 

“By their fruits ye shall know them,” Our Lord had once 
said to His disciples, and the principle holds good for all that is 
supernatural in virtue here below. 

Answering one day the urgent but secret prayer of Josefa’s 
guides Our Lord had said to her (though she had no suspicion of 
their anxieties): “Let no one ask Me for any sign, Josefa. The sign 
that I shall give will be in you yourself.’ A divine answer indeed, 
imprinted on every day of the four years of Josefa’s short religious 
life, marking it with what seems an unmistakable stamp. 

It showed itself first and foremost in her childlike simplicity. 
She was one of those singleminded, lowly souls that truly delight 
the Heart of God and to whom He reveals His secrets. There was 
in her a total absence of self-consciousness, a confiding simplicity, 
a straightforward spontaneity; nothing ‘precious’ about her 
devotion nor anything the least complicated in her attitude of 
mind. Her faith was too firm to admit of exaggerations or fan- 
tastic imaginings. . . . She went straight as an atrow to God. It 
was this simplicity that engendered her effortless approach to the 
divine, and enabled her to endure trials without so much as 
suspecting their extraordinary character, and to return quickly 
and with ease to her ordinary life. 

Her way of giving an account of herself to Superiors was 
devoid of pretentiousness; deferential, but also ingenuous and 
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candid, the very style and handwriting of her notes leave an im- 
pression of one who was artless and simple, concentrated wholly 
on God. 

Humility and charity, the two characteristics of the Heart of 
Jesus, recognized by the Church as peculiarly those of the 
Foundress, Saint Madeleine Sophie Barat, were likewise distinc- 
tive of Josefa’s virtue. 

There was something grave and mature about her, resulting 
from the lowly opinion she had of herself. Proud and vivacious 
by nature, she found in religious life many occasions on which she 
might practise love in the smallest things, and realizing her own 
weakness, genuinely judged herself to be the last in the house. 
But her sincere humility showed itself also in other ways: forget- 
fulness and habitual sacrifice of self were the logical result of this 
conviction of her nothingness, itself a source of struggles to 
accept God’s will for her. There were times when submission to 
the divine will reached the heights of heroism, so opposed was it to 
her natural inclinations; hence each step she took increased in her 
detachment from her own views and humble trust in authority. 

Her humility seemed all the more genuine because its outward 
manifestation was charity, a charity so supernatural that it bound 
her every day more closely to the Heart of Jesus. 

A humility less real might have taken advantage of her excep- 
tional favours to stand aside from common life, enwrapped in a 
kind of self-complacency; but there was no trace of this in Josefa. 
The more the Sacred Heart made her the confidant of His secrets 
and filled her with His spirit, the greater became the evidence of 
her sweet charity; the closer her contact with the divine, the more 
simply helpful and kindly she grew towards others—her interest 
in them, her gift of self, and her ready prayers on their behalf 
never failing them. The whole world, nothing less, to be gained 
for Christ, such was the sole boundary of her horizon . . . yet 
no tiny service was allowed to escape her watchful attention for 
each and all. Over and above the world of souls, and of her 
community, there was plenty of space in her heart for God’s 
beautiful nature, the birds, flowers and insects . . . the starry 
sky . . . she embraced them all in her wide, strong, yet simple 
and naive affection—an affection that must have delighted the 
Heart of her Master, since it was but an aspect of her love for 
Him. 
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Obedience, in the long run, is the great sign of Our Lord’s 
choice. The witnesses of her daily life note this virtue as charac- 
teristic of her. Her submission to the control over her actions 
and spirit was perfect: a submission both of judgment and of 
heart. Not a wish or attachment to one way of acting rather than 
another, and never a reason for or against decisions taken in her 
regatd; she submitted herself simply and wholly to whatever 
line of conduct was prescribed, and so free was she from self, 
that she refrained even from comment on the graces she had 
received, much less expressed any sort of complaisance. Josefa’s 
notes written only for the sake of obedience and with great 
reluctance, she never asked to read again. She just handed them 
over to her Superiors. This she had learned from Our Lord’s 
own mouth; He demanded of her complete dependence on 
authority. “I have drawn you to My Heart that obedience may be 
your vety breath . . . know this, that if I should ask one thing 
of you and your Superiors another, I prefer you to obey them 
rather than Me.” “‘Go and ask leave . . .”” He would say to her. 
He Himself explained to her how far and in what degree she was 
to be docile and pliant and as it were transparent in openness with 
Superiors. Again and again He came back to the point, impressing 
on Josefa the importance of this paramount virtue of religious 
life. ““Seek Me in your Superiors. Listen to their words as if they 
fell from My lips; I am in them for your guidance.” Josefa 
adhered faithfully to this line of conduct. 

Her love of Rule and of Common Life played a conspicuous 
part in defending her against the snares of the devil and against 
illusion. Many a time, her love of Common Life would have made 
her choose rather to follow it than the way marked out for her 
by Our Lord Himself, had not He given her a clear assurance of 
His divine will. The Rule which she kept so carefully sometimes 
demanded heroic acts of courage and will by which she defied the 
evil one, when he threatened her with dire consequences if, for 
instance, she obeyed the first sound of the bell; yet though she 
dreaded the conflict and moral agony involved, love made her 
overcome her fear and brave the fiend. (Who would not have 
feared such an antagonist?) 

Finally may we see God’s seal on Josefa’s way ot life in the 
perfect agreement of the teaching she received from the Sacred 
Heart of Our Lord, with the Rule she so loved and the spirit be- 
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queathed by the Foundress St. Madeleine-Sophie to her daughters? 
That spirit is one of love and generosity, of reparation and zeal, 
and should mark each member of the Society of the Sacred Heart 
as Spouse, Victim, and Apostle. Josefa, who possessed this spirit 
so deeply, was further rooted in it by Our Lord Himself. In the 
light of God, her special graces never seemed to her comparable 
in importance with that of her vocation, the guidance of obedience 
and the security of the Rule. 

And so the promised sign was given in her, day by day and 
hour by hour, in every tiny detail of her religious life, while, 
enveloped in silence and obscurity, the unsuspected intensity of 
her love was hidden in her generous self-oblation. 

There were, notwithstanding, hours, days, even months, when 
obedience, love of duty, courage and submission to God’s will, 
faith and abandonment to His guidance, required sheer heroism 
on Josefa’s part. How often the passive witnesses of her super- 
human struggles and anguish were amazed at her gallant fight, 
at the fidelity, liberty of spirit and overmastering grace displayed 
in the conduct of this simple child of the people, so unconscious 
of the grandeur of her destiny, and giving such unequivocal signs 
of genuine virtue... . 

The story of her short life in religion is about to end with a 
further sign: death came as it had been predicted by Our Lord 
and Our Lady, who, while keeping her utterly submissive to the 
divine will, had told her clearly both the time and circumstances.* 

Josefa, counting only on the words of Jesus, warned her 
Superiors that she would not see the close of the year 1923. The 
Master of life and death came on the date and in the manner He 
had announced, and in His own way put His seal on the work of 
His Heart. 


1 See: 12th January 1922; 7th August 1922 (note); 14th May 1923; 16th July 1923; 
zoth August 1923; 15th October 1923 (note). 
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The Final Message 
tst-9th December 1923 


“Tt is My Will to speak now to My consecrated religious” 
(Our Lord to Josefa, 4th December 1923) 


Tsirs last Advent, the most wonderful and significant of Josefa’s 
life, opened soon after the beginning of December. She was 
waiting in the true sense of the word. And the dark night of her 
soul was pierced from time to time by a ray of light at the thought 
of the bliss that was soon to be hers for ever. How thrilled she 
was in such moments at the thought of the great day for which she 
longed so vehemently. Then the horizon grew dark again, all 
the darker indeed, for the fleeting ray of light that had preceded it. 

The last lines of the Message were to be written in the first week 
of this same month. On Monday 3rd December, Saint Madeleine _ 
Sophie came to prepare her for this completion of her mission. 

“Come to my cell,” she said to her that morning—and Josefa 
went. Our Holy Mother was already there, and said reassuringly: 
“Yes, Iam your Mother, the poor creature whom God chose to 
be the foundation stone of this little Society.” 

After these opening words which calmed Josefa’s misgivings, 
she continued: “‘Jesus is coming! Await Him with great humility, 
but with joy and trust. He is the Father of mercies, always ready 
to pour out His loving-kindness on all His creatures, but 
especially on those who are very little and abject. Listen with great 
reverence to His wishes, His commands and all His words, and 
may the Society preserve them carefully.” 

Then Our Holy Mother stressed what was the authentic sign 
for each of its members: “Tell them not to be afraid of suffering; 
they must never recoil from suffering, and above all (and this is a 
message from their Mother,) never let the graces showered on the 
Society lessen their humility, the most precious of all treasures. 
The more humble the Society is, the more Our Lord will favour 
it.” 

Jesus was about to make His last appeal to these chosen souls 
consecrated to His Sacred Heart. 

On Tuesday, 4th December, Josefa, occupied with her neddle- 
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work, was sitting in her cell, when Our Lady appeared to her, the 
dawn before sunrise. Josefa renewed her vows and asked her to 
repeat with her what Satan had never been able to say: ‘““My God, 
I love Thee and I want the whole world to know and love Thee.” 
With motherly affection and enthusiasm Our Lady complied. 


“She repeated the words,” said Josefa, “and added: ‘. . . be- 
cause thou art infinitely good and metciful. Yes, daughter, Jesus is 
full of compassion for little and abject souls. He forgives them and 
He loves them dearly. His goodness makes Him incline to the 
lowly, and His strength sustains the feeble. Let your littleness lose 
itself in His greatness. And now wait for Him lovingly, for He is 
coming... .’ 

“She disappeared, and a very few moments later Our Lord was 
present. I renewed my vows and at once He said: ‘It is I, Josefa, 
so do not be afraid. 1am Love, Goodness, and Mercy. . . . lam 
the Son of the Immaculate Virgin, the Son of God . . . and God 
Himself!’ ” 


After these assurances which banished every trace of doubt, 
He spoke and she wrote: 

“I wish to speak to-day to My consecrated religious, that they 
may make Me known to sinners and to the whole world. 

“There are many among them who as yet are unable to under- 
stand My true feelings. They treat Me as One far away... 
known only slightly, and in whom they have too little confidence. 
I waht them to rekindle their faith and love, and live trustfully in 
My intimacy, loving and loved. 

“Tt is usually the eldest son of the family who knows best the 
mind and secret affairs of his father. In him the father is wont to 
confide more than in the younger ones, who as yet are unable to 
interest themselves in serious matters, or penetrate below the 
surface of things. So when the father comes to die, it behoves 
the eldest brother to transmit his wishes and will to these the 
younger ones. 

“In My Church, too, I have elder sons: they are those whom 
I Myself have chosen, consecrated by the priesthood or by the 
vows of religion. They live nearest to Me; they share in My 
choicest graces, and to them I confide My secrets, My desires .. . 
and My sufferings also. I have committed to them the care of My 
little children, their brothers, and through their ministry they 
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must, directly or indirectly, guide them and transmit My teaching 
to them. 

“If these chosen souls know Me truly, they will make Me known 
to others; if they love Me, they will make others love Me. But 
how can they teach their brethren if they hardly know Me them- 
selves? . . . I ask you: Can there be much love in the heart for 
One who is barely known? Or what intimate converse can be 
exchanged with One who is avoided . . . or in whom one has 
little confidence? . 

“This is precisely what I wish to recall to the minds of My 
chosen ones. Nothing new, doubtless, but they have need to 
reanimate their faith, their love and their trust. 

“I look for greater intimacy and confidence in the way they 
treat Me. Let them seek Me within their own hearts, for they know 
that a soul in a state of grace is the tabernacle of the Holy Spirit. 
And there, let them consider Me as I truly am, their God, but a 
God of love. Let love triumph over fear, and above all let them 
never forget that I love them. Many are convinced that it was 
because of this love that they were chosen, but when they are 
cast down at the sight of their miseries, of their faults even, then 
they grow sad at the thought that I have changed and love them 
less than before.” 

Here Josefa stopped, for her strength was giving out. She 
humbly asked leave to sit down, and Jesus, full of compassion, 
gave her permission. He comforted her, as He alone can, and then 
disappeared. 

At the same hour the following day, Wednesday, 5th December, 
Jesus rejoined Josefa in her cell. At once she took up her pen, and 
on her knees before her small table, wrote while He went on: 

“I was telling you yesterday how little such souls really know 
Me. They have not understood My Heart. For it is their very 
destitution and failings that incline My goodness towards them. 
And when, acknowledging their helplessness and weakness, they 
humble themselves and have recourse to Me trustfully, then 
indeed they give Me more glory than before their fault. 

“It is the same when they pray, either for themselves or for 
others; if they waver and doubt, they do not glorify My Heart, 
but they do glorify It, if they are sure that I shall give them what 
they ask, knowing that I refuse them nothing that is good for their 
souls. 
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““When the Centurion came to beg Me to cure his servant, he 
said very humbly: ‘I am not worthy that Thou shouldst enter 
under my roof’... and, faith and trust prevailing, he added: 
“Say but the word, and my servant shall be healed.’ This man 
knew My Heart. He knew that I could not resist the prayer of 
one who trusted Me absolutely. He gave Me much glory, for to 
humility he joined confidence. Yes, this man knew My Heart, 
yet I had made no manifestations to him as I have to My chosen 
ones. 

““Hope obtains innumerable graces for self and for others. I 
want this to be thoroughly understood, so that My Heart’s good- 
ness may be revealed to those poor souls who as yet do not 
know Me.” 

Here the Master interrupted His appeal, and with much 
emphasis insisted: 

“T once again repeat what I have already said, and it is nothing 
new: As a flame needs to be fed, if it is not to be extinguished, 
so souls need constant fresh urging to make them advance, and 
new warmth to renew their fervour. 

“Few among the souls that are consecrated to Me possess this 
unshakable confidence, because there are few that live in intimate 
union with Me. I want them to know that I love them as they are. 
I know that through frailty they will fall more than once, I know 
that they will often break the promises they have made Me. But 
their will to do better glorifies Me, their humble avowals after 
their falls, their trust in the forgiveness I will grant, glorify My 
Heart so much, that I will shed abundant graces on them. 

“T want them all to know too how greatly I desire a renewal 
of their union and intimacy with Me. Let them not be satisfied 
with merely conversing with Me in Church, where doubtless | 
am truly present, but remember that I abide in them, and delight 
in this union. 

“Tet them speak to Me of all their concerns . . . consult Me 
at every turn . . . ask favours of Me. . . . I live in them to be 
their life. . . . I abide in them to be their strength. Yes, I repeat, 
let them remember that I delight in being one with them... 
remember that Iam in them . . . and that there I see them, hear 
them, love them. There I look for a return from them. 

“Many are accustomed to a daily meditation; but for how many 
it becomes a mere formality, instead of a loving interview. . 
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They say or assist at Mass and receive Me in Holy Communion, 
but on leaving the Church become once more absorbed in their 
own interests to such an extent that they scarcely say a word to 
Me. 

“T am in that soul as in a desert, she neither speaks to Me nor 
asks anything of Me... and when in need of comfort, she 
solicits it from creatures whom she must search out rather than 
from Me her Creator who abides and lives within her. . . . Is 
not this want of union, want of interior spirit, in other words, 
want of love? 

“Further, let Me once mote tell those who ate consecrated to 
Me how I specially chose them, that they might live in union 
with Me, to comfort Me and repair for the sins of those who 
offend Me. 

“T want them to remember that it is their duty to study My 
Heart, in order to share in Its feelings and, as far as is in their 
power, to realize Its desires. 

“When a man works at his own field, how hard he toils at 
weeding it of all noxious growths, sparing neither trouble nor 
fatigue till he has attained his object. In like manner, as soon as 
My chosen ones know My desires, they should labour with zeal 
and ardour, undeterred by difficulty or suffering, that My glory 
may be increased and the sins of the world repaired. 

“To-morrow I shall come back on this. Go now in peace.” 

Here Josefa’s notes ended that day with a very simple little 
tale: 


“Yesterday,” she wrote, “after a day of great pain of soul and 
body, I went through such intense agony that I thought I was 
dying. All the sins of my life came up before my eyes in the most 
startling way and I was unable to make the smallest act of trust 
ot love.” 


She often experienced these feelings of helplessness by which 
Satan tried to paralyse her and drive her to despair. 


“The suffering was so intense that I thought my last hour 
had come. Suddenly I saw high up in my cell a little white dove 
whose head was aureoled with light. She was vainly trying to take 
flight, but one of her wings, still a little grey, seemed to be tied. 
She remained for a short space like that, then, beating her wings, 
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flew away. . . . I think it must have been the one I had seen once 
before of which Jesus had said ‘this dove is the picture of your 
soul’. 

“When He came this morning, I told Him how I long to die 
on the 12th of this month, the feast of Our Lady of Guadalupe? 
and -Our Holy Mother’s birthday. It is also a Wednesday, so 
consecrated to my holy Patron Saint Joseph. Jesus answered me 
so kindly: “And what about that little wing which is still 
pteyeusa 337” 


Josefa then told Him how afraid she was of offending Him 
and parting from Him, for the devil’s temptations had reached ° 
such a pitch of vindictiveness. 

“Look, Josefa,” He answered, “you must be further purified 
in love. Surrender yourself and desire nothing but to do My will. 
You know very well that I love you, what more do you want?” 

So this 5th December, like the preceding day, was spent in 
vety great distress of soul and the obscure temptations of the 
arch-enemy. 

Courageous and docile as Josefa was, she did her very best to 
maintain herself in a spirit of faith and love. These awful hours of 
dereliction which, as she well knew, were speeding her to her end 
left her nevertheless in a state of affliction and completely helpless. 
Obedience remained her one ark of safety, and it was touching 
to see how she clung to its observances in the minutest particulars. 

Thursday, 6th December, found her in the little cell where she 
had so often waited for the Master. Faithful to the rendezvous, He 
listened patiently and tenderly to her desires and to the hope she 
could not hide from Him—that of dying on 12th December 
under the protection of the three great loves of her religious life. 


““ “What have you done, Josefa, to merit heaven?’ 

“ ‘Nothing, Lord, but Thou hast promised me Thy merits.’ 

““*Are you not content, then, to live in My Heart?’ He said 
indulgently. : 

“Of course,” wrote Josefa, “‘but that does not prevent my 
longing for heaven; once there, I shall see Him for ever, and shall 
never offend Him any more.” 


1 Patron of Mexico, then undergoing dire persecution, and which, like all Our 
Lady’s titles, was dear to the Society and to Josefa. 
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These loving desires delighted the Heart of the Master. 

“The souls whom I have chosen to live in the Society of the 
Sacred Heart,” He said, “have already begun to live in heaven. 

“Only here below, they suffer and they merit. Up there, they 
will enjoy, but will not merit. So let Me choose the hour. 

“And now write for My consecrated souls.” 

It was the last time that Josefa would transcribe the burning 
desires of the Heart of Jesus for them: 

“T call them all—My priests, My religious, and My nuns—to 
live a life of intimate union with Me. 

“It is their privilege to know My longings and to share in My 
joys and sorrows. 

“Theirs, to labour at My interests, never sparing themselves 
trouble or pain. 

“Theirs, by prayer and penance, to make reparation for many, 
many souls. 

“Theirs, above all, to become more and more closely united to 
Me and never to abandon Me, never to leave Me alone! Some do 
not understand and forget that it is for them to give Me com- 
panionship and consolation. . . . 

“And finally, it is for them to combine together in a league of 
love making but one in My Heart, to implore for souls the know- 
ledge of truth, light and pardon. And when they see with deep 
sorrow the outrages I receive, My chosen souls will offer them- 
selves to make reparation and to labour at My work, let their 
trust be unhesitating, for I shall not refuse their supplications, 
and all they ask will be granted them. 

“Let them all, then, apply themselves to the study of My Heart 
and to understand My feelings, striving to live in union with Me, 
to converse with Me and to consult Me. Let them clothe their 
actions in My merits, bathe them in My Blood, and consecrate 
their lives to the saving of souls and the extension of My glory. 

“Let them not*descend to personal reflections which belittle 
them, but rejoice with expansion of heart at seeing themselves 
clothed with the power of My Blood and of My merits. If they 
rely on self, they will do little or nothing, but if they labour with 
Me, in My Name and for My glory, they will be powerful. 

“Let these consecrated souls revive their desire for reparation, 
and beg confidently for the advent of the divine King: that is, for 
My universal Sovereignty. 
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wie them have no fear, let them hope in Me, let them trust in 
ei 

“Let them be burnt up with zeal and charity for sinners . . . 
praying for them with compassionate hearts and treating them 
with all gentleness. 

“Let the world hear from their lips how great is My kindness, 
My love and My mercy. 

“Armed with prayer, penance, and reliance on Me, never on 
self, let them go forward to their apostolic labours in the power 
and goodness of My Heart which is ever with them. . . . 

“My apostles were poor and ignorant men, but rich and wise in 
the wealth and wisdom of God, and their watchword was: In 
Thy Name, O Lord, I shall labour and be all-powerful. 

“T ask three things of My consecrated souls: 

“Reparation, that is a life of union with Him who makes Divine 
Reparation: to work for Him, with Him, in Him, in a spirit of 
reparation, in close union with His feelings and desires. 

“Love, that is intimacy with Him who is all Love, and who 
humbles Himself to ask His creatures not to leave Him alone, 
but to give Him their love. 

“Confidence, that is trust in Him who is Goodness and Mercy 

. in Him with whom I live day and night . . . who knows 
me and whomI know . . . who loves meand whom I love. . 
in Him who calls His chosen souls in a special way to live with 
Him, to know His Heart and so to trust Him for everything.” 

The last lines of the Message were written. . . . Josefa noted 
down what her Master wished her to communicate from Him to 
the Bishop of Poitiers, whom she was expecting shortly, then she 
laid down her pen. A few instants passed in love’s embrace . . . 
God’s secret. . . . How solemn was the hour which marked the 
termination of Our Lord’s Appeal to souls. 

It is a never-to-be-forgotten date in the annals of infinite Love. 
It is a new light thrown, in our time, on the “unfathomable 
riches of the Heart of Jesus, it is a turning-point on the road of 
Redemption. It is the hidden source from which a torrent of 
mercy will, before long, overwhelm the iniquities of the world. 

It is a volcano from which the flame that is to give new life 
and spirit to the world will issue. 

It is the beginning of the dawn, before the sunrise that is to 
shine on the “great day of the divine King”. 
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Jesus had vanished. Josefa closed her note-book and quietly 
resumed her needlework. Only a few pages would be added to it, 
for the end was almost in sight. 

On Friday, 7th December, Mgt. de Durfort was kind enough to 
come to receive Our Lord’s last words written down for him by 
Josefa. Simply and with burning words Josefa spoke to him of 
her yearning for heaven and of her approaching death. It was very 
moving to listen to her, for though her face showed traces of the 
suffering she was undergoing, her speaking eyes and vehemence 
gave such animation to her talk that it did not seem likely that 
the end was really at hand. She was perfectly sure of it, however, 
and spoke of her coming death to the Bishop with a conviction 
that her perfect submission to God’s will made all the more 
striking. ; 

All was joy on Saturday, 8th December, and Josefa spent her 
last remnants of strength in helping to prepare for the traditional 
procession in honour of Our Lady. She put her whole soul into 
the decoration of the little oratory of the Noviceship for this feast 
of her Immaculate Mother. She was, however, unable to take 
part in the procession herself, but hidden in a corner of the 
infirmary corridor, she watched the long files of children in white, 
each carrying the lily she was to lay at Our Lady’s feet. 

In the afternoon she wrote farewell letters to her mother and 
sister, moving letters that were to be kept as precious relics, and 
which at her request were to be sent only after her death. They may 
fitly find a place here, for they show how tender and supernatural 
her affection was, transformed and vivified by her love for her 
Lord. 

To her mother she wrote: “I am glad to die, because I know it is 
the will of Him whom I love. Then, too, I long to see His face 
unveiled, and that is impossible here below. Do not be sad on my 
account, for death is the beginning of life, if we love and wait for 
His coming. . . . .We shall not be parted for very long, for life is 
so short and we shall be together for all eternity. From heaven I 
will take care of you and I shall pray God to give you all you need, 
and to give you, too, a happy death in the peace of Him who is 
Our End, our Joy and our God. Do not go into mourning for 
me, but pray much for me to go to heaven quickly. I do not 
know the day of my death, but I hope it will be on 12th of this 
month. Does Jesus want it then? I want only His will. Do not 
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think that I am sad. These four years of religious life have been 
just heaven to me, and my one desire for my sisters is that they 
may be as happy as I have been and may know that this lies in 
doing God’s will. You must not think either, that Iam dying from 
pain and distress. . . . I think it is just from love. I do not feel ill, 
but something makes me long for heaven and I cannot live with- 
out Our Lord and Our Blessed Lady... .” 

To her sister Mercedes,! who was, like herself, a sister in the 
Society of the Sacred Heart, she wrote more intimately: “I am 
dying in great happiness, and what gives me this joy is the 
knowledge that I have done God’s will. It is true that He has 
led me through paths that were none of my choosing, but now 
at the end He is rewarding me and I feel only peace. I beg you to 
serve Our Lord and the Society gladly and fervently in whatever 
occupation and house, and under whatever Superiors He puts 
you... do not take any notice of your likes and dislikes. 
Nothing gives such peace at the hour of death as to have denied 
oneself in order to do the will of God. Do not let your wretched- 
ness distress you; Our Lord is so good, and loves us as we are. 
I have experienced this. Have perfect trust in His goodness, love 
and mercy. I am dying in great happiness. . . . The Society 
has, indeed, been a true and tender mother to me. Jesus has given 
me Superiors who have treated me with wonderful consideration 
and kindness; I cannot repay them here, but I shall obtain all I 
ask for them from Our Lady when I get to heaven. I have been 
very happy in France; it has been the home of my soul, and in it 
Our Lord has given me innumerable graces. We have always 
loved each other very much, dear Sister, and now after our 
separation for awhile, we shall be united again, more intimately 
and strongly than ever. I shall be waiting for you in heaven where 
we shall be united not only as sisters, but as fellow religious. 
Adieu.” 

Though she felt these farewells deeply they did not unman her, 
and when she had finished writing them, she went confidently 
to Our Lord, exposed in the Chapel, to offer them to Him, and 
there spent nearly all the rest of that day. 

Then Our Lady was awaiting her to give her a foretaste of the 
heavenly meeting. Could she have resisted her child’s longings? 


1 Mercedes died at the Convent of the Sacred Heart, Montpellier, on 19th 
November 1942. 
GG 
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Josefa thus recorded the vision; they were the last lines in her 
little note-book. 


“This evening, while I was in the Chapel, suddenly Our 
Blessed Lady came. She was clothed as usual, but surrounded 
with dazzling light and standing on a crescent of azure blue 
clouds which were very airy and ethereal. On her head she wore 
a long pale blue veil, transparent as gossamer, which was lost in 
the clouds on which her feet rested. She was so lovely that I 
dared say nothing to her. My soul melted as I gazed on her 
beauty. 

“At last I managed to renew my vows, and she said to me in a 
voice both sweet and grave: ‘My child, the Church honours me 
to-day by contemplating My Immaculate Conception. Men admire 
in me the wonders wrought by God, and the beauty with which 
He clothed me even before original sin could stain my soul. He 
who is the Eternal God chose me for His Mother and over- 
whelmed my soul with graces greater than any bestowed on a 
creature. All the beauty you see in me is a reflection of the divine 
perfections, and the praises given me glorify Him who, being my 
Creator, willed to make me His Mother. 

' “ “My choicest title to glory is that of being immaculate at the 
same time as being Mother of God. But my greatest joy is to add to 
this title that of Mother of mercy, and Mother of sinners.’ 

“When she had said this she vanished, and I have not seen her 
again.” 


Here end Josefa’s notes. In Our Lady’s last statement, she, as 
it were, signed the divine Message given by her Son... . It was 
an echo of the work of love, from the lips of His Virgin Mother. 
. . » Her Immaculate Heart as Mother of Mercy and of sinners 
leads the world to the Sacred Heart of Him who is Love and 
Mercy. 
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Union through Crucifixion 
9th-16th December 1923 


“Soon the never-ending day will dawn’ 
(Our Lord to Josefa, 12th December 1923) 


JosEFa’s last days had come; only twenty still separated her from 
the end, and they were to be days of suffering, of grace, and of 
trial, during which her earthly mission was consummated. 

She wrote nothing more, if we except the personal messages 
dictated by her Master and the last recommendations that our 
holy Foundress addressed to her Order through Josefa’s means. 
Always faithful, she confided the secret of the supernatural 
conversations between herself and her Lord to her Superiors 
after each visit, so that not one word should be lost. Fervour 
caused her often to pray aloud, and her words, unknown to 
herself, were lovingly recorded. So, from day to day, the riches 
imparted by the Heart of Jesus, and hidden in the soul of His 
messenger, were made known for the whole world. 

The Feast of the Immaculate Conception had ended for Josefa 
in a night of extreme bodily pain. So great was her agony that 
she had lost consciousness repeatedly, a truly mysterious state, 
in which she still could and did suffer, as the expression of her 
face only too evidently showed. She lingered on for three weeks 
more, and at no time was there any lightening of the pain, nor 
could any alleviation be afforded her. 

On Sunday, 9th December, she succeeded by dint of extra- 
ordinary courage in attending Mass and going to Holy Com- 
munion for which she longed. On her return to her cell, however, 
she fell into a long faint which left her completely exhausted. 
But so used was she to bearing pain, and so great was her power of 
overcoming herself, that she spent the greater part of the after- 
noon before the Blessed Sacrament exposed. This was her farewell 
to the Tabernacle and Chapel which had witnessed so many graces 
and such costly offerings on her part. 

After Benediction that evening, Josefa was worn out; she gave 
in and went to the infirmary where she was to die. 

An attack of agonizing pain began and lasted the whole night. 
In the rare intervals in which she was conscious of those around 
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her, she smiled and kissed the crucifix that never left her hand. 
She spoke only with difficulty, so that one guessed rather than 
heard what she said. She lifted her hand painfully and pointing 
with three fingers murmured slowly: “Three days . . . only 
three days more.”” The hope of soon meeting with the Beloved 
for an instant illuminated her face which was contracted by 
pain. 

*““Are you sure?” 

“No, but I hope. . . . Iam waiting for Him. . . . Jesus is so 
good, and it is such a coincidence that one day should bring 
together my three loves: Our Lady, St. Joseph, and our Holy 
Mother.” 

Then she relapsed into silence, the better to suffer. 

On the morning of Monday, 1oth December, she was very weak 
and though she attempted to rise at the cost of heroic efforts, in 
hopes of being able to communicate, she could not and fell back 
inert, the tears of disappointment trickling down her cheeks, so 
hungry was she for her Lord. She could not speak, nor swallow 
even a drop of water, and again and again she lost consciousness. 
. .. Was the end near, as near as she hoped, and would the 12th 
open heaven to her? 

Towards the end of the morning there was a slight improve- 
ment, which made it possible for Holy Communion to be taken 
to her. To the very end Our Lord so disposed all things that 
she was not deprived of it. Could she without that Bread of 
Strength have gone through the darkness of those last houts of 
struggle? 

Our Lord manifested Himself to her during her thanksgiving 
that dev and she was scarcely able to express her grateful love. 


“Josefa,” He said to her. “TI have come Myself to prepare you 
for your entrance into My celestial Home.” 

“Will it be on the 12th, Lord?” she asked naively. 

“If you wish it, I will give you that joy,” He answered, “but 
will you not be generous enough to grant Me a few mote days? _ 
I want them for certain souls. a * RY. Se 
Such a question roused in Josefa a love that had Ao personal 
desires. i | 
cee knowest that I am Thine, and that all that I have is 

ae. 
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“Yes,” Our Lord continued in a voice of unspeakable tender- 
ness. “I am watching over you, I am taking care of you, let Me 
do as I think best and choose the hour.” 

He then added: “T shall return to-night and you will write, 
Here!” 

At half-past two that afternoon He came. Josefa, propped up 
with pillows, for she had no strength left, was waiting for Him. 

“He has come,” she mutmutred a few moments later. ““Oh! so 
beautiful! His Heart open wide is as a furnace of fire.” 

“See the dwelling that I am preparing for you for ever and 
ever,” He said, “and what are you preparing for Me, Josefa?” 

“Ah! Lord—my sins ... my miseries . . . my sorrow to 
have done so little for Thee.” 

“‘Never mind that,” He replied. “Give it all to Me and I will 
consume everything in the fire of My Heart; and now write.” 

With trembling fingers she wrote under His dictation a message 
to be sent after her death to Fr. Rubio, S.J., who had been her 
father and director in childhood. 

**To-morrow I shall return,” He added, and soon afterwards 
departed. 

That same evening there came upon Josefa an attack of terrible 
pain; she was alone, she felt life slipping away from her, she had 
no voice left to call for help . . . but heaven was on the watch. 
Suddenly Saint Madeleine-Sophie stood by her side, and more 
motherly than ever, took her in her arms, comforted and sup- 
ported her. Then she revealed Our Lord’s wishes to her. 

“You are not to die on the 12th,” she said, “‘but Jesus Himself 
will come to you and will unite you to Himself by the closest of 
bonds, and that for all eternity, my child.” 

Then our Holy Mother explained to Josefa that she would 
be anointed and make her religious profession on that happy 
day. 

“T come to tell you this from Him,” she said. Josefa was to 
prepare herself in joy. “Jesus Himself is arranging everything, and 
difficult as it may appear to creatures, He ordains each event in 
the way best for His plan.” . 

In response to Josefa’s question, she said: “Yes, I shall be there 
with Our Lady, and Jesus never leaves you alone. . . . We shall 
all three be there. . . . Courage! Only a few days more to spend 
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here below to merit your heavenly reward. But to live with Jesus 
is already to be in heaven. Remain in peace, for I am watching 
overt you.” 

And she vanished. 

A few minutes of much-needed sleep followed on this visit of 
out Holy Mother, and though the respite was a short one, the 
thought of the graces awaiting her on the 12th December gave 
Josefa the peace of self-surrender throughout the pain of the day 
and night that followed. 

On the afternoon of Tuesday, 11th December, Our Lord, 
faithful to His promise, returned. This time He was to dictate a 
last word for the Mother General. The message ended with these 
words: “I love My Society. I shall guide My work.” 

The heavenly directions given to Josefa required the sanction 
of Superiors in what regarded her final vows. 

On the morning of Wednesday, 12th December, there was a 
slight improvement in her condition, and the Mothers wondered 
whether the danger was sufficient to warrant the administration 
of the Last Sacraments and Profession ‘in articulo motrtis’. Josefa 
was somewhat troubled at this uncertainty, but her director 
reassuted her, by letting her make after communion an act of 
total submission to whatever should be decided about her. Mean- 
while the doctor was consulted, and once more Our Lord allowed 
His plans to receive human ratification, though those He employed 
for this were quite unaware of it. 

After a thorough examination, as on several previous occasions, 
the doctor’s verdict was that he could diagnose no disease, but 
that he felt a certain anxiety. This was not to be wondered at, as he 
was ignorant of the extraordinary graces that had ruled Josefa’s 
life. He decided, however, on account of her extreme weakness 
and long fainting fits, that it would be advisable to administer 
the Last Sacraments at once. 

Do we not see in this the intervention of Him who leads and 
governs all the events of our lives, relieves uncertainties and 
obliges His creatures to follow blindly the supernatural guidance 
of His love? 

The day was passed in expectation, but in peace, recollection, 
and fervour. Mgr. de Durfort had decided that he himself would 
preside at the little ceremony which was to give Josefa a double 
consecration. 


IN FINEM DILEXIT 461 


The whole religious household, knowing of her precarious 
state of health, was asked to pray very specially for her, and 
preparations for the ceremony were made in her little cell which 
had witnessed so many divine favours. 

The moving ceremony began at about five o’clock that evening. 
Josefa was radiantly happy and quietly recollected. The nuns 
crowded in the adjacent corridor and neighbouring rooms, as 
her own was too small to contain them. Only the Bishop, Canon 
de Castries, our chaplain, and Fr. Boyer, O.P., were in the cell 
itself near Josefa’s bed. The tiny room had become a sanctuary. 

Beside Our Lady’s statue, the tall Profession candle was 
burning, the Blessed Sacrament was placed on an improvised 
altar, and in the silence Josefa humbly accused herself of the faults 
of her religious life, asking pardon of her Mothers and Sisters. 
Then the Bishop began the prayers of the last anointing; but 
nothing of all this was present to Josefa’s consciousness, for Our 
Lady and Our Holy Mother had taken their stand by her bedside, 
and while the sacred unctions were being given, Josefa though 
aware of the rites of the Church, saw nothing beyond her heavenly 
visitors who clothed her in a white tunic that had been brought 
by angels. 

“See, daughter,” said Our Lady, “what Jesus in His infinite 
mercy has done for His little Bride, not because of your merits, 
but because of those of His Heart. And now that you are clothed 
with this very pure garment, your Bridegroom will give you the 
kiss of peace and love. Surrender yourself wholly into His hands, 
for in these divine hands you are safe. He will accompany you 
to your eternal home, and Himself will present you to the citizens 
of heaven.” 

When the ancintings were concluded, the Bishop addressed a 
few fervent words to Josefa, but she knew nothing of them, for 
she was still in deep ecstasy, though her attitude barely betrayed 
the fact. The Veni Creator and liturgical prayers by which the 
Church blesses the cross and ring followed, but she remained 
unconscious of all. 

Jesus then joined Our Lady and Saint Madeleine Sophie, and 
it was in their presence that the newly Professed answered the 
questions of the Ritual in a firm voice. 

“Do you consent to take Jesus Christ Crucified for your 
Spouse?”’ 
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““Yes, Father, with all my heart.” 

“Receive, then, this ring as a sign of the eternal alliance you ate 
about to contract with Him.” 

And handing her the little cross which she was henceforth to 
wear upon her heart: “Receive, my child, this precious pledge of 
the love of Jesus Christ, and remember that in becoming His 
Spouse you must live henceforth in union and conformity with 
His Divine Heart. ; 

“May your Beloved be to you as a bundle of myrrh; 

“May it rest on your breast as a mark of love and of an eternal 
alliance.” 

In the silence surrounding the sick-bed now become an altar, 
the Bishop drew near, holding the sacred Host. Josefa read the 
formula of her perpetual vows, and received Holy Communion. 
As Our Lady and Saint Madeleine Sophie went away, they left 
her these words of farewell: 

“We shall both come back to fetch you and take you to 
heaven.” 

Jesus, the Divine Bridegroom of her soul, alone remained. 

“Josefa, why do you love Me?” 

“Lord, because Thou art so good.” 

“And I love you because you are so wretched and so lowly. 
That is why I have clothed you with My merits and covered you 
with My Precious Blood, that so I may present you to the Elect 
in heaven. Your littleness has given place to My greatness . . . 
your misery, and even your sins, to My mercy . . . your trust 
to My love and tenderness. 

“Come, lean upon My Heart and rest there, since you ate My 
Bride. Soon you will enter this abode never to leave it. 

Josefa’s heart overflowed—she told Him of her yearnings, 
her happiness, her desire, that the goodness of His Heart might 
be known to the ends of the earth, for men do not know it 
enough. ‘ 

“Yes, it is true. Iam good. To understand this souls need one 
thing, union and interior life. If My bride-souls lived more 
united to Me, they would know Me better.” 

“Lord,” answered Josefa ingenuously, “‘it is difficult . . . for 
sometimes they are so busy working for ‘Thee.” 

“Yes, I know, and that is why I go and search them out when 
they wander away from Me. 
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“That will be our work in heaven, Josefa; to teach souls how 
to live united to Me, not as if I were far away, but in them, 
because by grace I dwell in them, and in Holy Communion My 
sacted Humanity becomes, so to speak, incarnate in them. 

“If My chosen ones lived thus united to Me and really knew Me 
how much good they would be able to do to many poor souls 
wlio are far from Me and do not know Me. 

“When My chosen ones are closely united to My Heart, they 
will realize how often I am offended . . . they will understand 
My feelings. . . . Then they will comfort Me and repair for 
sinners, and full of trust in Me, they will ask pardon and obtain 
’ grace for the world.”’ 

Our Lord stopped as if to leave so glorious a prospect of mercy 
and salvation before Josefa’s mind. Then He said as before: 
“Josefa, why do you love Me?” 

“Lord, because Thou art so good!” 

“And I love you because you are so lowly and have given me 
your lowliness. I have cared for you tenderly . . . Ihave guarded 
you faithfully. Let nothing affright you; the eternal Sun is about 
to rise, Farewell, Abide in Me!” 

And He was gone. 

During these divine colloquies the ceremony had come to an 
end. After the Te Deum the nuns had sung one of Josefa’s favourite 
hymns. The priests had gone. Only His Lordship the Bishop 
stayed on in the room that seemed the ante-chamber of heaven 
itself. Half seated, with closed eyes, ardently pressing her crucifix 
to her heart, Josefa, her face smiling and full of repose, remained 


in ecstasy. . . . The Bishop blessed her, and then he, too, went 
away. He was deeply moved, and with difficulty hid his feel- 
ings 


Little by little the nuns also dispersed, carrying with them 
a vivid impression of the supernatural, but unaware of the 
mysterious truth, 

Only the two Mothers remained in prayer beside Josefa for 
another quarter of an hour. When she came back to consciousness 
the calm joy and radiance of the heavenly visitation still filled 
her soul. Her cross and ring remained as testimony of the 
mutual everlasting love between herself and the Beloved. 

Her last oblation was still to be a crucifixion, for that very 
night her critical state returned, leaving her apparently in a 


464 THE WAY OF DIVINE LOVE 


desperate condition and unconscious from sheer agony. She was 
still able to communicate on 13th December, and as so often 
before, Our Lord became manifest to her during her thanks- 
giving, and showed her, plunged in the flame of His Heart, her 
own small heart. How minute it appeared to her! 

“T took it, you remember, Josefa, and with it all your affections. 
Trust them to Me, for I love whatever you love, and I take care 
of all you love here below.” 

Then she spoke to Him of her mother and sisters, of the 
Society of the Sacred Heart, the Mothers of Les Feuillants, and all 
those she loved. To all Jesus replied with divine condescension, 
then before going away He said: “Wait for Me just a few days 
longer, Josefa.” 

And alluding to the little dove: ““We have still to break the 
cords that bind its wings, though now it is all white.” 

And He vanished. 

This allusion to the dove was a great joy to her in the sufferings 
which had become much worse, yet spiritual joy exceeds all the 
pains of earth and Josefa lovingly kissed the hand of her crucifix, 
which she playfully said would cut those cords and free the 
Palomita for ever. 

The community had not all been able to say good-bye to her the 
day before and were now invited to do so. Little groups succeeded 
one another and came out delighted with their short visit. Little 
was known of Josefa except her fidelity, and hidden, silent work, 
but to-day she appeared so simple and happy that all felt the better 
for seeing her. The Kingdom of God was shirling from within. 

There were moments when she could hardly contain her over- 
flowing sense of happiness, and when alone with the Mothers, 
she threw off all constraint and revealed herself in exclamations 
and fervent, loving words which, though she was not aware of 
it, were carefully written down, for they were a revelation of the 
depth of her inner life and her childlike simplicity. We quote 
some of them: 

“Jesus is waiting for me. . . . I am all ready to go, I have 
reached the station. . . . I am on the platform . . . my ticket 
has been paid for... and my luggage registered . . . this 
luggage consists of the merits of His Heart. 

“I know where I am going. . . . I have no fear at all... . I 
want nothing. . . . I have given Him everything.” 
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And remembering the little dove, she wrote in pencil what she 
called her “‘versitos”, in which the freshness and poetry of her 
soul were expressed: 


“Poor little dove, she thirsts . 
But her wing is tied, and she cannot fly to the water course to 
_  Slake her thirst . 
Jesus in His goodness has come Himself to fetch her . 
And she has drunk His Precious Blood! 
Poor little dove, she cannot fly . . . 
And Jesus has said: ‘you must wait .. . 
And He does what He wills, and she is glad . . . 
Except that she fears He may forget her . . 
So without appearing to, she whispers 
“Come my Jesus! break these bonds that your little dove 
May fly to flowery orchards . . .’” 
Come, O come and fetch her .. . her eyes are straining 
after Thee 
And on the day and at the hour when Thou shalt free her, 
How delighted she will be to contemplate Thee for ever.” 


That evening she had the further joy of a visit from Fr. Boyer, 
who spent a long time with her, and left in admiration of God’s 
work in her soul, for her surrender to His good pleasure was 
perfect. The end was approaching and apparently without any 
impediment whatever. 

The night, however, brought back great suffering and she 
seemed to be dying. Yet she was able to receive Holy Communion 
in the morning, and this grace was given her each day to the end. 

On Friday, 14th December, her soul was illumined, in spite of 
pain, with a peace and joy that were more of heaven than of this 
earth. 

Josefa was silent, she was anxious to avoid giving trouble 
to her Mothers who sat by her in turns so that she was never 
alone. At moments she broke out into fervent and very simple 
ejaculations of love. She seemed to be thinking out loud... . 
She recalled the thought of her entrance, of her noviceship, of 
her struggles to be faithful to her vocation, and all with a deep 
feeling of gratitude. She would stop, recollect herself, kiss her 
crucifix, or gaze lovingly at the statue of Our Lady which faced 
her bed and seemed to be watching over her, after presiding over 
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so many of the happenings in that little cell . . . then she rambled 
on: 

“TI am glad I feel worse, for I know that God’s will is being 
done. Nothing gives such peace and consolation as God’s will. 
I am dying because it is His will. . . . I have never done my 
own since I entered here . . . for all those things were none of 
my choice. But what gives me so much peace now is to have 
struggled and suffered to do God’s will, and to die faithful.” 

A number of intentions were confided to her for heaven— 
vocations, sinners, etc. . . . This roused her ardent nature. 

“T do so love work,” she said. “I shall go here, there and every- 
where and obtain many graces.” 

When France was spoken of: 

“Yes, indeed,” she answered. “‘France is the home of my soul, 
because it is the home of my religious life . . . this house too, 
which belongs to our Holy Mother . . . this little corner of the 
earth is indeed one to live and die in!”’ 

Then once more she returned to the main thought occupying 
her mind at the moment: 

“If only they knew . . . they would never seek for anything 
on earth but God’s will . . . no one can imagine what a joy it 
is... it is the only thing that gives peace. . . . Ah! to die a 
nun, and in such peace, repays a thousand times all, and much 
more, than I have suffered.” 

This thought was one she lingered on lovingly: 

“One never need be anxious, because Jesus is so kind—He 
supplies for everything. . . .” And lovingly she kissed her 
crucifix. 


“His sacred feet . . . His hands, so fatherly . . . yes, fatherly 
. . . His Heart! O! how good Jesus is, it fills me with such 
happiness. . . . He forgives, He repairs, He loves. . . . As soon 
as trouble comes, I feel Him saying “Do not fear . . . 1am good, 


and I love you.’ . 

“He is so good, because I am the last and least, by far the most 
wretched. . . . Yes, Iam glad to be . . . just nothing.” 

“Jesus is good! that word fills my heart. . . . I might be feeling 
gteat remorse for my sins . . . but no, I am only filled with 
gratitude, because He has forgiven me. __ 

“My Jesus!” she suddenly exclaimed . . . “it is twenty-three 
years since Thou didst say to me ‘I want you to be all Mine. 
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” IT loved Him then without nee Him... I did not 
know Him yet, but I loved Him already. . .. He was always with 
me. .. . ] know very well what lam.. pat above all I know 
what He is... . He has given me His Heats . It is true.’ 

After a long silence she exclaimed: “‘My God, I male Thee the 
offering of my life in union with the Heart of Jesus, in submission 
and in joy because I love Thee. I want all that Thou desirest . 
if it is life, then I will to live, if it is death, then I say ‘yes’ again. 

. Thirty-three years . . . how many graces! Especially during 
the last four in religion. O! how happy I am . . . to die fully 
conscious . . . to know that the moment of death is near. . . 
O! what joy ... what a happy death . . . How faithful My Jesus 
ighe oF? 

So the hours passed. Fr. Boyer paid her a kindly visit and gave 
her another absolution. Her door remained open and many of 
the nuns entrusted to her their special intentions. In her delicate 
charity she even found enough strength to help her successor in 
the workroom, for propped up in bed she cut out, with all her 
usual dexterity a garment that was wanted. 

When evening came and silence filled the house, alone with the 
two Mothers she went over the various phases of her life, and 
these memories which filled her with grateful thoughts were less 
of a conversation than a prayer and hymn of thanksgiving. 

Her strength was now rapidly declining and she was unable to 
take any nourishment, except a few drops of water, and even these 
caused her violent pain. 

Early on Saturday, 15th December, Jesus came once mote 
during her thanksgiving: 

“You see,” He said, “‘that I never leave you alone.” 

His tone was unspeakably kind. “TI have been your strength in 
life, and I will be your consolation in death. And after that, for 
ever and ever. And as I have taken delight in your littleness, you 
will find in Me everlasting bliss.” 

Josefa could not restrain her desire to go to heaven to see Him 
for ever. 

“‘And then,” she added, just like a child in her simplicity,“ 
shall have so many intentions to confide to Thee. . . . Ihave been 
given so aeny commissions these days!” 

aes; yes,” sa d the Divine Master—ardent yet so kindly; “we 
shall contrive little surprises for them, you and I, what they call 


468 THE WAY OF DIVINE LOVE 


here ‘petits plaisirs’. Let Me rest in you, Josefa, a little longer; 
soon it will be your turn to rest in Me. Farewell, I am with you 
all the time.” 

A few minutes later another violent attack came on which 
reduced her almost to agony. She lost consciousness, but the 
contraction of her face showed that there was no diminution of 
the excruciating pain. When at last she returned to life once more, 
her deep joy had in no wise been affected. She coaxingly caressed 
the wound in the right hand of her crucifix, and murmured. in 
an almost inaudible voice: ‘This is the hand that will break the 
cords that bind the Palomita, and set it free,” and she covered the 
wound in His sacred side with burning kisses. 

“I was very happy on the day of my First Vows,” she said, 
“but I did not know whether I should be faithful to the end. 
To-day Jesus has united me to Himself for ever, and He will not 
allow me to be separated from Him.” 

During the morning Father Boyer conferred the grace of the 
indulgence ‘in articulo mortis’ on her, for she seemed very near 
death. 

At ten o’clock Our Holy Mother came to give Josefa a last 
message for Mother General and for the Society. With infinite 
pains Josefa managed to write the message under her dictation. 
It ended thus: 

““May all the members of this dear Society live united to the 
Heart which has bestowed Itself on them out of love. May they 
work unceasingly, and never forget that they are His consecrated 
Brides and Victims. 

“Now one more soul will protect the Society on earth, for those 
who are humble and little find favour in His sight.” 

The afternoon began in peace, but suddenly the dear little 
Sister seemed worse. Her face changed, she gasped for breath, 
her eyes grew misty though wide open, and her agony began, 
though she was still quite present to all that was going on around 
her. Was it really the end? . . . Would Our Lady come to call 
her home on this lovely Saturday afternoon? The Community 
assembled in the rooms nearby to pray. Josefa was beside herself 
with joy at the thought of the beatitude that was at hand. 

With eyes closed now to things of earth, she joined in the 
prayers and asked for her favourite ones. The litanies of Loreto 
and of the Sacred Heart, the invocations of the First Friday 
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novena, the Miserere, the five Paters in honour of the Five Wounds 
and seven Aves for Our Lady’s sorrows, all were recited one after 
the other, whilst she pressed her cross of Profession on her 
burning heart. Then she asked for her favourite hymns. 

“No,” said Josefa, “you must not sing ‘Jirai la voir un jour’ 

-. but ‘Jirai la voir ce soir’! 

Father Boyer said the prayers for the dying, Josefa interrupting 
them with her own childlike and fervent aspirations. In broken 
words she told of her joy at dying all for Jesus, her trust which 
knew no shadow, her happiness at being nothing and nobody and 
poor, her faith in His mercy, her assurance of pardon and of the 
merits of Him whose love was to her full and entire security. 

The hours passed by. . . . Josefa consumed with fever, was 
in joy unalloyed. She spoke of heaven and of those she would see 
again there, and she promised to be busy about sinners, vocations 
and the many intentions entrusted to her prayers. 

A fervent conversation went on between herself and Father 
Boyer and those who came in one by one; a conversation all the 
simpler because, with her eyes almost sightless, she did not notice 
the emotion, and admiration of those around her. 

At five o’clock her veiled eyes seemed suddenly to fix themselves 
on some object passing before them: 

“Poor little poe ” she repeated twice. “She is all pure and 
spotless now”’; and whispering to the Mothers: “The Cross is 
shining on her breast and she is trying hard to fly away, but her 
wing is still held by two little cords. 

“Must she wait much longer? .. . 

A few minutes later Our Lady stood beside her. 

“Not yet, not yet, Josefa,” she said. “You must suffer now, but 
soon the time for suffering will be past.” 

Three hours had gone by, they had seemed but a flash, and 
reluctantly those present in that happy room went away. There 
was such a sense of peace . . . such a mysterious interchange 
between earth and heaven that they could not account for; they 
were far from divining the real truth. The whole house seemed 
under the hush of this influx of grace. 

In Josefa’s cell the Cross was about to succeed to the joys of 
Thabor: Love’s work! . . . The comparative calm of the day 
was followed by paroxysms of intense suffering. Josefa was again 
in agony, apparently unconscious of all except her suffering and 
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the stifled groans which were drawn from her brave endurance. 
With difficulty she drew each laboured breath, her eyes remained 
dimmed but wide open, her poor body racked with fever, and the 
sweat of death covering her face. There was no change all night, 
and it was not possible to foresee when the end would come. 

Sunday, 16th December, was the seventeenth month since her 
First Vows. About six o’clock she was able to swallow a few 
drops of water, to her intense joy, for it meant that she would be 
able to receive Holy Communion. 

Jesus Himself did not wait for that moment of union, but came 
to soothe His little Victim with spiritual comfort. Had He come 
to fetch her? 

““No—not yet,” He answered; “you will not die till Reverend 
Mother has received from the Mother General in Rome directions 
as to what is to be done after your death.”” And He added, to leave 
her the merit of abandonment: “It will not be to-day or to- 
morrow.” 

Josefa asked Him humbly if her moans when in pain were a 
cause of displeasure to Him. 

“No,” He answered promptly and with compassion, “I know 
what you are suffering, and I make your pain Mine.” 

“Your sufferings are as a precious balm to My Heart. They heal 
My wounds, they are as sweetest honey to My lips, and fill Me 
with delight, Palomita Mia.1 It is My love that binds and imprisons 
you, both for your good and that of many souls. But it is Love too 
that will intoxicate you with the pure joys of Paradise. Love is 
clothing you with My merits and will make you taste the beatitude 
reserved for virgin souls. 

“Yes, Palomita Mia; during your life I fed you with little wild 
flowers which I Myself had sown for you. In Eternity I will feed 
you on the most pure flowers that adorn the gardens of the 
pure-in-heart. Farewell, we shall not be separated for long, for 
you know how I delight in your littleness.” 

And Jesus vanished. . . . This was the last vision she had of 
Him on this earth. 


1 Palomita Mia et amada: My beloved little dove. 
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Consummation Est! 
16th-z9th December 1923 


Frem now on Josefa would wait in darkness . . . a few more days 
of peace, and then the formidable powers of hell would gather 
in a last supreme effort against her. But the audacity of Satan 
would serve only to bring into greater relief God’s victory, and 
her last sufferings set the seal on her union with her Master for 
all eternity. When the hour marked by God had struck, Jesus in 
the sovereign liberty of His love would break the last bonds: 
“Arise, My dove, My love, and come,” He would say, and in 
the deep and silent solitude of her last oblation, Josefa would 
die; the work of Love on earth was done. .. . But this was to be 
at the same time the dawning of a new day. 

All Sunday morning, 16th December, Josefa suffered much,but 
the pain diminished in the course of the afternoon and she slowly 
regained her sight. At nightfall she grew worse and became 
unconscious, and it was thus, that the Bishop, who kindly 
called, found her. For a long while he remained in prayer at her 
bedside which seemed to be the altar of sacrifice on which a pure 
victim was being immolated. 

That night and the following days were spent in alternations 
of relative calm and acute distress, so that both Josefa and those 
about her remained in the uncertainty of abandonment which the 
Heart of Jesus so loves. 

She was devoured by thirst, yet every drop of water she 
managed to swallow seemed to burn and scorch her, instead of 
relieving her. 

“Tt feels,” she said, “‘as if that little drop of water fell where a 
fire was raging and everything falling to pieces.” So painful and 
distressing was the impression it left on her. Jesus was associating 
her with His thirst and with the bitter vinegar and gall which was 
given Him on the Cross. She had lost all strength, and the slightest 
movement, even when two or three nuns together changed her 
position with the utmost care, made her pant for breath. At times 
she was seized with a sort of general torpor but without the relief 
of sleep, while at other times she was tortured in.every member 
of her body. 


HH 
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However, though in the throes of such terrible physical agony, 
she had lost none of her self-forgetfulness and childlike joyousness, 
nor her delicate thoughtfulness for others and expansive abandon- 
ment. No sooner did she find comparative relief from pain than 
she resumed her inspiring colloquies in radiant peace. 

“T am so happy to know that Jesus is making me ready, for I 
have done nothing, I owe everything to His merits and merciful 
love. . . . I no longer have the strength to pray, but I just tell 
Him over and over again how glad I am to be going to Him.” 

A letter from Spain, just at this time, reawakened thoughts of 
her mother and sisters. 

“There was a time,”’ she said, ““when news from home moved 
me deeply, but I am happy about them, I feel sure that all will be 
well, for Jesus is so good; He loves them and will care for them 
and console them . . . I know His Heart so well. Yet I do love 
them with all my heart—Mama, Mercedes and Angela. They 
hardly realize how much I love them. . . . It is this that makes 
me understand what the Heart of Jesus feels when He sees that 
souls do not realize how much He loves them.” 

The same thought ran through her head on Wednesday, the 
19th December. 

“Souls do not understand how much Jesus loves them,” she 
murmured, as if talking to herself. ““The more they have lived in 
the obscurity of faith,” she said at another time, “the more Jesus 
will help them and reward them at the hour of death. 

“I have never been so happy, I am in such peace, my joy is 


perfect . . . there is not the smallest shadow on it. I am abso- 
lutely certain of His forgiveness and tenderness. . . . I have no 
desires. . . . I leave it all to Him. I cannot speak to Him any 


more with my lips, but my heart repeats how good He is, and 
how I love Him.” 

The thought of the children always delighted her, and as the 
sound of their metry voices reached her, she would exclaim: 
“How I love them!” 

The ardent tone of her voice betrayed her zeal, she was so 
little occupied about herself, so interested in souls. 

His Lordship the Bishop paid her another visit on Thursday, 
zoth December. After a long talk of which he said nothing, and 
some time spent in praying out loud with her, he went away 
much moved. 
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Nothing but peace and tranquil calm was felt at that bedside, 
for in spite of the suffering there was so much love. Josefa was 
waiting; complete submission to God’s will was no doubt paying 
the price of souls whom she would go on helping from heaven, 
winning souls for the Heart of Jesus, wsque ad finem! 

The testimony of the Sister Infirmarian who nursed her in these 
last days of her life is worth quoting: 

“T had to guess what could relieve her pain or give her pleasure; 
she had only one desire: Heaven and the accomplishment of God’s 
will. She was so grateful for the smallest attentions and was most 
anxious that no one should be late for any community exercise 
on her account.” 

Another writes: “I cannot say what her example meant to me 
during those three weeks. She must have been very mortified and 
very close to Our Lord, to have remained so tranquil, happy and 
abandoned to God’s good pleasure. She never alluded to her 
sufferings, never asked for a draught of water, though her thirst 
was very great, for she seemed on fire interiorly; if anything was 
offered to her, she accepted it, but never complained. 

The nun who helped her so long in the care of the little oratory 
wrote: “I was granted the grace of a visit to her once during her 
illness. She received me with such a smile of welcome, for the 
sight of me recalled to her mind the memory of our dear little 
chapel. 

* “How well one understands,’ she said, ‘when the end comes, 
how God is everything and all the rest nothing . . . how quickly 
these four years of religious life have passed, it seems as if I 
arrived only yesterday as a postulant .. . then there was my 
noviceship . . . I had much to bear at that time, oh! how I 
suffered, and I almost feared I should be forced to leave, yet I 
loved the Society so much.’ 

“I remember then how, on the day of her vows, she looked 
triumphantly at her crucifix. The look she gave me, and the expres- 
sive gesture that accompanied it, seemed to speak of a victory 
won. I have never forgotten them. 

“Then she came back naturally to thoughts of her childhood: 

«When I was small,’ she said, ‘I wanted to love Jesus very 
much. . . . There seemed to be something urging me to love 
and give myself to Him. On the day of my First Communion, 
when they gave us an instruction on “Jesus Sponsus Virginum” 
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. . though I did not quite understand, I was simply carried 
away ... the call was growing stronger and stronger.’ 

“On the evening of her anointing and Profession, she recog- 
nized my voice and calling me to her: “ ‘In heaven I will pray for 
yout intentions... .’ 

“Then again and again she repeated: ‘Our Lord is so good, so 
kind when we do all we can, which of course is really nothing, 
He takes charge of the rest; it matters so little whether we feel 
we are getting better or not.’ ” 

The Mistress General of the school at Les Feuillants, who died 
shortly after Josefa, left the following notes about her: 

“Her cell was less of a sick-room than an oratory, and lying 
there on a bed of pain, she seemed radiant with heavenly peace. 
Without understanding why, one felt something great and super- 
natural in the atmosphere of that infirmary cell. I saw her several 
times on the following days, and asked her to pray for the chil- 
dren’s retreat which was about to take place. 

“* *T love them so much,’ she said. ‘I am so happy when I hear 
them at their games but more especially when I see them at Holy 
Communion and know that Our Lord is in each one’s heart. O! 
yes, indeed, I shall pray for them and I shall go on praying for 
them when I get to heaven. . . . God has given me,’ she con- 
tinued, as if speaking to herself, ‘a heart that loves very much. 
. . . I love the Society and all the Mothers and Sisters . . . and 
the children; I do love them so!’ 

“One cannot reproduce the tone of sincere and deep love in 
her words. Another day she said: 

*““*The Novices must be very fervent and energetic in their 
vocation. I myself had to fight so hard that sometimes I felt as if 
I could not go on. When this happened, I used to go to the Mother 
Assistant, and then I felt strengthened. It cost me much to leave 
Spain, but what was that in comparison to my vocation? yes, I 
did it with all my heart. What we have to learn above all else in 
the Noviceship and never forget is obedience. If we only really 
valued obedience in a spirit of faith . . .’ and this she repeated 
several times, recollecting herself, as it were, and seeing in her 
own soul the safety of this way of obedience. 

“Another day when she seemed to be in great pain, she said: 
‘Our Lord wants us to suffer in many ways. . . .’ 

“She was silent for a few minutes, and then went on: ‘I have 
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suffered much, but’—and here her voice took on a firmness that 
was quite unforgetable, “—but one forgets it, one forgets the 


suffering . . . and now Our Lord is aboutto . . .”? Fora moment 
she stopped, as if ashamed of what she had almost said. ‘O! .no, 
not rewatd me, for I have done nothing. . . . He is going to 


make me happy for ever.’ She was silent in the contemplation of 
such bliss. Then, “How good God is, O! how good,’ and she 
seemed to relish the words which she repeated again and again.” 

This tranquil calm in happiness was to be brusquely interrupted. 
The powers of hell were allowed to seize Josefa and crush her as 
the grape in the winepress. For a time Satan would even imagine 
that he had at long last vanquished her and ruined God’s plan 
for the world. 

This last assault, the most redoubtable of all, was made both 
on her soul and on her body, which became possessed and domi- 
nated by an unyielding force. 

On Friday evening, 21st December, the shadow began to fall. 
A sudden weariness of suffering seized upon Josefa. She longed 
to die, but regained sufficient self-possession to cling blindly to 
the will of God, which in any case was the habitual attitude of 
her soul. On Saturday, 22nd, the letter promised by Our Lord 
atrived from Rome, and the blessing of her Mother General 
braced her, as the dark tunnel opened before her. 

That evening a terrible attack brought her to death’s door and 
deprived her of consciousness for a long time. What passed 
during the mysterious dark night into which her soul had passed? 

Josefa would say later that during this night the devil was given 
so absolute a power of mastering her free will that she felt as 
though she were possessed by a strange and irresistible force 
which made her think, will and even experience physically what 
she would never wish to think, or will, or experience. A realiza- 
tion whose origin was not from within herself, suddenly and 
abruptly imposed itself upon her mind so clearly, that she could 
not reject it: 

«* . . Death was the result of the extraordinary life she was 
leading. Who was forcing it on her? She could be faithful without 
agreeing to be led in such a way. . . . If she refused she would 
setwelle...40 

Instantly all her pain left her and she felt physical ease and 
even joy in life itself, as she related after the diabolic spell had 
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ceased—but at that time her mind fell under the most tenacious 
obsession she had ever known, an obsession all the more agonizing 
because the evil spirit walled her up in so absolute a silence that 
she could not break through it except to say that she was cured and 
free to walk no more in those ways. Never before had Josefa 
suffered so grievously in this way, yet at the very summit of her 
soul she never ceased loving Him who allowed so terrible a trial 
to befall her. 

For a short space on Christmas Day she recovered enough 
liberty to explain to Father Boyer what had happened and was 
happening in her. These were but a few moments of painful 
relief in which she realized that it was diabolic possession, and the 
Father comforted her as best he could. . . . But the flash of 
light soon passed, and Josefa fell back a prisoner to diabolic 
constraint, the strength of which we cannot attempt to gauge. 
The devil’s power over her was so great that a sort of fictitious 
return to health was apparent, but on the other hand her mind 
was darkened and her will so dominated that she was dumb, 
unable to utter the smallest act of surrender. 

There were moments when she realized this domination of her 
faculties by an exterior and subjugating power, and she suffered 
cruelly, for in the depths of her soul Our Lord and His will still 
remained her one and only love, though she was powerless to 
express it, even to herself. 

At other times, she was quite unlike herself, and those who 
approached her were keenly aware that “another” had possession 
of her. The joy of believing herself cured, of being free from the 
path so long dreaded, free to live her own life, to enjoy life . . . 
all these were expressed in the very tone of her voice, with an 
assertiveness, irony, and an expression of face so unlike herself 
that it made one shudder . . . For the time being she was com- 
pletely transformed into another person . . . for never had her 
mortified soul felt such impressions or spoken in that way. One 
could feel the interior struggle that must be going on,’and that 
made her silence more painful still. What prayers and supplica- 
tions arose to heaven for her enlightenment and deliverance! 
Nothing counted in that terrible trial, but suffering. 

Christmas Day passed, and Wednesday, 26th December, 
dragged on slowly, with no change. Father Boyer was following 
the course of this diabolic attack closely, and said the prayers 
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prescribed for exorcisms several times, but the evil spirit would 
not give way, and Josefa gave no response at all. 

Faith in Him whose love is faithful and strong, confidence in 
the intercession of Mary, His Mother, were the very sute suppott 
of all during these tragic hours. How could one doubt the ulti- 
mate-accomplishments of God’s great work . . . or the power of 
Him who directs all things . . . or the love of the Sacred Heart, 
incapable of abandoning His frail instrument on the brink of hell? 

It was when the Mother of Sorrows was invoked that in His 
own time He intervened. That Wednesday evening, kneeling by 
the bed where Satan held Josefa in dull prostration and icy 
apathy, the Mothers were invoking the Dolours of the most pure 
heart of Mary, and repeating in a low voice the Aves which they 
hardly dared say louder for fear of increasing the hatred of the 
evil one already weighing so heavily on Josefa’s whole being. No 
sound was to be heard but the low murmur of prayers—God 
knows how intense—tising up to the Mother of Sorrows, whom 
none ever invoke in vain. 

Suddenly Josefa’s body began to relax . . . she lowered her 
ever. » ~ crossed” her hands! /---. her lips « parted’\: sos; and 
gradually she joined in the prayers which rose so insistently to 
heaven. A quarter of an hour charged with feeling went by. After 
the Aves came a Pater... “Thy kingdom come, Thy will be done 
on earth as it is in heaven... .” 

Josefa’s tears flowed silently and with her whole soul she 
repeated the words of a much-loved prayer by Saint Madeleine- 
Sophie: 

*O Sacred Heart of Jesus, I hasten, I come to Thee! throwing 
myself into the arms of Thy tender mercy. Thou art my sure 
refuge, my unfailing and only hope. Thou hast a remedy for all 
my evils, relief for all my miseries, reparation for all my faults. 
Thou canst supply for what is wanting to me in order to obtain 
fully the graces that I ask for myself and others. Thou art for me 
the infallible, inexhaustible source of light, of strength, of perse- 
verance, peace and consolation. I am certain, too, that Thou 
wilt never cease to aid, to protect, to love me, because Thy love 
for me, O Divine Heart, is infinite. Have mercy on me then, O 
Heart of Jesus, and on all that I recommend to Thee, according 
to Thine own mercy; and do with me, in me and for me, whatso- 
ever Thou wilt, for I abandon myself to Thee with the full, entire 
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confidence and conviction that Thou wilt never abandon me 
either in time or eternity. Amen.” 

As these last words were said, affirming total and entire sur- 
render to Our Lord, the evil spirit fled away for ever... . 
The Virgin had once more crushed his head, and his power over 
Josefa was at an end. 

In a moment, suffering returned to every member of Josefa’s 
body and she was stretched once more upon the Cross of her 
Saviour. . . . Who could doubt that it was Mary’s intervention 
and the all-powerful fidelity of her Son’s Sacred Heart that in 
one moment had effected so tangible and sudden a deliverance? 

The night was spent in acts of intense thanksgiving. Josefa’s 
body was racked and broken, but her spirit had regained contact 
with the graces of that blessed pain. . . . with the Mothers, too, 
who never left her for a moment, and to whom only with her 
eyes as yet she could express the humility, thanksgiving and 
abandonment reawakened in her, as gradually the remembrance 
of these terrible days faded away. 

On Thursday, 27th, she received Holy Communion, in a peace 
that nothing could again impair. 

It was the Feast of Saint John, the friend of virgin souls, who 
had often come to her as Messenger of the Heart of Jesus. She 
could not forget it. Father Boyer saw and spoke at length with 
her after her thanksgiving. . . . He better than any other was 
able to gauge the strength of the diabolic power by which she 
had been subjugated. Clearly, and with remarkable lucidity, 
Josefa gave him an account of the mysterious state in which she 
had been conscious of her will-power, though unable to express 
it or direct it. Her soul seemed to have touched the very depths of 
distress and also of humiliation, and annihilation, which were, in 
very truth, the depths of love. ... 

But these things were passed and gone . . . and the Magnificat 
best expressed the. feelings uppermost in every heart. It was 
recited again and again by her bedside, while she lay radiant on 
her cross. All the old suffering had come back, the fictitious cure 
of the last days was gone, and the day passed in the joy of suffering 
and surrender reconquered. 

On Friday, 28th, an early visit from Father Boyer brought her 
the grace of another absolution. Duty took him away from 
Poitiers that day, but he left reassured, as Josefa had regained peace 
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and unclouded joy. At about one o’clock in the afternoon a long 
attack of intense suffering seemed to bring her close to death. 
Until three o’clock she was so overcome by pain that she remained 
unconscious of those around her. Towards evening, however, she 
gradually revived, and in pity for her poor emaciated body, they 
did all that could be done for her, which was to moisten her lips 
with water and try to ease her breathing, by lifting her very 
gently into another position. But as always, she was quite forget- 
ful of self and only anxious to spare trouble to others, and words 
of thanks were constantly on her lips. 

The night, her last on earth, was spent in these vicissitudes, 
and on the morning of Saturday, the 29th, the Blessed Sacrament 
was brought to her for the last time. What must have been the 
loye-meeting which so closely preceded that of eternity? Josefa, no 
doubt, had a presentiment of her approaching end, but her 
thoughtfulness for others which had grown so delicate through 
her union and conformity with the Heart of Jesus did not allow 
her to dwell on the separation which would cast such a gloom 
around her. So in deep recollection and silence she suffered on, 
more intensely as the hours passed, a warning perhaps, yet no 
clear indication, that death was drawing near, since she was pray- 
ing, too, in perfect peace to-day as yesterday. She kept looking 
lovingly at a tiny statue of the Infant Jesus asleep in the crib. 
The beads of her rosary slipped through her fingers as her eyes 
expressed what she no longer had the power to say. 

In the afternoon, propped up in bed, she read her favourite 
Chapter of the Imitation, Bk. iii, X, and was able to say a few 
words of grateful affection to the Mothers. One felt that she was 
thinking solely of Jesus and of souls; her face alone showed how 
severe was the pain she was enduring. 

The day was beginning to darken; it was the fall of the evening, 
and the deepest silence reigned in her room. . . . It was so like 
many other evenings, that even the Mothers who watched her 
catefully did not suspect that the end was near. Jesus allowed this 
that He might keep for Himself the secret of the last preparation, 
completion, and supreme consummation. 

It was half-past seven, and the Sister Infirnarian asked if she 
could do anything for her. Night had now fallen. “T am all right,” 
she said; “‘you can leave me alone,” for the Angelus was ringing 
and she knew it was time for community supper. 
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O mystery of God’s adorable will! By a chain of unforeseen 
circumstances, Josefa, who had never once been alone, either 
day or night, since 9th December, now remained alone! 

‘And it was in this solitude, this abandonment willed by God, 
that the Master came swiftly and fetched His privileged little 
victim home; allowing her to die, like Himself in dereliction, for- 


saken by alle, 
When a few minutes later the Sister Infirmarian returned, 
Josefa was dead... . She was lying with her head slightly 


tilted back, her eyes half closed and an expression of intense pain 
on her face, reminding one of Him who had died on the Cross, 
abandoned by His Father. 

“Let Me choose the day and the hour,” He had said to her. 

Our Lady and Saint Madeleine-Sophie had told her: ““We two 
together will be there to lead you to heaven.” Was not this the 
hundredfold of the hour, when in loneliness, solitude, perhaps 
distress, Our Lord’s words found their realization? 

“You will suffer and in the depths of suffering, you will die.” 

This journey to Paradise from her lonely cell Our Lord deigned 
to signalize by a sign, an unmistakable testimony of His incom- 
parable love. . . 

When at about eleven o’clock that night the Mothers went to 
clothe the little Sister in the religious habit, what was theit 
astonishment to find that “Someone” had forestalled them! Under 
the blankets, which were tucked in to the very top, and better 
than any human hands could have done, Josefa was lying, her 
arms by her sides, clothed in her grey petticoat which was care- 
fully tied at the waist and covered her down to her feet. When? 
How? Who had done it? No one had entered the room since her 
death, as her next-door neighbour in the infirmary testified, and 
the little Sister, who had been incapable of the slightest move- 
ment, could not have done it, nor did she even know where the 
petticoat had been put away. 

The fact, however, could not be denied and is moreover quite 
in harmony with Josefa’s known modesty; she always dreaded 
being handled after death. Perhaps we may surmise that Our 
Lady and Saint Madeleine Sophie, who had both promised to 
come and take her soul to Paradise, had ‘themselves wished to 
give this proof of their maternal presence, a proof which was 
absolutely convincing to the witnesses. 
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The little grey petticoat was therefore left untouched just as it 
had been arranged and Josefa carried it with her to the tomb. 

Thus ends the story of a very faithful love, Saturday, 29th 
December 1923. 

Almost at once the expression of Josefa’s countenance changed 
to one of peace and serenity, and the whole house was filled with 
a sense of the supernatural and much grace. 

On the morning of Sunday, 30th December, the community 
heard with indescribable emotion the divine secret of the last 
four years, of which not one had so much as suspected the 
existence. A letter from the Mother General said: “It is only 
just that they should be the first to receive the tidings of this 
grace.” 

The most absolute discretion was imposed on all, since no one 
outside Les Feuillants was for the moment to know the favouts or 
the mission given to the humble little Sister. 

But what graces of fervour, of thanksgiving and generosity 
were poured out on the house. . . . The cell where Josefa’s 
body lay among lilies became a sanctuary. Heaven seemed close, 
and all came to pray and venerate her. There was a majesty about 
the beautiful countenance that reflected something of the serene 
tranquility of eternity. 

“Tt seemed that I was not kneeling by a death-bed,”’ wrote one 
of the nuns who watched by her the next night, “‘but before a spot- 
less white altar, and that around her the triumph of her oblation 
was being chanted by the very palms and lilies. I tried to make my 
prayer an echo of hers. She embraced the whole world in hers... 
souls, sinners, our dear Society, and deep gratitude mingled with 
my prayer during those silent hours of the night.” 

So it seemed as if already Our Lord was pleased to lift the veil 
that had shrouded so completely the little instrument of His love 
and to discover to souls the burning appeals of that love. 

“The night she died, not knowing that she was worse,” wrote 
the Sister in charge of the kitchen, “I saw her in a dream. She 
was most lovely, and lay on a bed adorned with flowers. She 
made me a sign to come near and said to me: ‘Oh! Sister, do 
not be afraid of suffering, and do not lose the smallest particle 
that God may send you. If you could but understand what a 
privilege it is to suffer for Him . . . you must make a prayer of 
your work. Say to Him as each occasion arises: “For Thee, dear 
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Jesus, I offer it to Thee””—so that He may see that you want to be 
with Him and to love Him. Oh! if you only knew how much He 
wants to be loved!’ She spoke impressively, so that I was very 
much moved, all the more, that on coming down to Mass that 
Sunday morning I heard that she had died in the night.” 

That same Sunday evening the Bishop of Poitiers came to pray 
beside her remains. He stayed in deep silence for a long while, 
then blessed the little Sister who had been confided to his care 
by Our Lord Himself, and went away with evident reluctance, 
unable to restrain his tears. After signing the Act of Profession, 
he declared that he would himself perform the last rites after the 
Requiem Mass which was to take place on the following Tuesday, 
1st January 1924. 

So the year 1923 ended in an outpouring of graces from Josefa’s 
little cell. It acted as a magnet to the household and there went 
up to heaven from it thanksgiving, offerings, and desires that 
must have consoled and glorified the Heart of Our Lord. Already 
the work of His love had begun. 

At about half-past four that evening Josefa’s body was enclosed 
in the plain deal coffin that was to hide her from every eye. The 
restful face still bore the expression of a gentleness and peace that 
one could not tire of gazing on. She was taken along the cloister 
to the very place in the chapel where eighteen months before 
Jesus had said to her: “‘See how faithful I have been to you.” 

These two faithful loves met here for the last time. 

Whilst the Community spent the night before the Blessed 
Sacrament exposed in the oratory of Saint Stanislaus, so to close 
a year of singular graces, Josefa’s body alone kept guard before 
the Tabernacle where she had made her first vows. 

On Tuesday, rst January, the funeral took place. In a letter 
to the Mother General written by the Superior of Les Feuillants, 
who knew how closely she was united by thought and prayer to 
all that was happening, we read: “I had feared that the Chapel 
would be very empty, considering the day and the absence of 
the School away for their holidays, but it was not so: His Lordship 
and six priests filled the sanctuary, nuns of various orders, the 
little girls from the Good Shepherd Convent, the children of the 
day-school, Children of Mary and friends made a gallant escort 
to out humble little Sister after the long file of her Mothers and 
Sisters.” 
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The Requiem was sung with great devotion, and about it all 
was a sense of recollection which the citcumstances made very 
moving. The Bishop gave the solemn absolution, and the proces- 
sion started, while the In Paradisum \ed us in thought to where 
our dear little Sister now rejoices. 

It. was raining, and the gloomy sky on that ist of January 
formed a contrast to the serene peace of our souls. We crossed 
the garden and passed the oratory of St. Joseph and our Mother 
Foundress’s “‘solitude” where she used to make her retreat. 
Here the hearse was stopped unexpectedly beneath the Crucifix 
that dominates the place where the paths cross, and it was as if 
Saint Madeleine Sophie was giving a last blessing to her child. 

Then we reached the great gates at the entrance. Josefa was 
leaving Les Feuillants. . . . How deep was our emotion as the 
hearse disappeared. 

The nuns’ burying-place is a reserved part of the public 
cemetery at the end of the town, and here numerous gtaves are 
grouped round a Cross. Facing the entrance, in a vault which 
had been prepared with care a few weeks before Josefa’s death 
her precious body was laid to rest. There is nothing to distinguish 
her grave from that of the other nuns, but it is close to the statue 
of Our Blessed Lady. 

There rests the humble and privileged Messenger of the 
Sacred Heart. 


CONCLUSION 


Ir is not fitting that I should write a conclusion to these wonder- 
ful conversations between Our Lord and the little Sister of the 
Society of the Sacred Heart, but finding myself no longer able 
to refuse the repeated and urgent requests to express my opinions 
about these new appeals of God’s mercy, I can only beg my readers 
to forgive me for offering here only the response of a “poor 
sinner”. They will have the good sense to take it, not as the 
judgment of a connoisseur, but as a proof of my gratitude to 
Jesus Christ, Victim of Love for us, and to the Society of the 
Sacred Heart which has allowed us all to share in the most 
intimate thoughts of the Heart of Jesus. 

In the unassuming and simple narrative of facts that we have 
read, it seems to me that the eminent virtues of the chosen Bride 
of Christ so intimately associated with Himself have been suffi- 
ciently brought into relief, and it is therefore of set purpose, 
though with some reluctance, that I propose to pass over what 
relates to her personal holiness. Privileged as she was, and she 
will yet be glorified on earth as in heaven, it seems best to me to 
allow her to remain completely in the background in these 
concluding remarks. 

Our Lord’s aim was never to set her as an example to be 
imitated. He did not speak so much to her in order to draw down 
upon 4er the admiring gaze of the world. She was a voice .. . 
nothing more. She existed for the Message, the Message did not 
exist for her. Christ Our Lord willed that she should be a mere 
nothing. He never drew her out of her littleness; in fact, He 
continually and purposely laid stress on her nothingness, and that 
even when He showed Himself with the greatest radiance. Lux 
lucebat in tenebris. 

Josefa’s one desire was to retire into completest obscurity. 
Nothing would please her more than if she were treated as an 
outcast to-day. It is because of this that the Message has some 
chance of reaching us untouched, as she hoped. 

I will not hide the fact that when, following the instructions 
of the Master and of Josefa herself, I put her personality completely 
out of the picture I was overpowered by the Presence of the Living 


CONCLUSION 485 


Christ. At once I was convinced that Our Lord Himself was 
speaking here. There was no possibility of mistake, no need for 
discernment of spirits; one had only to note the Voice of Jesus. 
In its clear simplicity I recognized it as the same Voice that souls 
hear at times of great grace, and above all the same that the 
Gospels and the saints have let us hear throughout the ages. 

Mistake is impossible. The Voice that entrusted to Josefa the 
secrets of the merciful Heart of Jesus is exactly the same as that 
of the Saviour in the Gospels and of the God of Love heard from 
all eternity. Deus Caritas est. From the beginning of time He has 
never ceased His Appeal of Love. Prior dilexit nos. If the Law 
ptoclaimed “Thou shalt love the Lord Thy God with thy whole 
heart, with thy whole soul and with all thy strength” (Deut. Ixv), 
it was He Himself, first, who urged us with infinite persistence 
to respond to His infinite love for each one of us. How often 
He has assured us that His love surpasses that of a mother. Was it 
only yesterday that we heard from His divine lips the almost 
foolish avowal: ““Thou art My Spouse, and I thy Bridegroom.” 
“A voice of joy, the voice of the Bride and the Bridegroom, the 
voice of them that shall say: Give ye glory to the Lord of Hosts, 
for the Lord is good and His mercy endureth for ever’? (Jer. 
xxxiii, 11). When Our Blessed Lord tells the little Sister that He 
loves us “‘to folly’, we have already heard the Bridegroom of 
souls, par excellence, repeat the old prophecy in words that all can 
understand. 

And what of His mercy? Ought we not, since it is the Voice 
of God, to realize that it surpasses our wildest imaginings? Yes, 
Lord, “The earth is full of Thy mercies” (Ps. cxviii, 64). Holy 
Scripture abounds in instances of God’s goodness to sinners, and 
the secret history of souls is a continuous record of forgiveness 
that nothing can discourage. Has not the world already received 
messages mote eloquent perhaps than Josefa has conveyed to us? 
Witness the parable of the vintners of the “House of Israel’’. 
When they had rid themselves of servants sent by the Father of 
the family, beating one, killing another, and stoning a third, the 
Master sent other servants in greater numbers, but they treated 
them in the same way. Then He sent them His Son, saying, “they 
will respect My Son”. But when these wicked men saw the Son, 
they exclaimed: “‘Here is the heir; let us kill him and the inheri- 
tance will be ours.”” What was the message brought by the Son? 
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That God is charity, that He so loves these sinners that He is 
sending them His well-beloved Son. And behold, we have 
crucified Him, because we have not understood His testimony. 
But before dying and sending His Holy Spirit (the substantial 
bond of the Blessed Trinity) this only Son revealed to us the 
depths of God. His Gospel overflows with acts of mercy and 
kindness, and is in reality from beginning to end the Gospel of 
mercy to sinners. Everywhere repentance is exalted. His prefer- 
ences are clear: for the Publican, the Prodigal Son, the lost sheep, 
the sick, the woman taken in adultery, Mary Magdalen, all the 
humbled and contrite. In the Beatitudes, everlasting mercy is 
promised to the poor, the persecuted, victims of injustice, and 
mourners both for their sins and for their sorrows. Miracles, too 
numerous to count, ate worked on the infirm and ailing multitude 
who from the depths of their misery call on Christ for help, and 
what more poignant than the appeal of Jesus in the market-place, 
where, as a beggar among beggars who hunger for happiness 
and justice, He cried out on the last day of the feast, “If any man 
thirst, let him come to Me and drink; He that believeth in Me, 
as the Scripture saith: Out of his belly shall flow rivers of living 
water.” “Now this He said of the Spirit (that is the love of the 
Father and of the Son), which they should receive who believed 
in Him, for as yet the Spirit was not given, because Jesus was not 
yet glorified’? (John vii, 37). 

He calls to Him the workers and the oppressed: “Come to Me 
all ye who labour and are heavy-burdened and I will refresh you” 
(Matt. xi, 28). “I am come that they may have life and have it 
more abundantly” (John x, 10). And before dying at our hands, 
He sends forth a last cry of distress: “Sitio” —“I thirst.” 

How seldom is this call, which should resound at all times and 
in all places, and above all in the depths of Christian hearts, 
accepted as a personal appeal! Some, indeed, have responded not 
only in words, but'by their life and death “et nos credimus caritati” 
. . . but a great number of Christians and especially multitudes 
of sinners have closed their ears to the entreaties of Love. 

Following these heralds of God—Doctors, Martyrs, Con- 
fessors, Virgins, even children, comes Josefa Menéndez with a 
message more moving than ever. She is heir to an open secret, 
which throughout the ages has remained unaltered. This actual 
fact 1 am anxious to bring into relief. As I read the familiar talks 
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she has with Our Lord, I seem to hear not only Margaret Mary 
and those like her, but the most illustrious Doctors and classical 
saints (if 1 may so name them) of the New Dispensation. 

Was the Message delivered by the little Sister or by Saint 
Augustine? From the contents we could not tell, for the great 
Doctor also spoke of the goodness and mercy of God for sinners, 
only in his inflamed and more eloquent words: ““O immense and 
Fatherly tenderness! O inestimable charity! that the sinner might 
go free, Thou hast delivered up Thine only Son... . O in- 
effable love! O charity supreme! Who hath heard the like? Who 
would not be dumbfounded at the depths of Thy mercy, at Thy 
loving-kindness? Who would not sing the excess of Thy tender- 
ness?” “IT love Thee, O my God, I love Thee and would that I 
could love Thee more. Grant that I may desite Thee, that I may 
love Thee as much as I want and as I ought. O Thou who att 
Immensity, men should love Thee without measure, for Thou 
hast loved them without measure, hast saved them with a 
measureless love and hast given such boundless proofs of Thy 
charity.’ 

These are the passionate tones of a mind in delirium, nay, 
intoxicated by grace, and we find more of them in the writings of 
Saint Augustine, perhaps, than in any other of the mystics. 

If I read the lofty “Elevations” of Saint Bernard on the love 
of God or his commentary on the Canticle of Canticles, or the 
best known mystical writers of the Middle Ages, and immediately 
after open the little Sister’s book The Way of Divine Love, the dis- 
parity I find is only as it might be between a large consecrated 
Host and a small one! 

It is the self-same Heart of Jesus who has loved, sought, 
appealed, pardoned, and filled with benefits the most miserable 
sinners. I have no hesitation in saying that it is indubitably His 
Voice that has been calling to us across the ages, inviting us to 
His Banquet, offering us closest union with Himself, and the 
ineffable joy of espousals to His Heart. 

1 “QO immensa pietas, o inestimabilis caritas! ut liberares servum, Filium tradidisti 
. . . O Caritas! o pietas! Quis audivit talia? Quis super tanta misericordiae Viscera 
non obstupescat? Quis non miretur? Quis non collztur propter nimiam caritatem 
tuam qua nos dilexisti” (Meditation, Saint Augustine). 

2“Amo te, Deus meus, amo te et magis atque magis atnate volo. Da mihi, ut 
desidetam te, ut amem te, quantum volo et quantum debeo. Immensus es et sine 
mensura debes amati, praesertim a nobis, quos sic amasti, sic salvasti, quo quibus 
tanta et talia fecisti’’ (So//oguies, Saint Augustine). 

u 
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I will give but one example among a thousand: 

Josefa spoke with special love, not only of the Passion of Our 
Lord in general, but particularly of His Five Wounds. 

“Behold these wounds,” Our Lord said to her one day, 
“pierced on the Cross to redeem the world from eternal death and 
give it life. It is they that win pardon and mercy for so many souls 
who rouse My Fathet’s wrath. It is they that, henceforth, will give 
them light, strength and love. . . 

“The wound of My Heart is the glowing brazier at which I 
want My chosen ones to be enkindled.” 

But Saint Augustine had heard the same cry, for he writes: 
“The wounds of Jesus are brimming with mercy, full of tender- 
ness, sweetness and charity. They have pierced His hands and 
His feet and opened His side with the thrust of the lance; 
through these channels I am permitted to taste how sweet is the 
Lord my God. . . . A copious Redemption is given us in the 
wounds of Jesus Christ our Saviour! A great immensity of 
sweetness, fulness of grace and perfection of virtues!” 

Not once, but hundreds of times does this great convert, this 
doctor of God’s mercy, summon sinful souls, especially those 
who ate tempted to despair, to trust in God’s compassionate 
forgiveness. 

And who has not read the tender supplications of Saint 
Bernard? “Never say in thy desperation, my sin is too great for 
forgiveness! No, no, however great it is, much greater is the 
fatherly loving-kindness of thy God.’ 

“As for me, trustfully I fly to the Heart of my Jesus, there shall 
I find mercy, for grace flows from every one of His wounds. 
They have pierced His hands and His feet, they have opened 
His side; so now I can, by these Wounds, draw honey from 
the flint and oil from the stony rock, that is, taste and see how 
sweet is the Lord. His thoughts were thoughts of peace and I 
knew it not . . . the nails cry out, His wounds are clamorous. 
How truly in Christ, God is reconciling the world with Himself. 


*“WVulneta Jesu Christi plena sunt misericordia, plena pietate, plena dulcedine et 
caritate. Foderunt manus ejus et pedes ejus et latus ejus lancea perforaverunt: per 
has rimas licet mihi gustare quam suavis est Dominus Deus meus . . . Copiosa 
redemptio data est nobis in vulneribus Jesu Christi Salvatoris nostri, magna 
multitudo dulcedinis, plenitudo gratiae et perfectio virtutum” (Libellus de contem- 
platione Christi). 

* “Major est iniquitas mea quam ad veniam merear—Absit. Absit. Major enim 
est ejus pietas quam quaevis iniquitas.” (Cantic. Cantic., sermo XI, 13.) 
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Open is the sanctuary of His Heart whither all these bleeding 
wounds lead us. Open wide is the great sacrament of the love of 
the Father . . . draw near, and enter into this seat of mercy! 
It is visible through these wounds. Where, if not through these 
openings could we have learnt the truth of how sweet the Lord 
is, how tender and rich in mercy. Who can show greater pity than 
to die for criminal man, condemned as a criminal to perish! 
Therefore, my merit is the mercy of the Lord.’ 

In quoting these beautiful passages, I want to remind the 
reader of the wealth that is available in the Church’s treasury; and 
there are an infinity of other passages as poignant, as moving, as 
those whose secret is divulged to us to-day. We are apt to forget 
them, as we forget the dead. They are now once more brought to 
our memory. 

The disclosures of lowly Sister Josefa are the literal echo of a 
great and divine Voice, which in every age, with divine con- 
descension and adorable patience reiterates for our benefit the 
old, old truth that He is love, disinterested love, liberal and 
merciful love, love divinely impatient to see all men one Body in 
Christ Jesus. When shall we realize this craving of His Heart? 

By repeating what we hold from tradition, my object is not 
merely to attest the authenticity of the Message of the Heart of 
Jesus. I testify not for Sister Josefa, but against all of us. The 
perseverance of Christ shows us our spiritual deafness, our hard- 
ness of heart, our levity, ingratitude and tepidity, which are in 
reality astounding, terrifying! 

By means of His little Bride, Jesus bewails our indifference, as 
many a time before; as He did over the disciples of Emmaus: “‘O 
foolish and slow of heart to believe in all things which the 
prophets have spoken” (Luke xxv, 25). 

This indifference ought to be a subject of deep concern to us. 


1 “Ego vere confidenter quod ex me mihi deest usurpo mihi ex visceribus Domini, 
quoniam misericordia affluunt, nec desunt foramina per quae effluant. Foderunt 
manus ejus et pedes, latusque lancea foraverunt: et pet has rimas licet mihi sugere 
mel de petra oleumque de saxo durissimo, id est gustare et videre quoniam suavis 
est Dominus. Cogitabat cogitationes pacis et ego nesciebam . . . Clamat clavus, 
clamat vulnus, quod vere Deus sit in Christo mundum reconcilians sibi. Patet 
arcanum cordis per foramina corporis, patet magnum illud sacramentum, patent 
viscera misericordiae Dei nostri . . . Quidni viscera per vulnera pateant? In quo 
enim clarius quam in vulneribus tuis eluxisset, quod tu, Domine, suavis et mitis 
et multae misericordiae? Majorem enim miserationem nemo habet, quam ut animam 
suam pcnat quis pro addictis mortis et damnatis. Meum proinde meritum, miseratio 
Domini” (In. Cant. Cant., sermo LXI, B.C.). 
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Possibly under the pretext that “‘idle tales” are not to be believed, 
that private revelations are not matters of faith, that imagination 
may have had a large share in the Message; or again, under the 
pretext that the diabolical apparitions render the heavenly ones 
suspect; or finally, that it is not possible to distinguish between 
what is true and what is false in mystical phenomena . . . it may 
happen, I say, that some are reluctant to spread abroad and give a 
world-wide diffusion to the revelations of Sister Josefa. 

The Samaritan woman hastened to tell her compatriots what 
she had heard from the Master (John iv, 28). Mary Magdalen ran 
to tell the disciples that she had seen the Lord and that He had 
entrusted a message to her (John xx, 18). How can we allow our- 
solves to keep back from hungry souls the unfathomable riches 
of the Heart of Jesus? 

It is no excuse to say that there is nothing new in these private 
revelations, for it is precisely because Our Lord lets us hear once 
more the age-long clamour of His love and mercy, that we are 
under obligation, to-day more than yesterday, not to allow their 
sound to be suppressed by doubts and superfluous discussions. 

Shall we claim to put our hand into the wound of His side 
before we believe in His love? Rather let us remember the Master’s 
words: “Blessed are they that have not seen and have believed.” 

The validity of Josefa’s Message does not depend only on its 
intimate connection with the eternal revelation of God’s infinite 
tenderness towards man, but also on its manifest timeliness, and 
this is a point that I should like to stress again for those who read 
this book. 

The perfect harmony in thought between the Message of the 
Heart of Jesus and the recent encyclical of our Holy Father Pius 
XII on the Mystical Body of Christ, Mystici Corporis Christi, is 
is most striking. The Message dates from 1922-3, the Encyclical, 
29th June 1943. In the course of the twenty years that have elapsed 
between the two, Pius XI has condemned modern heresies, 
the Second World War has set the globe on fire, Cardinal Pacelli 
has been elected to the See of Peter, and more than once His 
Holiness Pope Pius XII has condemned errors and enlightened 
the faith of Christians. What God prompts His Vicar to say in 
1943 palpably confirms the desires expressed by Jesus Christ in 
the intimacy of a convent to His humble servant in 1923. The 
teaching of the two shows petfect consonance, harmony and 
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congtuity, by which the present tendency of the Holy Spirit’s 
guidance in the Church can clearly be discerned. 

Whether we meditate on the words transmitted to us by the 
untaught little Sister, or on those of the Sovereign Pontiff, we 
find that both invite us to rebuild a crumbling Christian civiliza- 
tion on the foundations of Charity. This fact seems to me to 
lend great weight to the Message. Christians everywhere are to be 
convened to a more perfect restoration of the world. God wills 
the inauguration of a stage of progress in the development of 
the doctrine of the Mystical Body of Christ. 

Let me here show this harmony in at least a few points: 

1. Our Lord seems to recommend devotion to the Sacred Heart 
mote utgently than ever. The Revelations at Paray had dispelled 
the heresies of fear, especially Jansenism and Calvinism. We all 
know the incomparable and magnificent promises by which Our 
Lord had endeavoured to attract timid souls. There is no doubt 
that, all over the world, the Church has gradually responded to 
His appeal. But it has taken two hundred years of persevering 
effort on the part of apostles of the Sacred Heart to make people, 
who for so long had regarded the devotion with misgivings, not 
only understand it, but love and appreciate it. Such are the 
difficulties which the love of Jesus meets with in stubborn man! 
And now He comes once more to let us know that He is far from 
satisfied with our grudging adoration and our niggardly sacrifices. 
His thirst is not slaked, far from it; He longs for ever more love 
and more trust. And He now solicits our affection in such 
passionate terms that we cannot doubt that He holds this devo- 
tion very dear, and that the Blessed Trinity Itself, which is pleased 
to take delight in it, considers it the most efficacious means of 
glorifying God and saving souls. The Message is new only in 
Christ’s insistence on the revelation of His love. Who has ever 
spoken of what he loves most with such force as Jesus does in 
telling us of His mercy? The only possible conclusion we can 
draw is that, alas! we do not show enough eagerness to listen to 
His pleadings. 

Christianity to-day is being dragged into a catastrophe which 
threatens to overwhelm humanity with something akin to despair. 
Who will save us? Who can give an assurance that in the end faith 
will prevail? But once again, in the hour of stress, Christ makes 
Himself known to pure hearts, and tells us through them: 
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“Respond confidently to the appeals of the Heart of Jesus, and 
salvation and victory will be yours.” 

In his Encyclical Anum Sacrum of 25th May 1899, H.H. Leo 
XIII, speaking of the signal victory expected by Constantine, of 
which the portent was the apparition of the Cross in the sky, said: 
“To-day there is another divine symbol, a happy portent visible 
to our eyes: it is the Heart of Jesus, surmounted by the cross, and 
shining with incomparable effulgence in the midst of flames; 
from It we must expect salvation, and in It is our only hope.””* 
Pius XII tells us in his last encyclical Mystici Corporis with what 
joy he has noticed an increase in devotion to the Sacred Heart, and 
the eagerness displayed by many to “meditate more profoundly 
on the unfathomable riches of Christ to be found in the Church’, 
for all our hope is in it. 

2. Past ages have gone through periods of danger, and the bark 
of Peter has many a time been on the point of foundering. What 
then has happened that is extraordinary in our times that Our 
Blessed Lord should have sent us a new Message? This has 
happened: our age is one of blood and iron. It attacks charity 
directly, and is trying to set up a new idol, Force, in the place of its 
late one, Science. 

Wild and lawless propaganda tries to persuade men that they 
will become as gods by armed force, for charity, they say, is 
paralysing in its effects; they must treat it with contempt, as 
degrading, and leading mankind to a state of decadence. Happily 
the Law of the Jungle, in vogue among some to-day, is not God’s 
Law, for what could be easier for the Almighty than to banish 
humanity from the earth, as once our First Parents from the 
Garden of Eden, and condemn them to destruction or hell-fire 
for all eternity. But God’s strength lies in His love for erring 
men. He wants to have mercy on them, to forgive them and make 
them happy. Josefa Menéndez was charged to repeat His Message 
of love to them on the very eve of the disastrous war, into which 
we have fallen. Through her, Jesus speaks to those who have 
lost belief in Love. That is why He repeats hundreds of times: 
“Come to Me”—“Trust””—“T love you”—“I am Mercy itself.” 

Likewise the Holy Father, at the same time and for the same 
cause, makes himself the echo of Christ’s voice, reminding us that 


et Ey. in €o omnes collocandae spes: ex eo hominum petenda atque expectanda 
salus. 
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charity is man’s supteme title to nobility and his highest endow- 
ment. If love is a very excellent thing in nature and the source of 
true friendship, what can be said of heavenly love, which God 
Himself has implanted in our souls? “God is charity, and he that 
abideth in charity abideth in God and God in him” (1 John iv, 16). 
Consequently, according to God’s law, the effect of love is to 
establish him who loves in heavenly love, as He said: “If anyone 
love Me, My Father will love him, and we will come to him, and 
will make our abode with him” (John xiv, 23). Thus only shall we 
become, not merely ‘as gods”’, but one with God with Himself in 
Christ Jesus. In the same way shall we overcome the nations and 
the whole of this lower world, and even the domain of the spirits 
of darkness, for thus we shall possess the strength not only of the 
super-man, but of the Holy Spirit Himself. The Holy Father 
continues: “It is in the glow of this heavenly flame that so many 
sons of the Church have rejoiced to suffer contempt, and to brave 
and overcome every danger even to their last breath and the 
shedding of their blood.” ““O admirable condescension of divine 
tenderness! O incomprehensible plan of so immense a charity!” 

It is at this critical moment, in order to thwart the machinations 
of Satan, that the Message reaches us. It invites us to imitate the 
tenderness of Our Saviour for sinners, for the sick, the infirm, the 
wounded, and for children whom He so particularly loves. It 
reminds us of the saying of Saint Paul whose words the Holy 
Father quotes: “It is those parts of our body which seem most 
contemptible, that are necessary to it; what seems base in our 
bodies we surround with special honour, treating with special 
seemliness that which is unseemly in us” (1 Cor. xii, 22, 23). 

“This, says Pius XII, is a very grave affirmation, and we 
remind you of it with a heart full of sorrow, aware as we are of 
our compelling obligation towards many hapless beings, for do 
we not see that the deformed, the demented, and those afflicted 
with hereditary diseases are being considered as a burden to 
society. This is not the way of Jesus who wished the law of 
charity to govern the mutual intercourse of men in the same way 
as He Himself dealt with them.” 

3. That is why at the solemn moment when, amid the ruins of 
a society that seemed utterly destroyed, hope awakened in the 
hearts of the sons of God that a more lasting and solid civilization 
would take its place, it was a matter of urgency that Christ should 


494 THE WAY OF DIVINE LOVE 


teanimate our faith through Sister Josefa. We needed to hear the 
call of His Love, to remind us that the true society of men must 
be founded on a “very glorious fellowship of love”, and that 
Christian brotherhood must exist between nations. Mere justice, 
divorced from charity, will never solve international and social 
problems, so varied and obscure. There is but one solution for 
all these questions, one that removes all obstacles: it is faith in 
charity. 

There is only one barrier that prevents the happy and fruitful 
understanding that should exist between workers and employers, 
races and their home-countries; it is egoism, and so strong is this 
passion of egoism, that it can be overcome only by the love of 
Christ, by the union of all the members in one Body, whose 
Head is Jesus Christ. 

Pius XII again tells us, following the trend of the Message of 
the Sacred Heart of Jesus: “The love of the divine Spouse is so 
wide-spread that it embraces as its spouse the whole human race. 
If Our Saviour shed His Blood on the Cross it was to reconcile 
to God all mankind, even if they were separated by nationality 
and blood, and to unite them into one single body.” And the 
Holy Father is not afraid of including in this charity the very 
enemies of the Church. “True love . . . demands that in other 
men not yet united to us in the body of the Church, we should 
recognize brothers of Christ, called to the same eternal salvation 
as ourselves. Doubtless there are plenty of men, especially to-day, 
who proudly vaunt war, hatred and jealousy as a means of exalting 
the dignity and the strength of man. But we, seeing with sorrow 
the wretched results of this theory, follow our King of peace 
who teaches us to love not only those who do not belong to the 
same nation (Luke vi, 33-37), but even our enemies (Luke vi, 
27-35; Matt. v, 44-48). Convinced by this doctrine of love, let 
us rejoice with Saint Paul in the breadth and length and height 
and depth of the love of Christ (Eph. iii, 18): A love whose bonds 
no difference in race or customs can break, no distance set by the 
immensity of oceans lessen, no wats, or undertakings be they 
just or unjust diminish. 

4. But this charity which is to reconcile all men, even those 
whose antagonisms are most deeply rooted, can only act effi- 
caciously by blood shed in a Spirit of Reparation. One of the most 
important points of the Message, the most important, perhaps, is 
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the appeal of the Sacred Heart for collaboration through suffering 
in union with His Passion, to fill up what is wanting to the fruits 
of His Passion. By means of Josefa, Our Lord returns repeatedly 
to the necessity and power of our reparation. ; 

“How much suffering must go to the saving of a soul... . 
Mén rush to perdition and My Blood is wasted for them! But 
those who love Me and offer themselves as victims of reparation, 
draw down God’s mercy. That is what saves the world! . .. 
Glorify Me through My Heart. Make reparation and satisfy God’s 
justice with It. Offer It up as a victim of love for souls, and 
especially for those that are consecrated to Me. Live with Me 
as I live with you. . . . Your suffering will be Mine, and Mine 
will be yours.” 

Words like these are said a hundred times to Josefa, as if it 
was too easy to forget them. Anyone who reads the revelations 
attentively will note how Our Lord appeals to His little victim to 
sacrifice herself with Him for the redemption of the world, or for 
the salvation of certain specified sinners who are placed by Him 
in her charge. These words, which recur time after time in the 
confidential communications He made her, express a very im- 
portant doctrine which cannot be sufficiently meditated on or 
made known. We do not live, we do not suffer, we do not die 
for ourselves alone: Christ, our Head has established a solidarity 
of the closest and profoundest kind between the members of His 
Mystical Body, and the inter-communication of prayer and 
immolation is so perfect that we can, if we please, draw our own 
profit from the redemption of Jesus, and anyone, no matter who, 
can avail himself of the mercy and grace gained for him by a 
voluntary victim, united to the one unique Victim of Calvary. 
Here indeed we can see the originality and supereminence of 
Christianity. Now, the Sovereign Pontiff enunciates the same . 
doctrine, and makes the same pressing supplications. His ency- 
clical on the Mystical Body which is reminiscent of Pius XI’s 
Miserentissimus teaches that reparation is an urgent duty for the 
salvation of nations at war. He begs us to follow in the blood- 
stained footsteps of our King, to die with Him that we may live 
with Him, to share devoutly, daily, if possible, in the Eucharistic 
Sacrifice, to lighten, when we can, the misfortunes of so many 
who are vety poor, to subdue our flesh by voluntary penance, in 
short, to “fulfil what is wanting in the Passion of Christ in our 
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own bodies, for His Body the Church”. “His Body the Church” 
includes all sinners, be it this or that one in particular, for, by 
reason of our inter-dependence, there is none, which, is beyond 
being revivified, restored and saved by those who suffer in 
Christ Jesus for their salvation. 

5. To Reparation, which ought to be a veritable obsession 
with us, is united both in the Message of Jesus and in the Pope’s 
Encyclical on the Mystical Body, the idea of constant recourse to 
Mary, Co-Redemptrix. This concordance of thought in both is 
striking and very significant. 

In the familiar converse between Jesus and His little Bride, 
Our Lady constantly intervenes, to console Josefa when she is 
sad, or to reassute her when afraid, to prepare her to receive 
Jesus, to guide her when she wanders from the right path, to 
strengthen her in timidity, to encourage her when her weakness 
ovetwhelms her, to give her fresh confidence in her hesitations, 
to help her against the attacks of the devil, and above all to teach 
her to follow the way of the Cross when some fresh object of 
compassion of reparation is presented to her. In a word, the 
Message taught this lesson, that the word of God will not bear 
fruit in a human soul unless it be by the help of the Blessed Virgin. 
Her intercession is at all times necessary. 

The Holy Father says: “If we really have at heart the salvation 
of mankind which has been redeemed by Christ’s Blood, we 
must put into Mary’s hands the desires we hold dear.”’ There are 
so many reasons for confidence in her intercession! ‘““Did she not, 
exempt from every personal and hereditary sin and ever closely 
united to her Son, as a new Eve, present Him on Calvary to God 
the Father, sacrificing her own rights and making a holocaust of 
her love, offering Him for all the sons of Adam who have been 
corrupted by original sin? Therefore, she who was His Mother 
in the flesh, becomes spiritually the Mother of all who are His 
members, and that by a new title acquired by suffering and glory.” 
Reparation is easier when the example of Mary and her prayers 
support us. 

6. Had not directors and militant members of Catholic Action 
special need to study these doctrines? One. of the reasons which 
induced the Holy Father to publish an encyclical on the Mystical 
Body of Christ on 29th June 1943, notwithstanding the fact that 
war, at that very moment, thteatened not only Italy but even 
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Rome itself, was that “erroneous ideas were beginning to spread” 
and had become a danger to the faithful. The Pope warned the 
members of Catholic Action to guard against such mental aber- 
tations, all the more that owing to the sublime doctrine of the 
Mystical Body, they were united to all Christians, to the ecclesi- 
astical Hierarchy, and to the Holy Father himself. 

Militant members of Catholic Action who study the Message of 
the Sacred Heart, will find that they are able to obtain a marvellous 
grip of modern errors and of the doctrinal truths on which the 
encyclical throws so much light. A more and more trustful 
recourse to the merciful Heart of Jesus, a conviction that Christ’s 
love is the source of all spiritual good, and that we must not 
count on out own merits, nor despair on account of our demerits 
(for divine love uses our very faults to extend His reign but is 
hindered by our pretentious pride) . . . lively faith in the 
constructive power of charity to establish among men a society 
founded on love . . . incontrovertible hope, that one day all 
that exists on earth and in heaven will be brought into the unity 
of the Mystical Body . . . the urge of the Holy Spirit, directing 
our co-operation by prayer, sacrifice, penance, mortification, dis- 
interested and generous efforts to the redemption of guilty 
humanity . . . filial piety towards the Mediatrix of all graces— 
these and many other benefits shall we draw from meditating on 
the words of Christ, and they will at the same time guard us 
against false mysticism, which instead of humbling man and 
glorifying Christ, tends rather to clothe man in divine attributes 
which of right belong to God; guard us too against fa/se quietism, 
which leaves to Christ alone the salvation of the world, excluding 
and neglecting man’s co-operation; against waturalism which 
places its faith in the social and juridical force of the Church and 
human action, instead of in the divine assistance of the Holy 
Spirit—and lastly all those systems that disparage supernatural 
means, such as prayer, confession, suffering, charity to the poor, 
and laud instead, man-made means, discounting the Communion 
of Saints and of all the members of the Mystical Body of Jesus 
Christ. 

Christ’s Message contains the antidote to all the errors that, 
according to the warning of the Pope, threaten the faithful. 

Its opportuneness, its novelty, therefore, become self-evident. 
All who are not blind to the evils of our times will realize that 
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The Way of Divine Love is by no means a mete edifying biography. 
On the contrary (unless we are deaf to His voice), it will stand 
out in the history of spirituality in France and of apostolic 
Catholicity. 

There remains for me only to state my own private reflections, 
suggested by Josefa’s Message, concerning the future of the 
Society of the Sacred Heart: 

When Our Blessed Lady visited her cousin Saint Elizabeth, this 
holy woman exclaimed loudly: “Exelamavit voce Magna.” “Blessed 
att thou,” she said, ‘amongst women, and blessed is the fruit 
of thy womb.” And she added these words, which were a prelude 
to the Magnificat: “Blessed art thou who hast believed, for those 
things shall be accomplished that were spoken to thee by the 
Lord.” 

I should be wanting in faith did I not believe that the Message 
is inaugurating a new era of sanctity and apostolic fruitfulness in 
the Society of the Sacred Heart. It is undoubtedly true that how- 
ever liberal God’s will may be, it produces results of mercy only 
under certain conditions. His wishes must be responded to with 
confidence and entire generosity, if even the firmest promises 
are not to fall short of accomplishment. Is it possible that anyone 
will not do all he can to carry out God’s plan which has been 
designed with so much love by the Bridegroom of souls, and 
which I have tried to sketch in outline? 

Ah! who would not love with a measureless love Him who has 
so loved mankind? How could any religious of the Sacred Heart 
fail to engrave on her heart the great words written large in letters 
of fire in the Message: Devotion to the Sacred Heart, charity, 
kindness, confidence, abandonment, total gift of self, humility, 
compassion, reparation, the salvation of souls, and the mediation 
of Mary? How could these virtues, so characteristic of Saint 
Madeleine-Sophie and her supernatural family not be practised 
by them with heroic fidelity? 

The mission of the Society of the Sacred Heart in the Church 
and in Catholic Action, depends on its trust in the Sacred Heart 
of Jesus, and consequently on the importance it will give to His 
Message. . 

Christ could have addressed souls by means of a contemplative. 
He chose—in order the better to attain His object—to seek for 
the collaboration of an Order devoted to the education of youth. 
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This was no mete chance election. Doctrines with a moral and a 
spiritual bearing can only penetrate the body and soul of humanity 
by the education of the young generation who will be leavened 
by its strong principles, for it takes /eaven to make the dough rise! 
I reflect with immense gratitude on the grace received by the 
Society of the Sacred Heart... that of training militant 
members of Catholic Action and future mothers of families, who, 
in this age of diabolic terror when some are crushed by fear and 
others exalted by presumption, will find in their unshakable faith 
coutage to win back many souls by their reparation in union with 
the pierced Heart of Jesus. The Message has been confided first 
of all to this Society. God grant that it may in no way minimize its 
gtave importance at the present moment, but that through its 
means the seed may bear fruit a hundredfold! 


Rev. FATHER Fr. CuHarmort, S.J. 


APPENDIX 


A FEW SUPPLEMENTARY NOTES OF JOSEFA’S 
ON HELL 


SIstER JOsEFA wrote with great reticence on this subject. She 
did it only to conform to Our Blessed Lord’s wishes, Our Lady 
having told her on the 25th October 1922: “Everything that Jesus 
allows you to see and to suffer of the torments of hell, is. . . 
that you may make it known to your Mothers. So forget yourself 
entirely, and think only of the glory of the Heart of Jesus and the 
salvation of souls.” 

Some extracts of her notes have been quoted in a former 
Chapter (V) and a few more are added here: 

She repeatedly dwelt on the greatest torment of hell, namely, 
the soul’s inability to love. 

One of these damned souls cried out: “This is my torture . 
that I want to love and cannot; there is nothing left me but hatred 
and despair. If one of us could so much as make a single act of 
love . . . this would no longer be hell. . . . But we cannot, we 
live on hatred and malevolence . . .” (23rd March 1922). 

Another of these unfortunates said: “The greatest of out 
torments here is that we are not able to love Him whom we are 
bound to hate. Oh! how we hunger for love, we are consumed 


with desire of it, but it is too late. . . . You too will feel this 
same devouring hunger, but you will only be able to hate, to 
abhor, and to long for the loss of souls . . . nothing else do we 


care for now!” (26th March 1922). 

The following passage was written by obedience, though it was 
extremely repugnant to Josefa’s humility: 

“Every day now, when I am dragged down to hell and the 
devil orders them to torture me, they answer: ‘We cannot, for 


her members have undergone torture for Him . . .” (then they 
blasphemously name Our Blessed Lord) . . . then he orders 
them to give me a draught of sulphur . . . and again the reply 


is: ‘She has voluntarily deprived herself of drink . . .” “Try to 


find some part of her body to which she has given satisfaction and 
pleasure.’ 
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“TI have also noted that when they shackle me to take me down 
to hell, they never can bind me where I have worn instruments of 
penance. I write all this simply out of obedience” (1st April 
1922). 

She records, too, the accusations made against themselves by 
these unhappy souls: “Some yell because of the martyrdom of 
their hands. Perhaps they were thieves, for they say: ‘Where is out 
loot now? . . . Cursed hands. . . . Why did I want to possess 
what did not belong to me . . . and what in any case I could 
keep only for a few days . . .? 

“Others curse their tongues, their eyes . . . whatever was the 
occasion of their sin. . . . ‘Now, O body, you are paying the 
ptice of the delights you granted yourself! . . . and you did it 
of your own free will . . .””’ (2nd April 1922). 

“Tt seemed to me that the majority accused themselves of sins 
of impurity, of stealing, of unjust trading; and that most of the 
damned are in hell for these sins” (6th April 1922). 

“I saw many worldly people fall into hell, and no words can 
render their horrible and terrifying cries: ‘Damned for ever... . 
I deceived myself; lam lost. . . . lam here for ever. . . . There 
is no remedy possible . . . acurseon me... .’ 

“‘Some accused people, others circumstances, and all execrated 
the occasions of their damnation” (September 1922). 

“To-day, I saw a vast number of people fall into the fiery 
pit . . . they seemed to be worldlings and a demon cried vocifer- 
ously: ‘The world is ripe for me. . . . I know that the best way 
to get hold of souls is to rouse their desire for enjoyment... . 
Put me first . . . me before the rest. . . no humility for mel but 
let me enjoy myself. . . . This sort of thing assures victory to 

e...and they tumble headlong into hell’ ” (4th October 1922). 

“T heard a demon, from whom a soul had escaped, forced to 
confess his powerlessness. ‘Confound it all . . . how do so many 
manage to escape me? They were mine’ (and he rattled off their 
sins) .. . ‘I work hard enough, yet they slip through my fingers 

. Someone must be suffering and repairing for them’ ” (15th 
January 1923). 

“To-night,” wrote Josefa, “I did not go down into hell, but 
was transported to a place where all was obscure, but in the centre 
was a red smouldering fire. They had laid me flat and so bound me 
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that I could not make the slightest movement. Around me were 
seven ot eight people; their black bodies were unclothed, and I 
could see them only by the reflections of the fire. They were 
seated and were talking together. 

“One said: ‘We’ll have to be very careful not to be found out, 
for we might easily be discovered.’ 

“The devil answered: ‘Insinuate yourselves by inducing care- 
lessness in them . . . but keep in the background, so that you 
are not found out ... by degrees they will become callous, 
and you will be able to incline them to evil. Tempt these others 
to ambition, to self-interest, to acquiring wealth without working, 
whether it be lawful or not. Excite some to sensuality and love of 
pleasure. Let vice blind them. . . .”? (Here they used obscene 
words.) 

“As to the remainder . . . get in through the heart .. . you 
know the inclinations of their hearts . . . make them love . 
love passionately . . . work thoroughly . . . take no rest... 
have no pity; the world must go to damnation . . . and these 
souls must not be allowed to escape me.’ 

“From time to time Satan’s satellites answered: ‘We are your 
slaves . . . we shall labour unceasingly, and in spite of the many 
who wart against us, we shall work night and day. We know yo 
power!’ 

“They all spoke together and he whom I took to be Satan used 
words full of horror. In the distance I could hear a clamour as of 
feasting, the clinking of glasses . . . and he cried: ‘Let them 
cram themselves with food! It will make it all the easier for 
us. . . . Let them get on with their banqueting. Love of pleasure 
is the door through which you will reach them. . . .” 

“He added such horrible things that they can neither be written 
nor said. Then, as if engulfed in a whirl of smoke, they vanished. 
(3rd February 1923). 

“The evil one was bewailing the escape of a soul: ‘Fill her soul 
with fear, drive her to despair. All will be lost if she puts her 
trust in the mercy of that...’ (here they used blasphemous 
words of Our Lord). ‘I am lost; but no, drive her to despair; do 
not leave her for an instant; above all, make her despair.’ 

“Then hell re-echoed with frenzied cries, and when finally the 
devil cast me out of the abyss he went on threatening me. Among 
other things he said: ‘Is it possible that such weaklings have more 
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power than I, who am mighty. . . . I must conceal my presence, 
work in the, dark; any corner vill do from which to tempt 
them... . close to an ear... in the leaves of a book . 
under a bed . . . some pay no attention to me, but I shall talk 
and talk . . . and by dint of suggestion, something will remain. 

~ Yes, I must hide in unsuspected places’ ” (7th-8th February 
1923). 

Josefa, on her return from hell, noted the following: “I saw 
several souls fall into hell, and among them was a child of fifteen, 
cursing her parents for not having taught her to fear God nor 
that there was a hell. Her life had been a short one, she said, but 
full of sin, for she had given in to all that her body and passions 
demanded in the way of satisfaction. Especially she had read bad 


books” (22nd March 1923). << 
Again, she wrote: “ . . . Souls were cursing the vocation they 
have received, but not followed . . . the vocation they had lost, 


because they were unwilling to live a hidden and mortified 
life . . .”? (18th March 1922). 

“On one occasion when I was in hell I saw a great many priests, 
religious and nuns, cursing their vows, their order, their 
Superiors and everything that could have given them the light and 
the grace they had lost... . 

“I saw, too, some prelates. One accused himself of having used 
the goods belonging to the Church illicitly . . .” (28th September 
1922). 

°ePeiests wete calling down maledictions on their tongues which 
had consecrated, on their fingers that had held Our Lord’s sacred 
Body, on the absolutions they had given while they were losing 
their own souls and on the occasion through which they had 
fallen into hell” (6th April 1922). 

“One priest said: ‘I ate poison, for J used money that was not 
my own... the money given me for masses which I did not offer.’ 

“Another said he belonged to a secret society which had 
betrayed the Church and religion, and he had been bribed to 
connive at terrible profanations and sacrileges. 

“Yet another said that he was damned for assisting at profane 
plays, after which he ought not to have said Mass . . . and that 
he had spent about seven years thus.” 

Josefa noted that the greater number of religious plunged into 
hell-fire were there for abominable sins against Chastity .. . 

KK 


504 THE WAY OF DIVINE LOVE 


and for sins against the vow of Poverty . . . for the unauthorized 
use of the goods of the Community . . . for passions against 
charity (jealousy, antipathies, hatred, etc.), for tepidity and 
relaxation; also for comforts they had allowed themselves and 
which had led to graver sins . . . for bad confessions through 
human respect and want of sincerity and courage, etc. 

Here, finally, is the full text of Josefa’s notes on “the hell of 
consecrated souls” (Biography: Ch. VII—4th September 1922). 

“The meditation of the day was on the particular judgment of 
religious souls. I could not free my mind of the thought of it, in 
spite of the oppression which I felt. Suddenly, I felt myself 
bound and overwhelmed by a crushing weight, so that in an 
instant I saw more clearly than ever before how stupendous is the 
sanctity of God and His detestation of sin. 

“T saw in a flash my whole life since my first confession to this 
day. All was vividly present to me: my sins, the graces I had 
received, the day I entered religion, my clothing as a novice, my 
first vows, my spiritual readings, and times of prayer, the advice 
given me, and all the helps of religious life. Impossible to describe 
the confusion and shame a soul feels at that moment, when it 
realizes: ‘All is lost, and I am damned for ever.’ ” 

As in her former descents into hell, Josefa never accused 
herself of any specific sin that might have led to such a calamity. 
Our Lord meant her only to feel what the consequences would 
have been, if she had merited such a punishment. She wrote: 

“Instantly I found myself in hell, but not dragged there as 
before. The soul precipitates itself there, as if to hide from God 
in order to be free to hate and curse Him. 

“My soul fell into abysmal depths, the bottom of which cannot 
be seen, for it is immense. . . . At once, I heard other souls 
jeering and rejoicing at seeing me share their torments. It was 
martyrdom enough to hear the terrible imprecations on all sides, 
but what can be compared to the thirst to curse that seizes on a 
soul, and the more one curses, the more one wants to. Never had 
I felt the like before. Formerly my soul had been oppressed with 
gtief at heating these horrible blasphemies, though unable to 
produce even one act of love. But to-day it was otherwise. 

“I saw hell as always before, the long dark corridors, the 
cavities, the flames. . . . I heard the same execrations and impre- 
cations, for—and of this I have already written before—although 
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no corporeal forms are visible, the torments are felt as if they were 
present, and souls recognize each other. Some called out, ‘Hullo! 
you here? And are you like us? We were free to take those vows or 
not... but now! . . .’ and they cursed their vows. 

“tThen I was pushed into one of those fiery cavities and pressed, 
as it were, between burning planks, and sharp nails and red-hot 
irons seemed to be piercing my flesh.” 

Here Josefa repeated the multiple tortures from which no 
single member of the body is excluded: 

“T felt as if they were endeavouring to pull out my tongue, but 
could not. This torture reduced me to such agony that my very 
eyes seemed to be starting out of their sockets. I think this was 
because of the fire which burns, burns . . . not a finger-nail 
escapes terrifying torments, and all the time one cannot move 
even a finger to gain some relief, nor change posture, for the 
body seems flattened out and doubled in two. 

“Sounds of confusion and blasphemy cease not for an instant. 
A sickening stench asphyxiates and corrupts everything, it is like 
the burning of putrified flesh, mingled with tar and sulphur . . 

a mixture to which nothing on earth can be compared. 

“All this I felt as before, and although those tortures were 
terrific, they would be bearable if the soul were at peace. But it 
suffers indescribably. Until now, when I went down into hell, I 
thought that I had been damned for abandoning religious life. 
But this time it was different. I bore a special mark, a sign that I 
was a feligious, a soul who had known and loved God, and there 
were others who bore the same sign. I cannot say how I recog- 
nized it, perhaps because of the specially insulting manner in 
which the evil spirits and other damned souls treated them. 
There were many priests there, too. This particular suffering Iam 
unable to explain. It was quite different from what I had experi- 
enced at other times, for if the souls of those who lived in the 
world suffer terribly, infinitely worse are the torments of religious. 
Unceasingly the three words. Poverty, Chastity and Obedience 
are imprinted on the soul with poignant remorse. 

“Poverty: You were free and you promised! Why, then, did you 
seek that comfort? Why hold on to that object which did not 
belong to you? Why did you give that pleasure to your body? 
Why allow yourself to dispose of the property of the Community? 
Did you not know that you no longer had the right to possess 
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anything whatsoever? that you had freely renounced the use of 
those things. . . . Why did you murmur when anything was 
wanting to you or when you fancied yourself less well treated 
than others? Why? 

“Chastity: You yourself vowed it freely and with full know- 
ledge of its implications ... you bound yourself... you 
willed it . . . and how have you observed it? That being so, 
why did you not remain where it would have been lawful for you 
to grant yourself pleasures and enjoyment? 

“And the tortured soul responds: ‘Yes, I vowed it, I was free. 
. . . | could have not taken the vow, but I took it and I was 
free... ... What words can express the martyrdom of such 
remorse,’ wrote Josefa, “‘and all the time the jibes and insults of 
other damned souls continue. 

“Obedience: Did you not fully engage yourself to obey your 
Rule and your Superiors? Why, then, did you pass judgment on 
the orders that were given your Why did you disobey the Rule? 
Why did you dispense yourself from common life? Remember how 
sweet was the Rule... and you would not keep it... and now’, 
vociferate satanic voices, “you will have to obey us not for a day, 
or a year, or a century, but for ever and ever, for all eternity. . . . 
It is your own doing . . . you were free. 

“The soul constantly recalls how she had chosen her God for 
her Spouse, and that once she loved Him above all things . . 
that for Him she had renounced the most legitimate pleasures 
and all she held dearest on earth, that in the beginning of her 
religious life she had felt all the purity, sweetness and strength 
of this divine love, and that for an inordinate passion . . . now 
she must eternally hate the God who had chosen her to love Him. 

“This forced hatred is a thirst that consumes her . . . no 
past joys can afford her the slightest relief. 

“One of her greatest torments is shame,” added Josefa. “It 
seems to her that all the damned surrounding her continually 
taunt her by saying: “That we should be lost who never had the 
helps that you enjoyed is not surprising ... but you... 
what did you lack? You who lived in the palace of the King . . . 
who feasted at the board of the elect.’ 

“All I have written,”’ she concluded, “is but a shadow of what 
the soul suffers, for no words can express such dire torments” 
(4th September 1922). 
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THE TEACHINGS OF PURGATORY 


Josefa never went down into Purgatory, but she saw and spoke 
with a number of souls who came to solicit her prayers, and some 
told her that, thanks to her sufferings, they had escaped hell. 

These souls, as a rule, humbly accused themselves of the faults 
fot which they were in purgatory (see Ch. V. of Biography). A 
few facts are here added. 

“. . . Thad a vocation, but lost it by reading bad books; I 
also had discarded my scapular, out of contempt” (27th July 1921). 

“, . . Iwas given up to a great deal of vanity and on the point 
of marrying. Our Lord made use of very severe measures to 
prevent my falling into hell” (oth April 1921). 

“My religious life was wanting in fervour... . 

“T had a long religious life, but I spent my last years rather in 
taking care of my health than in loving Our Lord. Thanks to the 
merits of a sacrifice you made, I was able to make a fervent 
death, and I owe it to you that I escaped the long years in pur- 
gatory I had deserved. The important thing is not so much 


>? 


entrance into religion . . . as entrance into eternity” (7th April 
1922). 
“« . . . Ihave been a year and three months in purgatory, and 


wete it not for your little acts I should have remained there long 
years. A woman of the world has less responsibility than a reli- 
gious, for how great are the graces the latter receives, and what 
liabilities she incurs if she does not profit by them. . . . How 
little nuns suspect the way their faults are expiated here... a 
tongue horribly tortured expiates faults against silence... a 
dried-up throat, those against charity . . . and the constraints 
of this prison, the repugnance in obeying ...! In my order, 
pleasures were few and comforts still fewer, but one can always 
manage to secure some . . . and the smallest immortifications 
have to be expiated here. To restrain one’s eyes, to refuse oneself 
the gratification of a little curiosity may at times cost a big 
effort. . . and here .. . the eyes are tormented by the im- 
possiblity of seeing God” (10th April 1922). 

‘Another nun accused herself of failings against charity, and 
of having murmured at the election of one of her Superiors” 
(12th April 1922). 
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«| | [have been in purgatory till now . . . because during 
my religious life I talked a great deal and with little prudence. I 
often communicated my impressions and complaints, and these 
indiscretions were the cause of faults against charity which my 
Sisters then committed.” 

“Let all learn from this,’”? commented Our Lady, who was 
present at the apparition, “for many souls fall into this danger.” 

Our Lord stressed this grave warning by these words: “That 
soul is in purgatory because of her faults against silence, for this 
kind of fault leads to many others: first, the Rule is broken; 
secondly, there often occur in such failings sins against charity 
or religious spirit, personal satisfaction, outpourings of heart that 
ate ill-placed among religious, and all this, without a feeling of 
responsibility not only for oneself but for one or many others who 
are led into the same faults. That is why this soul is in purgatory, 
and burning with desire to see My Face” (22nd February 1923). 

“T am in purgatory because I did not care enough about the 
souls confided to me, and because I did not sufficiently realize 
their value and the devotedness called for by so precious a 
charge” (August 1922). 

“ , . . I was in purgatory a little under an hour and a half to 
expiate a certain want of confidence in God. True, I always loved 
Him very much, but not without fear. It is true also that the 
judgments of religious are severe and rigorous, for we ate judged 
not by our Spouse, but by our God. Nevertheless, during life our 
confidence in His mercy ought to be boundless, and we should 
trust His goodness. How many graces are lost by religious who 
have not enough trust in God” (September 1922). 

“, .. [am in purgatory because I did not treat the souls that 
Jesus entrusted to me with the care they deserved. . . . allowed 
myself to be influenced by human motives and natural likes, not 
seeing in them God, as I should have, and as all Superiors must. 
For if it is true that all religious should see in their Superior the 
Person of God Our Lord, the Superior also ought to see Him in 
her daughters. . . .” 

“Thanks be to you who have helped to free me from purga- 
tory... . O! if nuns realized how far they can be led by unruly 
feelings . . . how vigorously they would strive to conquer them- 
selves and master their nature and passions” (April 1923). 

“My purgatory will be a long one, for I did not accept God’s 
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will for me, nor make the sacrifice of my life generously enough 
during my illness. Illness is a great grace of purification, it is true, 
but unless one is careful, it may cause one to stray away from 
religious spirit . . . to forget that one has made vows of Poverty, 
Chastity and Obedience, and that one is consecrated to God as a 
victim. Our Lord is all love, certainly, but also all justice” 
(November 1923). 


ANALYTICAL INDEX 


1920 — 15 October 


5s — 6November . 56 3» — 30 November . 
» — 9 November . 57 3 12 December . 

1921 — 21 February 84 | 1923 —14 May . 

1922 — 18 February 151 » — 16 July z 
» — 2May. 175 (See: Surrender) 
» — 29 August 210 

ABYSS 
The Heart of Jesus is one 


1920 — 23 October 
1921 — 18 May . 

»» — 25 September . 
1922 — 11 May . 


ABANDONMENT 


49 | 1922 — 26 November . 


53 | 1922 — 7 August 


102 3 — 27 November . 
134 — 5 December . 
178 1923 —16 July . 


APOSTOLIC ENTERPRISES 
entrusted by the Heart of Jesus to the sufferings offered in reparation by Josefa 


233 
237 
241 
351 
404 


196 
233 
239 
403 


1920 


> 
1921 
> 


»> 


a> 
» 
1922 
°° 
»> 


” 


noe 


» 


— 3 July to ro August 
3 July to 25 August 
— 26 October to 19 November 


— 18 December 

— 19-26 December 

— 19 December to 20 Februaty : 
— 1-3 June 

— 14 June to 14 August 
— 8-9 Jul 

— 8 July to 14 August 
— 26 July to 8 August 

— 27-28 July 

— 13-25 September 

—23 November « 

— 1 September 

— 1-25 September 

— 26-27 September 

— 2 December 

— 22 February to 3 March 


— 4 Match 
— 21-25 March 


— 13 June 
— 18-19 June 


: Five souls (thorns) 

: The soul of a religious (a thorn). 
: Seven souls (seven heartbeats) 
— 28 November to 7 December : 
: Three souls 
: Two souls 


A soul which refuses Love . 


Two other souls 


: Three priests 

2 A sinner 

>Acsoul 2 = 

: The soul of a proud religious 

: A relaxed religious community 

: A soul unfaithful to its vocation . 
: “A soul that greatly wounds Me” 
: “A soul that is very dear to Me”. 
: Two souls 
= AUDriest 9. 
: Two souls in great danger . ' 
: Aconsecrated soul. 

: “Three souls singled out by My Heart’s 


affection” 


28-34 
28-38 
53-58 
63-66 
68 
Ios 
70-84 
105-107 
109-119 
II5 
115-119 
120-128 
T2Ii24 
133-134 
- 38 
s 2m 
211=257) 
ie 
238 


267-272 


“A meeting in which I shall be much in- 


sulted” . 


: A soul in danger 
: “TI thirst for a soul” 
: A priest 
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«278 
305-315 
381-382 
391-393 
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BLOOD COLDNESS 
The offering of the Precious Blood to the Father. | The coldness of souls and especially of His 
The value of the Precious Blood: the price, chosen ones. 
the ransom, the pardon of souls . . . yet zac yay ng 
offered in vain for so many. os ie Noveuber:. : a 
1920 — 9 September . : ; o | 1921 3 August. . + 125 
i i - Cone j : e » — I September . 4 ~ ee 
1921 — 24 February . { ape »» — 26 November . 4 + 140 
>» 17 March = 4 é gi 
ee 1 july : : : yt COMMUNION 
» — 2 July . . . - 115 | The desire for Holy Communion. What it is 
» — 26 July . - : + 122 for souls. 
>» — § August ‘ : Serres 
1922—- 1 Januaty . : - 144 | 1923 — 11 March - : a) 279) 
» —25 February . Z SETS 3s — 12 March f ¥ . 281 
» —26Februaty . E Ne kty 3s — 28 Match s é en cet 
>» —28Februaty . ; tas 9 ~— 29 Match : : 2 9328 
> = %t March : 2 = i57 » = 12 May . : : - 349 
» — 17 October : = 222 »» 7 27 May . : : 359 
— 30 November . ; e236 
1923 —19February . . ee neud! CONFIDENCE 
»» ——25February . : + 270 “Fear nothing” 
>> — 12 March < : eZoS 
= == 25 October... . - 430 | 1920 — 29 September . : = GB 
» — 13 November . k - 436 > — 6 November . 4 sO 
» — 25 December . : snus oP 
Gift OF THE Drops oF Bioop, es th 7 ee as é ; é “a 
made to Josefa through Our Lady 55 -—— 5 June . 3 : . 105 
» — 8 July . ‘ 5 Ae SEES 
1922 — 16 October . ° soy ez 1922 — 1 January 2 5 = EAA 
EO25-— 15 Match Pe 2 ees o> 12 February i 2 tas 
» —I19 June. 3 ‘ + Be »» —18 February . ; EST 
> — 19 HRebruaty . 2 A aibye 
BRIDE AND BRIDEGROOM a ae A leaner es 4-5 175 
» — 26 July . : SELOZ 
The interchange of love and fidelity expected by » — 6August ., ; - 194 
the Heart of Jesus from consecrated souls. » — 7 August s : a 197, 
>» — 21 August é : 7 209 
1920 — 22 July . : : Pts » — 3 September . : A Phir 
» — 5 August » : reheat » —20QOctober . 5 ees 
» — 25 August . , BE 5) — 22 November . : A | PRS 
» — 8 October . 5 ey » — 28 November . ; 5 234 
3» —28 October . _ - “§4 ss —— 2 December . ‘ ~ 238 
» — 19 December . : =) . 0 3» —12 December . : 24 
1921 — 17 March F 5 ot >» 14 December . 5 224s 
1922 — 14 Match ‘ Z - 162 » —I5 a ne : , re ey 
» —22 July . ; 3 . I91 | 1923 — 8 January : A AD 
» — 26 July . : . 7 192 » —2I Januaty . ; A 
» — 21 August : 4 ee zoo » —10Febtuaty . 5 zs 5 
»» — 30 November . : re PG] » —22February . : ey 
» 14 December . y pee: 5s — 12 Match Z A 2 28H 
» 16 December . : p e2ad » — 15 Match 3 ; - 289 
1923 — 6 March 2 ; + rh) »» — 21 March 3 ; 7303 
» — 7 Match ; 3 5 ak: >» — 2May. : : - 343 
Oe a on 990) | a May ete + B43 
» 16 July . ‘ 2 . 401 » —14May. i ; ees ot 


»» —12 December . s . 462 » — 21 May . : 5 no BGG 
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1923 — 25 May 
» — 7 June. 
5» — 8 June 
5 — 16 June 
Ge ns ey. 
» — 16 July 
3 = 29 July 


» — 15 August 
» — 20 August 
» — 30 August 


» — 18 September . 
5» — 2October . 
» — 7 October 

5, — 8 October 

3 — 9 October 

> ——14October . 
>> —— 16 November . 
5 — 4December . 
> —— § December . 
>» — 6 December . 
5» 12 December . 


CONSECRATED SOULS 


What they are for the Heart of Jesus, 
desires and complaints in their regard. 


1920 — 16 August 


ss —— 21 December . 
1921 — 6 February 

» — 8 Februaty 

» —30July . 

» — 3 August 

» — 5 August 

5) —— 26 November . 

s> 28 November . 
1922 — 26 February 

>» — 6 August 

» — 29 August : 

>» — 3 September . 

» — 6 September . 

>» — 8 September . 

5s — 20 October 

»» 25 November . 

» — 2 December . 

»» —— 5 Decembet . 

ss 12 December . 

s 16 December . ~* 

» 17 December . 


1923 — 8 January 
»» —— 13 February 


» —— 3 Match 
» — 6 Match 
3» — 7 Match 
>» 11 Match 
yy) 12 March 
» — 13 March 
3» — 15. Match 
yy 77 22 Match 


356 
369 
373 
387 
398 
404 
406 
407 
408 
4I1 
414 
418 
422 
424 
425 
427 
429 
439 
448 

449 
453 
463 


His 


1923 — 23 March 


” 


— 24 March 

— 7 June. . < 
— 9 June. = 
— 20 August 5 5 
— 27 October : 
— 28 October 

— 4 December . 

— 5 December . 

— 6 December . 

— 12 December . 


CONSOLATION 


309 
312 
371 
374 
410 
434 
435 
447 
448 
452 
462 


Our Lord makes known to Josefa, and, through 
her, to souls, His desire to be consoled for 


the sins and ingratitude of the world 


1920 — 4 July . 


2? 


=20 7 jak 

— 25 August 5 
— 29 September . 
— 6 November . 
— 7 November . 
— 19 November . 
— 21 November . 
— 22 November . 
— 7 December . 
—18 December . 
— 19 December . 
— 22 December . 
— 26 December . 
— 9 January 

— 7 April. 

— 29 May . 

—12 july . 

— 23 July . ; 
— 24 July . ; 
—27 July . . 
— 30 July . : 
— 5 ‘August : 
— 13 September . 
— 24 Februaty . 
— 25 February 

— 26 February 

— 28 Februaty 

— 1 March 

— 2 March 

— 3 March 

— 16 April. 

— 22 April. 

— 24 April. 

—— 3 Maye : 
— 6 September . 
— 12 September . 
~— 26 September . 
~—— 20 October 

—— 21 October 

— 25 November . 
— 26 November . 


. 
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1922 — 16 December . : - 244 | 1923 — 4 March ‘ : 273 


3) 6 ty December .« : eas »» — 11 March : é + 279 
» —/22 December . : . 246 » — 13 Match : ; + 283 
1923 —to Februaty . - Sees 5 »» — 22 March : :  2g6 
>» — 11 February . : 5 ee » — 27 March 5 ‘ 9 BS 
eee iS bebtuaty . : = 259 »» — 28 March i : ce eg2e 
» — 18 Hebruaty . ‘ e263, » — 29 March Z , . 328 
» —19Febtuaty . ‘ pe204: » — 9 June. x : Y 334: 
» “—22February . k . 268 » —18 June. ; A - 392 
» 23 Hebruary . : . 268 
CROSS 


What the Cross is: the place and significance of suffering and of sacrifice in the lives of 
souls who love and make reparation. 


1921 — 26 Januaty . : = 78 4 1923 — 14 March 5 é - 288 
1922 — 23 February . s 2 1S2 3» —— 21 March - é + 300 
»» — 13 September . : « 216 >» — 27 March ; 4 e ger 
>» —20QOctober . : cmd » — 30 Match ; cS 3 BB 
» — 5 November . : ate 7, » — 20May . ‘ : 5 She 
>> —— 22 November . ‘ eel » — 20 August ; 4 - 410 
» — 26 November . : ess » —27 October . . - 434 
1923 — 18 Februaty . : meres 


DAY, APOSTOLIC 
How to make one’s day apostolic 


1921 — 14 June : : : : : : F 3 : LOO) 
DAYS 

1923 — 10 May: Of Joy ; : E : ‘ : : ; . 348 

» — 11 May: Of Peace : : ‘ : : ; ; : . 349 

» 12 May: Of Zeal . F fs : : ; : ‘ 5 so 


» —13 May: Of Humility . 5 ; : : ; - : : 
»» — 14 May: Of Abandonment and Confidence ; : : : 6 3g 
» —15 May: Of Love. : : ; ; : é ; ; 
ENTRY INTO THE HEART OF JESUS 
Dates on which Josefa received this signal favour. 
1920 — 5 June. : é - 23 | 1921—— 25 Match ‘ : eos 


» — 7 June. 3 : ee: >» — 7 April. : : 98 
» — 23 June. : : Sees » — 3 June. é : EOS 
» — 24 June. : F . 25 | t922—13 Februaty . : 6 EGC 
» — 29 June. F Z 7 26 » —16 July . : 3 Rae 8:10) 
>» —16 July . : ; ig eat > 7 enugush j . 196 
3 — 27 December . 5 Aye: ss 27 December - : * 250 
1921 — 9 February . : . 80 | 1923— 8 January . ; 253 
3s —— 15 March ‘ 2 Be he, » — 17 March é 5 205 
EYES 


“My eyes are fixed on you.” Our Lord wants to show thus the constancy of His guidance, 
and asks from her in return a surrender, blind to everything but Himself. 


1921 — 25 Januaty . 4 - 77 | 1922 — 6 September . ; eta 


» — 26 Januaty . : 2. 8 » — 25 November . ’ 5 GBB 
»» 25 September . : ELS »» — 2December . é fo DGS 
1922 — 2May. 5 ; . 175 | 1923 — 16 March : ; a Sy: 
» — 3 May . 3 2 TS 5» — 29 March : é . 330 


— 26 July . ‘ ' 5, adap 5» —— 18 September . ; 5 Fike) 
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16 April : Easter 


1920 — 9g November . ‘ . §7 | 1921— 26 Januaty . | 
3» — 8 December . 5 - 66 | 1922 — 11 May . fj , 
FATHER 
Our Lord reveals to Josefa and to souls, His fatherly Heart. 
1920 — 22 November . d . 61 | 1922 — 30 November . 
» — 5 December . : . 64 | 1923 — 25 May . 
1921 — 17 June . : : se eeleee » —i11 June. 
1922 — 21 August . ‘ = 209 >» —16 June. 
» —— 29 August - : BE ee io) 
FEASTS 
Josefa participates in the liturgical cycle through the Heart of Jesus 
1920 — 25 December : Christmas : 
1921 — 15 March : Feast of the Five Wounds . 
ae ees haiti : Feast of the Sacted Heart . 
» — 1 july : Feast of the Precious Blood 
1922 — 1 januaty : Circumcision 
>» — 13 April : Holy Thursday 


17 April : Easter Monday | 


* 15 August : Feast of the Assumption = 
» — 8 December: Feast of the Immaculate Conception : 
»» — 25 December : Christmas A : 5 : 
1923 — 11 Februaty ; Plan for Lent . : : : : : . 
» — 25 Match : Plan for Holy Week ‘ : : s 


>» — 29 March : Love’s great day 
» —30March  : Good Friday 


>» — 10 May : Feast of the Ascension " : é : : : 
> — 20 May : Feast of Pentecost : 4 : S 
> —27 May : Feast of the Blessed Trinity : : : : 
>» — 8 June : Feast of the Sacred Heart 4 : : < 
» 15 August : Feast of the Assumption : 
>» — 8 December: Feast of the Immaculate Conception ; 
FIDELITY 


What it is: proof of love, a necessary condition for special graces, a sure means of co- 


operating in the work of Redemption. 


1920— 5 August . 5 - 33 | 1921 — 26 July . A : 
» —19 October . : oe at » — 30 July . 


» —28 October . ~ SA + = 3 September= 3 : 
ao) oO) NOVemper . + “57 | 1922 ——33 Februaty = . 
» — 22 November . ‘ ~ MO » —— 26 February A 
» —— 23 November . 2 ~ aeeGe » —16 July . ~ : 
» 18 December . ™. « 65 » 22 July % : s : 

1921 — 8Februaty . : - 80 | 1923-11 Februaty . : ‘ 
» 17 Match = - 6% »» — 16 Match 


1 June . : 3 mintos » 23 April. i: ; : 
a 22 July . : ‘ + etd » 77 16 July . z : . 


FIRE 


Our Lord reveals to Josefa how great the fire of His love is. 


1920 — 27 October . - - 53 | 1922 — 26 Febru ; c - 
»» 11 December . + &G7 . — 15 hee 3 
1921 — 26 Match . ; a ss» ——20QOctober . 3 


120 
124 
133 
150 
154 
189 
192 
256 
291 
340 
401 


154 
207 
223 
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1923 — 28 March : : oy) 
Sa) peter ; : - 368 
Se 7 one. : : 5 eee 
» 16 July . ‘ ; do 
» — 18 September . x = ars 
» 10 December . . - 459 

% FLAME 


The flame of His Heart which He put in place 
of the heart of Josefa; a signal favour which 
He renewed each evening to purify her soul. 


1923 — 26 May . ‘ ; + 235i 
» — I june. r 7 oA) 
» — 4June. : - 366 
ae 5 sulle. . : - 368 
Ss — 7 June. : , = 8370 
» 12 June. : : 2379 
~~ = 13 Jute . , ; - 381 
» — 15 June. , 3 - 384 
» —17 June. * : - 390 
» — 30 Augus , 5 = ADS 


FOLLY OF LOVE 
of the Heart of Jesus for souls 
1920 — 16 July . = q —) st 


» — 23 July . : ; ees 
» — 6 November . : 156 
1922 — 26 July . . : ~ 192 
5» — 27 September . : + 219 
1923 — 29 March : : 320 
> — 24 August P é se ALS 


FORGIVENESS OF JOSEFA BY THE 
HEART OF JESUS 
The assurance of His forgiveness offered to all 
souls. 


1920 — 15 October. : x 49 
» — 4December . _ . 64 
» — 6 December . : ak 

1921 — 9 January : eet 
» —— 25 January 77 
» — 9 March 88 
5 — 14 Match 89 
>» — 15 Match (ofe) 
eo 7 April . 98 
» —13 May. IOI 
pa ed May : 104 
» — 2 August 125 
3. —— 25 October 137 

— 22 November 138 


1922 — 17 February . ; BTL SE 
»» —26February . : Ls: 
— 16 April. ; - pea 


9» ~~ 21 April. . “ogee yf 
» — 3May. ‘ : ial yf 
» — 6August . 2 - 196 


—29 August . : EZiO 


1922 — 27 September . ; + 219 
» —20QOctober , ; ~ 9223 
1923 — 13 Februaty 260 
36 — 17 February 3 eel 
>» — 2 March 271 
» — 4 Match 273 
9» — Ir March 279 
» — 15 March 289 
» — 24 March 311 
» — 5 June. 368 
»> P34 vf June . M4 369 
» — 8 June. 373 
» — 13 july . 398 
x, — 30 August el VATS 
FREEDOM 
Leave Hiv free to act 
1920 — 15 October . ‘ wt B49 
Es 16 October. : or Sys 


— 8 November . : SS 7 

— 9g November . 3 Ry 

— 7 December . ; = amb 
1921 — 29 May . : 5 - 104 
—i12 July . : 5 TG 
—12Jjanuaty . : . 146 
—13 Februaty . : SLO 

— 3 March 5 é 258 

— 3 May. : - Hedy] SS 

» — 22 July . : é LOL 
7 August . . + 107, 


3» 25 November . ; OE 
s> — 26 Novembet . 4 ae2s3 
»» —— 8 December . 5 . 240 
1923 — 6 March 2 : 7 276 
>» — 28 March 327 
amet July 398 
By a eS July 399 
» — 16 July A + 401 
» — 30 August ; ; e415 


»» —18 September . : 2 AIO 
» —27 October. : pa ye: 


»> 16 November . : BES) 
»» 10 December . : Aer 5 1°) 
GENEROSITY 
1920 — 18 December . . 5 SS 


1921 — 24 July . : ; eaBarrs 
1922 — 24 Februaty . . a 
—20OQOctober . F ae eed 


GLORY 


The Glory of God and of the Heart of Jesus. 
How to promote it. 


> 


1921 — 3 June. : : BECO 
» — 1 September . ; . 132 
1922 — 14 March : “ 5 3p 
» — 22 July . - 7 maz 
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922 — 20 October 

— 25 October 

— 26 November . é 
»» —— 8 December . 3 
923 — 11 February 

— 27 March 

<1 h Junes. ee ‘ 
— 13 November . 
— 16 November . 

— 5 December . 

— 6 December . 


GOODNESS 


” 


”» 


224 
227 
233 
240 
257 
321 
376 
437 
439 
448 
452 


Revelation of the goodness of the Heart of 


Jesus to souls. 


1920 — 29 September . 
1921 — 25 January 

3» — 24 February 

3» — 22 March 

3» 18 May . 
1922 — 25 November . 
1923 — 15 October 
— 4December . 
— 5 December . 
»» 12 December . 


HEART 


I. THe Hearr oF Jesus—waar Ir Is 


1920 — 23 October 


>» — 7 November . 
1921 — 25 March 

»s — 8July . F 

>> — 25 September . 
1922 — 1 January 


>» — 25 February 
>> — 26 February 
» — 24 April. 


»> — 28 Novembet . 

>» — § December . 
1923 — 6 June. 

oy 16 July ° 

ss — 28 October 


II. Wuar Ir ts For sous 
1920 — 1o August 
» — 25 August 
1921 — 14 April. 
2 onan 


i a ee June . 
30 seluner. 
> Is onere 
» %— 29 July . 
» — § August 
»» —— 23 November . 
»» 25 November . 


»> —— 28 November. 
1922 — 18 February 
»» — 26 February 
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1922 — 3 May . c 5 


» 22 July . . 
» — 26 July . 2 
» — 6 August ; 


>» — 15 August 
>» — 29 August 


»» — 27 September . 
ss — 2 December . 
ss 16 December . 
IiJ. ExpECTATIONS AND DESIRES O 
HEART 
1920 — 22 July . 3 
3s —— 20 November . 
s — 7 December . é 
1921 — 3 June. 
>» 11 June. 


» —iI2 July . 
1922 — 26 February 

>» — 28 February 

o> — 11 May . 


» —26 July . 

»» — 27 September . 

3» — 20 October 

»» — 22 November . 

>» — 2December . 

ss —— 25 December . 
1923 — 6 March 

3» — 28 March 

» 12 June. 


>» — 24 August 
» — 30 August 
» — 7 October 
IV. Wounps oF His HEART 
1920 — 4 October 


>» 21 December . 
1921 — 6 February 

>> — 20 February 

» — 8July. 

» —~ 29 July . 

>» — 3 August 


3 September . 
» — 27 September . 
ss — 23 October 
3, — 26 November . 

1923 — 11 February 
» — 13 February 


» — 3 March 
>» — 7 March 
» — 18 June. , 
3» 16 December . 


HEART OF JOSEFA 


Our Lord’ gives to Josefa the signal grace of 
taking her heart and replacing it mzysteri- 


ously by a flame from His own. 


1921 — 9 February 
1923 — 26 May . 


81 
357 
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HEARTBEATS 
Our Lord lets Josefa bear the throbbing of His Heart for souls. 

1920— 17 October . - - go | 1920— 26 October . z Sa ME 
» —19October . F ee usr +» 19 December . ‘ TO 
» —21 October . > $2 | 1921 — 26 Januaty . ‘ . 378 

= HEAVEN 


The Heart of Jesus finds a heaven in souls. 


1923 — 10 May . ‘ : - 348 | 1923— 5 June. ; - 5 ote 
5» —28 May . a : gos is 


HELL 
1922 — 4 September : The Hell of consecrated souls . E ; : 6 Pigs 
s» — 6OQOctober  : The expiatory value of these descents into Hell . 5 Set 
s» — 5 November : The redemptive value of these descents into Hell ee, 
1923 — 15 July : Supernatural effects of these descents into Hell - 399 
HOLY HOUR 


Principal apparitions of Our Lord during Holy Hour. 

1920 — 15 July . = : - 31 | 1923-—13 Februaty . : 2 #260 
» — 22 July . : “ eee 9» — 26 March : 5 eso 
>» — 17 August : ess » — 27 Match : 5 E359 

1921 — 24 February . : Sie etsh >» — 28 March : : e327) 


>» — 23 June. 3 3 . i412 » — 29 Match 3 3 2 329 
>» — 1 September . : = 8342 > = 7 June. : : . 369 
1922 — 26 September . : = 5258 
HOST 
Symbol of Vows of Religion 
1923 — 7andi1 Match . : : ‘ : » 3 ; é ez 
HUMILITY 
1920 — 6 November . : . §6 | 1922— 1 January . : Aes 
1921 — 9g Januaty . A TS »» — 18 February . 4 + ee 
» —12February . : ee > — 16 April. : : 5° IG 
ae) 7 Aptil : F - 97 | 1923—10Februaty . ‘ 5 2G 
>» — 9 April. : ; ; 98 » —I1Februaty . . eee Si7, 
> — 11 April. : : S 858 »> — 22 Match : : . 306 
» —I1oJjuly . ‘ : 7 LTO » — 23 March 4 3 5 Sey 
>» 12 July . : ; 2 BELG >» — 25 March : é 5 BRS 
wa 22 july, . : ; . S17 » —13 May . : Z 350 
» —30 July . ‘ ; > d24 55) sp unex ; : . 368 
» — 3 August : ‘ = 226 » —Io June. : c a. Oye! 
» — 23 November . : 5 LE, 
HUNGER 
The Heart of Jesus hungers for souls 
1921 — 20 June . 3 . . «11 | 1923 — 17 March 2 : . 296 
1922 — 14 February . : yal sO 
INSTRUMENT 
Our Lord makes clear to Josefa that she is the chosen instrument of His Heart. 
1921 — 11 June. : : . 108 | 1922 — 25 November . : 232) 
1922 — 22 July . : , » t9z, | 1923 —— 12 June. : ; 79, 
» — 6 August : : - 194 > — 20 August : 5 rare 
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INTENTION 1922 —12 Januaty . 5 =) 146 
F ; ; ye 22 july: ; . * ro2 
Purity of intention, the value of the smallest 2.'56 July : : 192 
actions. ‘ — G6August . ; . NEOs 
1922 — 8 September . 5 aL » — 6September . 4 . 214 
»» — 30 November. - . 236 » —20QOctober . é + 224 
»» —— 2December . : - 238 s> 21 October. : > 226 
»» — 22 November . : = 230 
JOHN THE EVANGELIST was 23 ome ; A >. 123m 
iti »» — 25 December . A exe 
Ceo 40a >» ae December . A . 248 
1922 — 13 April. é : 7) 108 igas — a4 March ; ; gas 
» — 29 November . : ess © ab Meech ; i . 856 
» — 27 December . F - 249 re — 26 May . ; ; 357 
1923 — 27 July . : : =» AS >» —2! Coe x : « 432 
»» — 4December . - 447, 
JOY » cs December . 3 - 462 
Our Lord wishes to be loved in joy. He is »> —15 December . : - §467, 
Himself the joy of the soul. »> 16 December . . “470 
1921 — 15 March A 5 <0 
A — : August. he ts LOOK 
1922 — 14 February . . > 5° | The look of Our Lord fixed on a soul. The 
»» — 25 November . : eke return He expects from a soul. 


»» — 2 December . : + 238 
1923 — 3 May . s ‘ ~ 343 | 1921 — 14 oli ‘ : . 89 
» —10May. é A - 348 » 29 May. 5 
» —13 May. : : . 350 | 1922 — 16 April. e 


: . Ife 
= . 2 a x or A GR August . . - 208 
t ae 4 1923 — i: March - . 291 
LIFE | * » ——29March . 330 

The life of union with the Heart of Jesus. LOVE 
1920 — 22 November . : - 60 | The boundless love of Jesus for souls and for 
x — 29 November . : = Gs the world. 

1921 —12 February . c | Nee. 

» — 21 March - : + © 91 | 1920— 7 November. . 57 
1922 — 6 September . Pets » — 9 November . 57 
>» —17 December . ‘ eas >» — 18 December . 68 
1923 — 26 March S ‘ 3 $326 >» — 25 December . ‘ 72 
» —— 20 April. : - - 339 | 1921 — 9 Januaty . 5 - 74 
» — 3 May. 3 ; - 344 » — 9Hebruaty . 5 ~ BOE 
» — 4May. J 5 a 384 »» — 15 March : 3 - go 
» — 17 March : 3 - 90 
LITTLENESS >» — 25 March ‘ - of 
It draws down on Josefa the attentive gaze and » — 30 June. : ; . 
outs » —22 July . . : . “Tre 
predilection of the Heart of Jesus. Sa 85 Renee : : oe 
1920— 7 July . cee - 29 | 1922 — 27 July . ‘ . - 163 
» — 25 August . : « 3255 » — 7 August : a - 07 
» —17 October . : eS hah ss — 29 August R ‘ - 216 
» — 6 November . : eit 3» — 27 September . : - 219 
»» — 22 November . ; = £61 3» 17 October . : « oz 
2» — 7 December . ‘ + 66 »» —20OQOctober . 5 -. a3 
»» 18 December . : eat ss — 22 November . dé 230 
» 19 December . : ll wey iS x» — 25 November . ‘ 231 
1921 — 14 March . ‘ « 8289 »» — 28 November . = ~ 234 
» —17 March x : = pot ss —— 30 November . 4 > 236 
» — 28 November . 4 ere he »» — 2 December . ‘ . 237 
1922 — 1 January sean. » —— § December . 3 - 339 
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1922 — 12 December , ‘ oa 
» — 15 December . ‘ aoa 
1923 — 28 March - : msa7 
» — 29 Match ‘ ‘ Peery: 
» — 23 April. : : 5 ER 


30 August - : She; 
18 September . : Sette 


3 1 2May-. : : eee 
» — 4May. . . 345 
oe  tadMay : ‘ - 349 
» 26 May. , s DRESS 
Se ene Lae aaeagGs 
» — 8 June. : é tauSi3 
» —i11 june. : : eye 
» —I12 June. : : SRS 
» —17 June. x ‘ + 390 
» —1I9 June. & : a) 304) 
sp Waa 2) July : 398 
» — 12 August a7, 
» — 2October . ER: 
= 7 October. « : =. 424: 
» —15 October . : - 430 
= == 2 October. 4 sg? 
3» — 13 November . a Bai, 
>» — 21 November . ‘ 430 
s» — 4December . Sie AAT 
3» — 12 December . A - 462 
»: — 13 December . : - 464 
» —16 December . : - 470 
LOVE 


The boundless love of the Heart of Jesus 
ignored by souls. 


1920 — 4 October . . Ze! 
» —21 October. ; A aes: 
» — 19 November . : ~ SE 
3» — 21 November . : SO 
5s 11 December . E « | «GT 

1921 — 6February . - 5 ike 
+ — 22 Match - $ 5 Ge 
» — 23 July . - : a) eae 
» — § August = c we La7 
3» — 1 September . : SB 
5» — 26 November . 3 7 AS 

1922 — 25 Februaty . - 5 EGE 
» — I Match 5 ; at SO 
3» —20October . - os 228 


— 21 October . ‘ + 226 
— 17 December . A a Zas 
— 24 December . “ . 246 


1923 —13Februaty . : 2 2508 


LOVE 

The response of love which the Heart of Jesus 
expects from souls. 

1920 — 29 June. . = 27 
i ae AS, August . . . 34 
» — 25 August = 5 eh, 
—17 October . : 50 

LL 


1920 


— 26 October 


— 6 November . 
— 7 November . 
— 19 November . 
— 20 November . 
— 21 November . 
— 22 November . 
— 28 November . 
— 6 December . 
— 24 December . 


— 26 January 
— 17 March 
—17 June. 
— 12 July . 
—29 July . 
— 5 August 
— 8 August 


— 8 September . 


— 25 October 
— 23 February 
— 26 Februaty 
— 28 February 
— 19 August 


— 8 September 
— 27 September . 


— 20 October 
— 21 October 


— 22 November . 
— 25 November . 
— 30 November . 
— 2December . 
— 15 December . 
— 25 December . 


— 11 Februa 

— 23 ana 
— 8 May . 
— 15 May . 
—20May . 
— 26 May . 
— 10 June. 
—15 June. 
—19 June. 
—15 July . 
— 24 Augus 


18 September . 


7 October 
28 October 


— 6 December . 
MADELEINE SOPHIE 


(SAINT) 


412 
418 
424 
435 
452 


Dates on which Saint Madeleine Sophie, 
Foundress of the Society of the Sacred 
Heart, appeared to Sister Josefa. 


1921 
> 
1922 
1923 
”? 

” 


— 25 May . 


— 24 September ; 


— 14 March 

— 1 February 
— 4 February 
— to February 


103 
134 
161 
254 
255 
255 
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1923 — 8 May . : A - 346 
> — 28 May . 2 6 . 360 
»» 10 June. 3 TA: 
>» —16 July . F F . 402 
»» 15 October . 5 - 429 
»» — 19 October 431 


1923 — 21 October 


>»? 


> 


2? 


— 3 December . 
— 10 December . 
— 12 December 
— 15 December . 


MARY (OUR BLESSED LADY) 


Mother of God and Mother of men, Coredemptrix and Mediatrix. Her maternal 
intercession, vigilance, guidance, counsel and protection. 


1922 — 2May. 


1920— 3 October . : Rg 
— 8October . 5 = 845 


The infinite Mercy of the Heart of Jesus for souls, for sinners and for the world. 


> 


— 3 May. 

— 16 July . 
—atiJjuly . 
—27 July . 

— 30 July . 
—15 August . 
— 15 September . 
— 25 October 

— 8 December . 
— 26 December . 
— 21 January 

— 17 February 

— 16 March 

— 21 March 

— 30 Match 


— 20 August 
— 20 October 
— 8 December . 
— 12 December . 


1922 — 3 September . 


» 15 October . F af 50 i 
3, —- 6 December . c ¢ S65 Be 
» — 7 December . : Zk 65 es 
ss — 8 December . : = 6G 
»» 10 December . A 2 67. i 
» — 18 December . : Janos és 
» — 25 December . ‘ GP? a 
1921 — 24 Januaty . = te ss 
»» — 11 Match é é Z 88 a 
>> — 25 March ; : - 194) | 2923 
» — 9 April. . ‘ = 98 “6 
» — 22 April. : A 99 x 
>» —14 May. A : «LOE a 
>» —17 May . F ; = bOz 43 
» — 13 June 5 F - 108 s 
— 20 June . 5 : oy ebm: sy 
» —29 June. : < ueLES on 
» — july . q ; < ET as 
» — 13 July . H A a aifay| nd 
» —22 July . : . seems he; = 
» —27 July . : F apes x 
» — 2 August ° 2 AES 2 
» — 3 September . : a) 033 2 
» — 22 November . : « 438 = 
>> — 6 December . : «= 142 a 
1922 — 24 Februaty . : 2 E52 “ 
ae Match * + ° ES? 
MERCY 
1920 — 19 October . Soest 
1921 — 21 Februaty . . ess x 
ss» —— 22 Match : : PP ety; . 
A eee 7, April . . « 4 97 1923 
pre 13 May . . . . Iot >> 
Sar Te ae 18 May . . % e 102 » 
» ? — Ir June. : . E168 8 
» — 30 June. : : hes ° 
Ae die : : et 2a a 
» — 25 September . : ey = 
3» — 22 November . A so 138 ES 
1922 — 25 Februaty . : < PSS == 
» — 21 April. ; : eae = 
Pe 22. Aprille ‘ : od Kars ia 
» — 22 July . . : ~ PLO = 
we oS 6 August 3 : A 195 oe 


» — 29 August . : 5) 22O 


— 22 November . 

— 5 December . 

— 11 Match 

— 15 Match 

— 20 Match 

— 24 March z 
— 8 june. ; 
— Ir June. 

—T2) june 5 

— 13 July . 

— 2 October 

— 7 October 
—14QOctober . 

— 15 October . 

— 13 November . 


e 


1922 
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MESSAGE 


The Message of the Heart of Jesus to the world 


— 26 July 

— 6 August 

— 29 August 

— 20 October 
-—— 25 November 
— 28 November 
— 30 November 
— 2 December 
— 5 December 


— 8 June 
— 11 June 

— 12 June 

— 13 June 

— 14 June 

— 16 June 

— 17 June 

— 19 June 

— 15 October 
— 13 November 
— 4 December 
— 5 December 
— 6 December 


: Saviour and Spouse 

: The Designs of Love 

: A Father’s Heart for sinners 

: Mission of chosen souls . 

: Mission of chosen souls (continuation) 
: The boundless Love of His Heart 

: Value of ordinary actions 

: Life of union with His Heart 

: The Abyss of Mercy 

— 12 December : 
: Belief in His Love . 

: To count on His Heart in all our needs 

: “This is My Work of Love” 

: The Parable of Love 

: Explanation of the Parable 

: The Response of Men 

: The Response of Men (continuation) 

: The Response of Men (continuation and conclusion) 

: The Cross. Reparation and Trust 5 . 

: The Requests of the Heart of Jesus . 

: Appeal to Consecrated Souls 

: Appeal to Consecrated Souls (continuation) 

: Appeal to Consecrated Souls (continuation and conclusion 


Love makes use of our frailties, 


of the Message) 


MISERY 


521 


Our Lord explains to Josefa how her misery, that is, her nothingness, her frailty, her very 
failings, draw down His mercy and His love. 


1920 — 15 October 


1921 
>> 
1922 


>” 


1923 


1920 


— 6 April. 
— 18 May . 
— 19 August 


— 1 September : 


— 20 October 
— 21 January 
— 28 March 
— 29 March 
—10 May. 


"— 28 May . 


— 4June. 
— 5 June. 


49 | 1923 — 6 June. 
OT ha os June 
102 a> Rone’. 
208 » — 16 July. 
211 » — 24 August 
224 » — 29 August 
254 » — 30 August - 
326 »» — 18 September . : 
328 > — 7 October . ; A 


348 3» — 20 October 

361 ss — 21 October 

366 »> 12 December . 

367 (See: Wretchedness) 


MISSION OF JOSEFA 


She is chosen to make known to the world the desires of the Heart of Jesus. 


— 8 October 
— 15 October 


— 6 December . 
— 18 December . 


— 9 February 
— 24 February 
— 25 February 
— 26 March 
— 7 April. 


‘45 | 1921 — 3 June. 
49 | » —1 June. 
65 Pe eee hes July . 
68 | 1922 — 21 April. 
81 » 11 May . 
85 » —16 july . 
86 9» — 22 july ; 
cL aes 26 Ju y- 
at » — 6 August 


368 
379 
373 
401 
412 
414 
415 
418 
424 
432 
432 
462 


106 
108 
124 
173 
178 
189 
191 
192 
194 


$22 ANALYTICAL INDEX 


1922 — 7 August A ¢ > }X07 
» 29 August . c on ako 
»> — 13 September F 4216 
» —20October . : e228) 
5 — 22)November . : = 230 
»» ——25 November . , =232 
5, -—~ 10 December. : = ig240 
6 = 72 December =< : pali2ar 

1923 — 21 January . : £253 
» — 14 March . ‘ . 288 
» ~-14 May. : ; -f M350 
» — I june. 5 ; - 362 
» — 7 June , - 2 1:370 
» —Io June . A 3 = 375 
>» 11 June. Z 3 29376 
» 12 June. ; - 1 3:78 
eet 379 
>» —17 June. “ p s2387 
» —I19 June. < : 2 £392 
» — 13 july . : : - 398 
» —16 july . F ‘ S740r 
>» — 20 August 7 < i Pate 
»» —— 18 September . 2 ou 428 
» —— 2October . : 2 kaon 
5 t= 5 WOctobetiau : me hazy 
> 14 October. A - 429 
» ——20OQOctober . : ease 
5» 12 December . = « — 462 


MYSTICAL BODY 


I. INCORPORATION IN THE MystICAL Bopy 
oF Curist, His INDWELLING BY GRACE 
IN THE SOUL 


1920 -— 9 September . : oA 
» —— 23 October .. ; aeerse 
» — 7 December . F . = 66 

1921 — 6 April. : : - 4 OF 
>» — I June. : i ~ “I05 
»» —— 27 November . - ~ “t46 

1922 — 22 July . : : = I92 
» — 7 August : : < “196 
» — 6 September : - More 
» — 23 October . : > 226 
ss —— 28 November . . uc ky 
»» — 30 November . : 7 236 
s» —— 2December . . Sa 23h 

1923 — 26 March - we - £320 
»5 —— 28 March : : 2 4327 
» — 23 April. ‘ : SAE 
ae Niaye : ‘ 4 0ed44 
oo kOUMaye ; j - 348 
» 11 May. . +. S46 
» —12May. : : - 349 
» —26 May . - F ee ay 
» —27May. : = FLEssG 
»» — 28 May . : ‘ «3, 361 
> Sune. : : «9 363 
See ou uber ‘ : 4 ef 


1923 — 12 August : : . 
» — 4December . : 4 
» —— § December . ‘ Z 
» —- 6 December . é 
»» 12 December . 4 ‘a 
»» 7 15 December . F é 

— 16 December . : : 


407 
448 
449 
452 
462 
467 
470 


Il. Jesus Curist, HEAD OF THE MysTICAL 


Bopy 
A. His sovereign rights 
1920 — 25 August - ? > 
— 20 November . : 
— 29 November . 
— 22 December . 
1921 — 25 February 


> — 11 June x 
» 12 July . 
oy a 2zuly. - 
t922 — 3 March c 
3 — 3May. : 


>» — 21 Augus : - 

>> — 12 December . 
1923 — 13 February ; c 
— 2 March a a 3 


>» — 25 March 

> — 26 March 

» 21 May . 

B. His sovereign guidance 

1920 — 25 August 5 : . 

»» 24 December . 2 ‘ 
192I —12 July . 3 : 
1922—12 Januaty . : 5 

» — 13 February 

» —22 July . ‘ 

» — 7 August ; 


ss — 21 October 


1923 — 29 March . : : 
>» 21 May. ? F % 
» —16 July . 


”» —. 29 July . . . . 


» — 30 August z F : 
» — 18 September ‘ ‘3 
» — 2 October i S 
» — 13 November . ‘ ‘ 


415 
418 
421 


437 


Ill. THe MemBers OF THE MystICAL 


Bopy 
A. Their relations with the Head: 
Dependence and Abandonment 


1920 — 25 August 2 ‘ 


»» — 29 September . 
>» — 8 October 
»» — 15 October 
Ee norma A | October 
» — 6 November . 


1923 — 


17 Match 
29 May . 


22 November . 
25 November . 
12 December . 
— 14 December . 


—-3 June. 


—~ 11 Februaty 
6 March 


—14 May . 
— 25 May . 
— 26 May . 
— 12 August 


— 1 September . 


— 27 October 


— 16 November . 
— 5 December . 
— 12 December . 

(See: Abandonment) 
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B. Their communion with one another: 
1. Their cate of souls 


1920 


— 16 September . 


— 15 October 
— 21 October 
— 27 October 
— 28 October 


— 20 November . 
— 23 November . 
— 7December . 
— 18 December . 


— 25 January 
— 20 February 


21 February 
11 June . 


26 July . 
30 July . 
8 August 


1 September . 
13 September . 
23 November . 


21 April. 
22 July . 


15 September ‘ 
27 September . 


25 November . 


13, Match 

14 Match 

12 May . 

11 June . 

13 June. 

16 July . 

20 August 
2 October 

28 October 
4 December 
6 December 


— 20 October 


. 


2. Vicatious Merits 
1920 — 6 November . : ci We56 


>» — 28 November . : OS 
» 21 December . : 7 a 7O 
192 — 9g Januaty . ; 5 YA) 
» — 23 March 4 : Os 
9 — I September . ; ese 
1922 — 28 Februaty . . a ets 
» — gs August . P + *193 
» — 3 September . ; mete 
>» —— 27 September . : pero, 
>» —23 October. : = 220 
1923 — 11 Februaty . : = 256 
» —23 February . ; 8268 
» — 22 Match : : soy 
Se ares May ? . = 359 
pe 13 Junes. =: : 381 
» — 18 June. : : + See 
»» — 21 November . : 430 
>» — 5 December . : - 448 
3s — 12 December . : 5 Kee 


3. Reparatory and Redemptive Suffering 

(See: Reparation; Apostolic Enterprises) 

IV. THE TREASURES OF THE MystTICcAL 
Bopy 


A. The supernatural value of the life-giving 
union with Jesus Christ 


1921 — 27 July . : : ken 
3» — 22 September . ; Bey 
» — 25 November . : 5 EE 

1922 — 8 September . . Res 
>> — 27 September . 3 Ae APA) 
>» — 6October . 3 5 
» —23 October . - maze 
» — 28 November . 5 eS 
» — 30 November . : 230 
» — 2 December . : ees) 
» — 5 December . , 239: 
ss 12 December . 2 re eh 

1923 — 23 April. é : mesAE 


— 15 October . ; ASO 
— 5 December . : - 449 
— 6 December . : mts 2 


B. The unfathomable riches of His Heart 


1920— 5 August . - 33 
—1o August . 5 pues 4 
—25 August . ; pass 
—17 October . 3 ee ee) 
— 6 November . ‘ Ae BLS 
— 4December . ; ae 04 
— 19 December . - 69 
1921 — 26 Januaty . - 5 oh 
— 25 March ‘ ‘ Od: 
— 13 April. ‘ ‘ 5 agp 
—18 May . : : 3 bikers 
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1921 — 1 June. A " + O05 
— 3 June. 4 S EROS, 
>» 22 July . Z R ~ ES 
> —25 july . < s STs 


> 


5.) — 28 November . : erat 
1922 — 17 February . ; SESE 
>» —26Februaty . e LSA 
> — 24 April. é ope Te 
» — 3May. 5 c 7G 
ys 11 May. A C 5 FG: 
» — 5 August A A = 8193 
> — 6 September . - eS Sy! 
»» — 23 November . é a Pe 
3» 25 December . r 2 8246 
1923 — 29 March 4 A oeg25 
>» — 7 June. < ; Es OO 
Dan pee 16 July . . . 402 
» — 20 August 410 
ap = FRE August 412 
Se > oe August 414 
2) ==!) 2Octobet a. ‘ oes zt 
>» —— 8 October . 5 3 425 
» 21 October . : set 32 
» 28 October . ; = 435 
»» — 16 November . : 439 
5, fo December . 459 
35> 12 December . 462 
»» 15 December . 467 
C. The offering to the Father of His Merits and 
His Blood 
1921 — 3 June. : : - 106 
» —14 June. ; : - 109 
» — 23 June . - F fare 
» — 2July . 5 . a, MTs 
2) ee Le July . . e . 116 
Duh) Sara 26 July . . . . 120 
3 — 5 August 2 : 7 ey 


(See: Prayers) 


V. Mary, MorHErR OF ALL THE MEMBERS 
OF THE MysticaL Bopy 


(See: Mary) 


NIGHTS 


During which Our Lord showed Himself to 
Josefa and let her share in His redemptive 
offering. 

1922 — 25 to 26 February . Sets 3 
» —  30to 31 July . - Rae «3 
3 =~ § to 6 August!) 5 Ne 
»» — 25 to 26 November . oe2s2 

1923 —17to 18 Februaty . 262 
» — 19 to 20 Februaty . 2 263 


= = 25bto 22 Februaty ¢ 1265 
»» —12to 13 Match : cease 
» —14to 15 Match 2 Sess 
»» — 20to 21 Match F of yete: 


ANALYTICAL INDEX 


1923 — 21 to 22 March : + 305 
»» — 24 to 25 March é - 313 
» ——17to 18 June. : . 389 
» —18to1g June. : + 392 

NOTHINGNESS 


The attraction of the Heart of Jesus for the 
“nothingness? of a soul whom He wishes to 
use. 


1920-— 8 November . 4 Sa 
1921 — 21 February . : 3 es 
>» — 14 Match c c ~) ages 
99 13 May e - - 10% 


1922 — 6 August ° « Wtge 
>» — 7August . : 2 BEGG 
» — 25 November . 3 » e238 

1923 —11 February . : . 256 
» — 29 March 5 > 7 es2e 
» — 4June. é A . 366 

OBEDIENCE 

1920 — 9 November . i . Si 
s» — 22 November . 3 < ees 

1921 — 9g Januaty . ; =| ais 
» — 11 April. ‘é . | aor 
» —14 June. ‘ 5 . ~EEOE 
» —22 July . z : «= 70g 
» — 3 August : : s el2g 
» — 26 August : - 13H 

1923 — 11 March ‘ : < 27s 
» — 8 June. . F > 378 


OBLATION (See: Prayers) 
The Call to personal oblation 


1920 — 25 August . 3 ~ ae 
1921 — 4Februaty . . « ate 
» —20February . F ee 
» —24Februaty . : eo 
» — 14 March : : Bee Gk 
»» — 23 March 9: 
» — 21 June nee 
» = 2 july. . : 3 - Vee 
»» — 22 September -. : - 132 
1922 — 1 March : ; - es 
5» 20 Octobet t= : . 2a 
>» —— 25 November . r « 239 
1923 — 19 Februaty . ; . 26 
» — 4 March : : : 2a 
3 = tO anes : . + 375 


» — 20 August : » .. 4a 


OPENNESS WITH SUPERIORS 


The wishes and advice of Our Lord in thi. 
matter. 


1920 — 25 August F 3 ae 
» — 8 December . x . 216 


1921 — 10 February 
» — 12 February 
>» — 6 April. 
» —-9 April. 


1920 — 8 October 


>» 24 December . 


1923 — 22 February : 


» — 25 February : 


» — 2 Match 
» — 6 March 
‘55 — 7 Match 


»>  — 7-11 March : 
>> — 12 March 
>» — 13 March 
— 14 March 
s» — 15 March 
» — 15 March 
— 16 March 


— 17 March 
ss — 20 March 


— 20 March 
»> 21 March 
3s 21 March 
— 21 March 
— 21 March 
— 22 March 
— 23 March 


— 24 March 


— 26 March 
» — 27 March 
— 28 March 
— 28 March 
— 30 Match 


ANALYTICAL INDEX 


81 | 1921 — 11 April. 


82 » —13 June. 
97 »> S22 July . 
98 » — 3 August 
PACT 


The alliance of the Heart of Jesus with Josefa. 
45 | 1921 — 22 Novembet . 
72 
PASSION 
I. THE SECRETS OF THE PAssION 


Jesus washes the feet of His pas ay and confi- 
dence . : é : : ° 


The Cenacle 


: The Eucharist: The disappointments of the Heart of Jesus 
: The Eucharist: The Mystery of Love for chosen souls . 
: The Eucharist; The ee bapa of Love unrecognized 


The Eucharist: Symbol of the Vows of Religion . ; 


: Gethsemani: The prayer and oblation of the eee 

: The lassitude or even sleep of chosen souls . 

: The kiss of Judas: The treachery of souls 

: The small bettayals of chosen souls 

: The first blow: The first mortal sin. 

: The denial of Saint Peter: The abandonment by chosen 


souls 


: Jesus in the ptison: Loneliness in the tabernacle and cold- 


ness of souls . 4 ? : 


: Call to imitate the Divine Prisoner 

: Pilate: Human respect 

: “My Kingdom is not of this world” 

: Bic Herod: Silence and desires of the Heart of Jesus . ; 
: Return to Pilate: The danger of giving in to nature 

: The Scourging of Jesus: The appeal of His Wounds 

: Jesus crowned with thorns: The way of the Will of God. 
: Barabbas is preferred to Jesus. Call to chosen souls to 


choose the Will of God above all things 


: Jesus is condemned to death. The 1 anEe of Judas: The 


appeal of divine mercy 


: The Way of the Cross: The meeting with Our Lady 

: Simon of Cyrene: How to help Jesus to carry His Cross. 
: The graces obtained by the three falls . . 3 
: The Crucifixion: Contemplation and appeal . 

: Jesus on the Cross: The Seven Last Words 


Il. SHARING IN THE TORMENTS OF THE PASSION 


1920 — 26 November . 
— 29 November . 
— 10 December . 
— 19 December . 
— 22 December . 


»> 
> 
32> 
2 
1921 — 24 January 
» — 2 August 
»» — 2 October 


> 


1922 — 13 April. 


— 14 September . 


— 22 November . 


The Crown of Thorns 
62 | 1922 — 22 November . 


63 3» — 29 November . 
67 | 1923 — 17 February ; é 
Jo 3 — 11 March : é a 


71 >» — 20 March 
77 »> — 30 March 


138 » — 30 August 5 : 
169 » 27 October . s 


525 


98 
108 
Diss 
126 


138, 


266 
269 
271 
274 
277 
279 
281 
284 
286 
288 
289 


290 


296 
298 
299 
301 
301 
302 
302 
395, 


308 


310 
aE 
321 
524 
325 
55% 


230 
236 
261 
279 
298 
334 
341 
39° 
392 
415 
434 
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ing of the Ci PEACE 
aka The Heart of Jesus is the peace of souls and of 
1920 18 July ee een ee the world. He loves and needs this peace to 


1921 — 26 July . : . kites establish His reign in the soul. 
» —27 july - - : . “aa 


tke : 1920 — 23 November . : 02 
aac sia ri ju : Bisdos ae 1921 — 15 March : ; - 99 
lets a Mane Cel, Cite age, 9 » —27 November. . . 140 


Pg August live) ace ~« canag) [1922 Ba Rebeuaty ie ee 


—14Februaty . é aiais 
» — 5 August . . ete 7 >» 14 
» ——14September. 5s 1330) Be 19 roe . : : : 5 ; 
5» —26 November . : Aes » — 26 July . re : « 19 
5. ——28 November . ; get 40 dye Se B ae er. ‘ : eS 
»» 29 November . . ayers Sees ee er . . + 23 
1922 — 25 Februaty . A e T$3 oa a c : : : “i3c0 
» —26Februaty . : Ad Bis; Spine : ot . : - 4 345 
3 — 1 Match ; A Sade E iy a ee ay . : 5 - 34 


— 30 July . é 55 Pa hh 2» —i1 May. . = - 349 
g teat fi . ‘ ces >» —i19 June. i i - 393 


” — 6 September . : ypteed »» —14 October . : * ae 
2 ys Ouchi ; : ) A » 15 October . é se 
» —2i ae é : - 225 , PRAYERS 
»» —— 25 November . . + 232 j 
eaves fe Nave Rae ; ery taught by Our Lord to Sister Josefa 
»» —— 29 November . : . 235 | 1920— 8 October . : ae 
>» —— 2 December . ‘ aie » —~15 October. : > “39 
= 5 December . E . 239 | 1921— 7 April. - : - “OF 
y»» 15 December . ; ~ 243 » — 3 June. , “ games 
1923 — 18 February . . . 263 » — 28 July . . Ae 
By IG, February 4 a . 263 ip ec) July “4 $ o + 123 
»») —22February . s . 265 | 1922 — 26 September . mete 
» —23 February . . «. 268 | 1923-11 February . : - 257 
» — 4 Match ; : ae 274. »» —13 February . . = 7259 
»» — 12 March : : eae », — 18 February . . - 263 
»» — 14 Match . : A Bebe » —19 February . : > 26g) 
;. — 16 March J a . 290 » — 22Februaty . “ - 265 
» — 20 Match : : = 306 »» — 4 March : : + 274 
» — 21 March ¢ F hk 305 s»» — 16 March : . - 7293; 
» — 24 March é ; aS »5 — 21 March : : + 300 
ys — 26 Match : ; . 317 >» — 24 Match : . | Bra 
» — 27 Match . : Se EV »3 —— 26 March : : - 329 
» — 29 March A : 3S »» — 27 March : . + 321 
»» — 30 March é : eyes: » — 26 August . : + 294 
=~ Fy jane # ; 4 . 390 s. — 27 November . F - 440 
» — 18 June. 2 - «4 392, PRISON 
: : The Heart of Jesus is the prison where He 
The pain of the nails wishes to enclose His er souls, and He 
1921 — 25 Match ak i An expects each soul to be a prison of love such 
1923 cs 16 Match 4 = * 290 as the tabernacle cae 
x — 30 Match : é - 33% | 1921 —11 June. : - 108 
» —17 June. ‘ - 390 | 1922 — 11 May . P : + he 
» —~ 18 June . A . ERE » —16 July . 3 : - 189 
» —- 22 July . p A = a TOE 
The pain of His wounded side 1923 — 2 March . . - 271 
» 17 March i - 296 
1921 — 20 June . ‘ : Beka »» — 20 March A ‘é - 208 
1922 — 28 Februaty . 4 5 EK » — 26 March é A . 309 
»» — 1 March , ; » ot56 55 — 29 Match ; : ~ “3se 
>» — 29 November . ‘ SL) s) ba Mayes é + 349 
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PURGATORY 
Several apparitions of souls in Purgatory 


1922 — Lent 167 
QUARANT’ ORE 
Reparation in union with Our Lord wounded by the sins of the world. 
1921 — 6and 8 February . - 79 | 1923 — 11 and 13 February . - 256 
1922 =~ 26 and 28 February . S rs 
REIGN 
The Reign of the Heart of Jesus over souls, nations, and the whole world. 
1921 — 15 Match 3 : + 90 | 1923 — 13 November . A easy 
1923 — 12 June. ; - - a7 » — 6December . 3 erase 
» 7 19 June . : s aE 
REPARATION 


Our Lord’s appeal for reparation 
1920 — 19 November . : - 58 | 1922 —16 December . 3 needa, 


1921 — 9 January . ‘ - 75 | 1923 —11 Februaty . : = 256 
» — 8Februaty . : 680 > —19Februaty . : ye ei 
» — 25 November . 3 5 FES » — 4 Match : : e273 
>» — 28 November . é AS »» — 25 Match ‘ ; SES LS 

1922 — 24 February . - t5z >» — 14 June . : ° - 382 
» —26February . : ey » —I19 June. ‘ : - 396 
>> — I March 5 F ats 5 15) Octoberes « : «430 
s> — 14 March ‘ : eto sy » —28 October . é - 435 
» — 5 August P : eeod >» — 13 November . ‘ 7 436 
» — 3 September . : =) eae » — 5 December . ; 5 Life) 
» — 6QOctober . t = 225 >> — 6December . A eA 2 
»» — 25 November . “ ce 23 2 

REST 
Our Lord asks Sister Josefa and souls to give Him rest and to rest in Him. 

1920 — 9 September . , - 40 | 1921— 3 August. , r25 
3» 21 November. 59 »> — 1 September . A ss 2 
32 — 28 November = a.:63 ys — 26 November . ‘ r4O 
» —29 November . 3 a OF 3» — 28 November . * A eis) 
» — 11 December . = . 67 | 1922 —13 Februaty . 4 - 149 

1921 — 17 June . : : S tli >» — I September . 3 5 edit 
» — 8July. : : ers . —26 November . : 4a AD 
» —i2zjuly . 4 : ae Gy, — 27 December . : 5 XKS) 
» —24July . - - 118 | 1923— 8 January 5 RE 
» — 26 July 120 >» — 11 February , 256 
» —27 July. - 121 » — 16 July 401 

RETREATS 
Some of Sister Josefa’s retreat notes 

1901 — 17 to 19 Match : Retteat before her First Communion . 5 

1920 — 7 to 16 July : Retreat for her Clothing . 2 5 BS 

1922 — 7 to 16 July : Retreat for First Vows 2 5 ifs) 

1923 — 20 August : Preparation fora Retreat . 2 ce pe: G4 
» —30August to September 8 =: Last Retreat . A 4 ae eRe 

SAVIOUR 
The appeal of Our Lord to chosen souls to oe, their understanding of the words: Saviour and 
) pouse 


1922 — 26 July . - - ¢ c é ° : 2 A e192 
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SCOURGING 
Josefa’s attempts to describe her contemplation of Our Lord Scourged at the Pillar 


1923 — 21 March 302 
SELF-FORGETFULNESS 1921 — 25 March ; ‘ i 94 

P : » — 3 June. : é + 106 

The first essential of true love and of the gift Bagg ‘< e 
of self to the redemptive love of the Heart ti Gee oe ‘ i : pee 
of Jesus. » —26 July . - : ozo 
1921 — 9g Januaty . 6 5 5 » —30 July . : : 5 Bey 
> 21 February . A «84 >» — 1 September . j G@ be 
— 26 May . 0 : . 104 »» — 25 November . 2 +, 139 
a= 3. june. : c Rn Biel) » — 26 November . 5 - 140 
b — 27 july ; : r i 3» — 6 December . é ~ 142 


» aly q 4 - 124 | 1922— 25 Februaty . 5 Be aie 
SI — 1 March A ‘ . 156 


SOCIETY OF THE SACRED 7 3 March é : . 558 
HEART 9» = 2i April. 3 : 2. Age 

What the Heart of Our Lord expects of it. ; : ie Fy feck a 
1921 — 27 Match : : 4 Gs 5» — 11 May. j : eS 
» — 7 April. 3 : oy » —22 July . : ‘ + LOE 
1922 — 22 November . : 7 3230 » —26 July . * : eo 
>» —14 December . C > 243 >» — 30 july . : e SOE 
» 15 December . Z + 243 » — 6 August : A * 168 
» — 16 December . ‘ - 244 » — 15 August d is - 208 
1923 — 12 June. : : oeEsio » — 19 August : : -) 9208 
>» — 20 August , : a ar » — 29 August : 4 = %2i0 
» — 2October . : e4za >» — 13 September . J 2 WEG 
> 21 October =. A aaa » — 21 September . , - Rea 
» -— 3 December . : - 446 >> — 25 September . > a. SH 
» — 6December . 5 Sets: >» — 27 September . zs sez 
» — 11 December . - - 460 3» —20QOctober . 3 os eee 
» — 15 December . : . 468 » — 5 November . : «| eee, 
>» — 22 November . ‘ - 250 

SOULS »» — 25 November . : s “23m 

Their value. What they mean to the Heart of | >» ~~ 25 November . : + 232 


— 15 December . - 245 


Jesus. A call to co-operate in the work of a ee 56 Detenber.. ; ae 


their salvation. = 
» — 25 December . : = 2a 
1920 — 16 September . ‘ - 41 | 192311 Februaty . : = e256 
» —15 October. ‘ « 49 >» — 13 March : : ; 3235 
»» — 21 October 51 » — 25 March : : + 1356 
» — 27 October : a ess » —19 April. : : = 3389 
» —28 October . : vars »» —12May . : . - 349 
» 20 Novembet . é = 8 >» —14May. : f je 35 
»» — 23 November . : 62 » 27 May. : : « 359 
3. => (6, December 2 ae me 0°65 »» — 28 May . : i « S36n 
» —- 7 December . ; OS » — 4 June 2 : ey, 
»» —18 December . ‘ OS » — 9 June. , : ee 
»» — 22 December . 4 ead t » — 11 June , +s 376 
1921 — 24 Januaty . 4 Seay » — 12 June 4 A 2 378 
Ho SERIE Ea? = : Ef: » —13 June. : 5 < 379 
oho dy Hebruatuar. A sae | » => 17 June. : ; - 39° 
ee ao) ebruat vase é ~ Rise oS SS iseelya : fs - 399 
pee bebroary 5. : Ss » 16 July . ‘ 3 + 401 
3 24, hebruaty © : § ets » — 2QOctober  . : - 42m 
» —— 14 March : . - 89 » —28 October . 3 2 435 


» — 23 Match ‘ ; ~ 393 55 13 November . : = 47 
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STRENGTH 1922 —14 February . 3 ELL 
The Heart of Jesus gives strength sufficient for » —— 22 April. : : » 173 
all weakness, a strength on which the soul » — 6 September . , + 214 
must rely. » == 21 September. : RG 
s» 16 October . . 3 Pa 
1920 — 6 November . : 5 ate »» — 30 November . ; a BE 
»» — 19 December . . - 69 | 1923— 8 January . ; 253 
192e— 26 Januaty . . tO OE » — 4February . : 2 aes 
ss" — 30 July . ; : Ae yl » — 13 March é : eco) 
» — 8 September . : = Ty! » — 14 March : : . 288 
9» — 25 September . : So eee »» — 21 March : : ~ 301 
»» — 28 November . ! Seta Tt 3 oe 1g) Apeil< : ‘ 339 
» — 29 November . “ FATAT lave. : é o | SRG 
1922 — 26 February . ‘ cease » — 6May. : : - 346 
» — 22 April. : : < 173 >» — 10 June . é : oes 70 
» — EY May . : ; <)an78 » — 12 June. - - ees 
» —29 August . . $2 7216 aj SE JIS 3 : € 379 
» —17 October . . me z22 » — 15 October. : 8430. 
1923 — 11 February . : es6 »» — 21 November . : He YS) 
>» —18 February . s 263 »» — § December . ; . 450 
» — 4May. i z . 345 5s —— 16 December . : . 470 
a) tt, pane - : : 4376 
» —16 June. - : = 387, SURRENDER 
» — 30 August 5 ; . 415 | 1920 — 20 September . : er 2 
»» — 16 November . : - 439 » — 17 October . : eS E 
» — 15 December . : . 467 | -.. —19 December . A ean 7O 
1921 — 9g Januaty . : Fo Wb} 
SUFFERING » —25 Februaty . : 87. 
Our Lord repeats to Josefa the necessity of el Tay! bese : ; Bai RS 
suffering: its value as reparation, its place gene a : : : edi 
in the redemption of souls. He teaches her » — 14 April. : : Dy ie 
to draw from His Heart the desire and the 220 Ee ce i : : ; : iy 
strength to suffer. FEE ee ane 
1920— 3 October . : - 44 | 1922— 1 January . : ead 
» ——15 October . so »» 12 Januaty . ; neeTAG 
5» — 20 November . i = $8 »> —— 21 April. A ; Sa) SETS 
» — 23 November . : OB » — 22 April. : ; 5 i583 
»» — 4December . : 7 65 » — 15 August 2 = z08 
>» — 6December . : my EE >> — 26 Novembet . ; e233 
3» —— 8 December . * on 66 » —14 December . F eas 
33 — 10 December . - . 67 | 1923 —16 July . 5 : - 404 
5» —18 December . : uae G8 5» — 5 December . EAST 
» 19 December . : _ Ge (See: Abandonment) 
a ir TEMPTATION 
e 24 Januaty : ; : 77 Advice for times of temptation 


25 Januaty . 2 - 78 | 1920-— 8 December . ; 5 AGS 
26 Januaty . - - 78 | 1921 — 25 January . : es 


es 24 February . : ja e8§ >» — 9 April. é ; aa ttOs 
35 20 June . : ; A Shiga » — 22 April. é : - 99 
3 29 June . 5 : yey » —13 June. é 3 . 108 
= 12 July . : A cn 17 » —22 July . - . 117 
me 2 TT THANKSGIVING AFTER 

sa emcee 4 18 2p 308 COMMUNION 


7 es. s ; : ie Some Acts of Thanksgiving taught by Our 


28 November . : AT Lord to Josefa. 
13 Febrtuaty . : . 149 | 1921 — 5 August . 6 sez 7: 


ie Solos a bed alles Mb 
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1922 — 3 September . : . 212 | 1922 — 12 September . £ SME TS 

» — 6 September . : eT: 

THIRST 
Our Lord expresses His thirst for souls, His longing to be known and loved. 

1920 — 19 October . . - 51 | 1922——20QOctober . : 3 223 
1921 — 24 February’ . ; $e OS 5. 22 December . ‘ = 246 

» —20 June. Fe - . «11 | 1923 — 12 May . é é a e345 

28 July i. i 3 me gee > 26 May . A : S57 

> —— 1 September . 5 me EE » — 16 July . j : + 4or 
1922 — 8 September . 5 5 EAR 

TRIBULATION 
Advice for times of tribulation 

1920 — 6 December . 2 . 65 | 1921 — 6 December . 2 = hee 


3» 17 December . - . 68 | 1922— 2 May . TS 
1921 — 25 Januaty . 5 Fil 
TRINITY, BLESSED 
Sister Josefa receives the special grace of seeing the Blessed Trinity within her soul. The 
indwelling of the Blessed Trinity in a soul in a state of grace. 


1921 — 26 March ; * - 95 | 1923 —27 May . ; 5 «19353 
» — 5 April. 3 : == Mog 
UNION 


of life and of action with the Heart of Jesus: with His merits, His intentions, His life. 


1922 — 30 July . : : s 163 
a 23, Octobers ‘ a, 22g 
1923 — 12 December . 5 - | 462 


1921 — 24 Februaty . “ sa aei8S 
>> — 23 March 4 ‘ at GE 
26 — 25 November . ; a G38 

VICTIM 
I. JOSEFA Is CHOSEN TO BE THE VICTIM OF THE HEART OF JESUS 
1920 — 22 July . 2 “ - 32 | 1921 — 25 November , 7 Pie i) 


>> — 8 October . : - 45 | 1922 — 16 December . 2 - 244 
» —28 October . : \easa 9» — 27 December * 2 - 25% 
» — 18 December . : - 68 | 1923—11Februaty . : -» 256 
»» — 19 December . - c= = 7O » — 3 Match - c - 273 
1921 — 25 January . : - "78 3 =~ 12 Janes. = 7 - 378 
» — 4Februaty . - Rey A, » —I17 June. R , -- 3399 
ae 2 uly : : Aba G4 » — 20 August 5 : + SATO 


» — 23 July . : : «SEIS 


II. Victim oF Love AND MErcy 


1920 — 29 June . "5 ‘ -. 27 | 1920 — 21 December . : Pig Ss [it 
» — 5 September . ; - 40 | 1921 — 30 June. : 4 = 53 
» 21 October. * +  §2 | 1922 — 25 February . : - 53 
»» — 22 November . s 3s Or » — 21 April. 5 i <  SEze 
» — 23 November . : Ae 

III. Vicrim oF tHE Divine JusticE 


1920 — 9 November 2 : : 5 : : - Be HH7/ 


VOWS AND RENOVATION OF VOWS OF SISTER JOSEFA 
The value of the vows of religion 


1901 — 19 March _:: Her first Vow . : . : : . : . 5 
1922 — 11 Januaty : Vow of Chastity : . s : 7 - obAS 


ANALYTICAL INDEX $31 
1922 —- 3 Hebruaty : Vow of Fidelity to her Vocation ‘ : ; . 148 
» — 16 July : Her religious First Vows . : - : : Arey 
» — 29 August - : : 209 
1923 — 22 February 265 
» — 7 June 371 
3» -—— 8 June 371 
3x — 16 July : First anniversary of her Vows 400 
»» ~22t November: Renovation : 439 
x - 12 December : Her Religious Profession . 460 
WEAKNESS 1920 — 7 December . : eo! 
draws down the compassion and love of the »» ~~ 11 December . ; » OT 
Heart of Jesus. ; »» ——18 December . : 70S 
; »» —— 22 December . : 2 7d 
1922 — 11 May . : : - 178 | 1921 — 21 February . : . 84 
>» — 6 August : : > BrO5 » —24Februaty . ‘ « —~86 
> — 3 September . - M2rZ »» —25 February . ; 5 W286 
» —20QOctober . : : e223 »» 17 Match % 3 con (or 
> — 25 November . 232 >> — 26 Match : a & ay 
»> —— 15 December . 244 >» —27 July . : 5 aera 
1923 — 20 March - «300 - — 29 July : 6 Sy ae} 
>» —28 May . : : 5 bc 30) Julys. : : Poe 24 
ea of pune . : mrER. >» — 3 August , ‘ q HAS 
6 yune . A ; aa3 75 » — 5 August ‘ P = a] 
>» 16 June. : 3 Ae te >. — 1 September . : 3 BR 
’ >> — 22 November . : + 9139 
WILL OF GOD 1922 — 12 Januaty . ; . 146 
: — 18 Februaty . 3 Be vay 

1920-— 5 October . : - 44 ti a6 Bebe 
ATS ce alae ty ¢ a 154 
en : ena , ' : a » —26 July . 5 i Loz 
a ovembet . : <i y  — 29 August ae 
1922 — 5 November . : Sapee  —3r August. 3 San 
»» — 22 November . : +7235 », = 27 September . 219 
1923 — 12 March 282 »» —— 23 October 5 BAG 
yy 7 22 ae ; - 306 »> — 12 December . F z4o 
9» —— 23 eae ° : - ae » —16 December . 244 
» — 25 Marc : ‘ cage 1923 — 26 May . : : 5 PEK 
» — 28 March : : see «12 June. 4 1 . 378 
» — 8 June. ; : Bae: » —13 June. ' £ . 379 
»» — 13 November . i ease » 17 june. ; ‘ . 390 
Be or-run Hedar ior jesus fae = Bee we 898 
The occasions on which Our Lord expressed » — 7 October 424 
His desires by the words: “I want’, “It is ss — 15 October 430 


My Well that <5 Edésire s « .’’» ttt. 


1920 — 29 June . Z : eo 
» — 4July . “ : Jom 28 
» —22 July . - : By ai$) 
> — 10 August ; : 34 


>» — 25 August . : . 38 


— 20 September . - 5 8 ale 
5 16 October . : ets O 
—26October . : eee 
— 6 November . - 250 
— 8 November . a eens 7, 
— g November . : a Si) 
— 20 November . : 58 
— 22 November . : A aes) 
— 29 November . ‘ 6 ES 
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» — 13 November . 437 
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» — 5 December . 449 
WORDS 


Our Lord explains to Josefa the importance 
of the words He entrusts to her and how 
they will re-echo through the world. 


1921 — 14 May . z 5 . 102 
—i1 June. 4 Z OS 
1922 — 6August . : 5 BOE! 
» — 7 August R , A hy) 
» — 29 August 210 


» — 31 August é : ae eas 
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1922 


— 22 November . 
— 25 November . 
— 10 December . 
— 14 December . 


— 21 January 
— 14 May. 
—i2 June. 
—17 June. 
— 19 June. 
—16 july . 


— 18 September . 


— 7 October 


ANALYTICAL INDEX 


230 
232 
240 
243 
254 
351 
379 
387 
393 
401 
419 
424 


WORK OF LOVE 


Our Lord thus expressly describes the Revela- 
tion of His Heart which Sister Josefa is to 
make known to the world. On each of these 
dates He explains His Work. 


— 2May. 
—16 July . 
— 6 August 
— 15 August 


— 27 September . 
— 22 November . 
— 14 December . 


— 21 January 
— 23 February 
— 20 April. 
— 13 May . 
—14 May . 
—21 May. 
—15 July . 
— 16 July . 
— 20 Augus 
— 30 August 
— 2 October 
— 14 October 
— 19 October 


— 11 December . 


175 
189 
194 
208 
219 
230 
243 
254 
268 
339 
350 
350 
355 
399 
401 
412 
415 
422 
429 
431 
460 


WOUNDS 


The Wounds of Jesus, their bitter pain as 
expiation and intercession for the salvation 


of the world. 


1921 — 20 February 
>» — 25 March 


» 30 June. 

» — 22 July . 
1922 — 19 February 

33 pane May -2 


» — 29 August 
1923 — 30 Match 


» — 1 April. 
» — 17 June. 
» — 29 August 
3» — 15 October 


3» — 28 October 


WRETCHEDNESS 


Our Lord explains to Josefa how her wretched- 
ness, that is, her nothingness, her frailty, 
her very failings, drawn down His mercy and 


His Jove. 


1921 — 29 May . 
» —i12 July . 
She eS July ° 
»» — 30 July . : 
»> — 25 September . 
1922— 3 May. 


>» — 11 May 
re July 
» — 6 August 


» — 3 September 

» — 25 November . 

» — 28 November . 
1923 — 13 February 


3» — 20 March 
» — 16 July 
» — 30 August 4 
> — 18 September . 
> = eeeecemben — 


(See: Misery) : 
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